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Introduction

“Five pretty boys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”

This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.

∞∞∞

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 Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Feminization Fantasies: An Illustrated Feminization Romance Novella Bundle.


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


Girthy - Chapter 1
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I STORMED INTO MY OFFICE, slamming the door behind me. My assistant had really messed up this time. The legal brief she had prepared was an absolute disaster. I had never seen such shoddy work from her before. I could feel my blood boiling as I thought about the mess she had made.

My tailored suit, crisp white shirt, and silk tie, were disheveled from the morning blunder. My brown hair was slicked back, and my chiseled jawline was set in a scowl. It was just after 9:00 AM, and I had already had a full day's worth of frustration.

My assistant, Jennifer, was sitting at her desk, looking nervously at me as I walked over to her.
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"What is this, Jennifer?" I demanded, throwing the legal brief down on her desk.

"I can't believe you would let something like this leave our office!"

"I'm sorry, Mr. Cooper," she stammered.

"I must have made a mistake."

"A mistake? This is unacceptable. I have a reputation to uphold, and you're jeopardizing it with your incompetence."

I was seething with anger, my voice rising with each word.

"I'll make it right, I promise," she pleaded.

"You better. You're lucky I don't fire you on the spot," I said, turning on my heel and walking back to my office.

Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm myself down. I couldn't afford to lose my temper like that again. But Jennifer's mistakes were becoming more and more frequent, and it was starting to affect my work.

As I sat down at my desk, I tried to focus on the case at hand. But my mind kept drifting back to the legal brief and Jennifer's incompetence. I needed to find a solution to this problem, and fast. Otherwise, it could cost me everything.

"Get me a coffee, Jennifer," I called out, trying to keep my voice calm.

"And make sure you double-check everything before you send it to me from now on."

Moments later, I was sitting in my office, going over some case files, when my assistant walked in.

"Mr. Cooper, you have a consultation in 15 minutes with a new client," she said.

I looked up from my work and raised an eyebrow.

"Who is it?"

"It's a woman named Sally," she replied.

"She has a small claims case against her landlord."

I let out a sigh.

"Jennifer, I don't have time for these insignificant cases. Can't you schedule something more worthy of my time?"

"I'm sorry, Mr. Cooper. I thought it might be worth your time," she said, looking downcast.

"Well, you thought wrong. Cancel the consultation," I barked.

As I stormed out of my office and walked down the hallway, I couldn't help but notice a woman standing in the lobby. She looked lost and afraid, with dark circles under her eyes and an ill-fitting suit that looked like it had come from a thrift store.

"Can I help you?" I asked, with a scowl.

"I'm here to see Atty. Cooper," she said, looking up at me with pleading eyes.

"I am Atty. Cooper," I replied impatiently.

"What do you want?"

"My name is Sally. I have a small claims case against my landlord," she said.

"I don't have time for small claims cases," I said, waving my hand dismissively.

"But sir, please," she said, grabbing my arm.

"I have nowhere else to turn. My landlord has been refusing to make repairs to my apartment, and I've been living in squalor for months. I need your help."

I pulled my arm away from her grasp.

"I said I don't have time for this and even if I did, you wouldn’t be able to afford my services. Find another lawyer!"

As I walked away, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt. Maybe I was being too harsh. But I had a reputation to uphold, and I couldn't let myself get bogged down in insignificant cases.

Later that day, I was in the middle of a meeting with some important clients when my phone started buzzing. It was my ex-wife, Laura. I could feel my blood pressure rising as it kept ringing and ringing.

"Excuse me for a moment," I said, standing up from the conference table and answering the call.

"What do you want!? Make it quick!"

"I need you to come to the PTA meeting tonight," she said, without even saying hello.

"Kyle really wants you there."

"I'm busy, Laura. I have work to do," I replied, my annoyance growing by the second.

"Can't you just text me about this kind of thing!?"

"I tried texting you, William. You never respond," she said, her voice growing more agitated.

"That's because I'm working! I have a job to do!" I snapped.

"I'm paying you more than enough in child support. The least you could do is be respectful of my time."

"Oh, so now you're throwing that in my face?" she said, her voice rising.

"You think money solves everything, don't you? You're such a damn narcissist!"

"I am not a narcissist. I just don't have time for your nonsense!" I said, my temper starting to flare.

"You know what? Screw you, William! Screw you and your stupid job!" she shouted, before hanging up.

I could feel my heart racing as I stood there, phone in hand. Laura had always been a thorn in my side, always trying to make my life difficult. I couldn't stand the thought of having to deal with her again at the PTA meeting.

I took a deep breath and tried to focus on the meeting, but my mind kept wandering back to the argument with her. She was always so difficult to deal with, always causing drama and chaos.

But I couldn't let her get to me. I had to focus on my work, on my clients. That was the only thing that really mattered. She could scream and shout all she wanted, but I wasn't going to let her ruin my day.

I had a long day at the office, and all I wanted to do was go home, have a drink, and relax. But as I pulled up to my house, I could see a mover truck blocking my driveway. I slammed on the brakes and let out a frustrated sigh. It was around 8:00 PM, and the last thing I wanted to deal with was some idiot blocking my driveway.

As soon as I got out of my car, I walked over to the truck, my blood boiling.

"What the hell is going on here?" I shouted at the movers.

"I'm sorry, sir. We had to unload some furniture for the new neighbor, our truck stopped and we arrived late," one of them said, looking apologetic.

"Well, you're blocking my driveway. Move it now!" I said, my voice rising.

"We can't move it right away, sir. We have to finish unloading," he replied.

I could feel my anger rising. This was ridiculous. I had a right to access my own property, and these movers were preventing me from doing that.

I was about to start shouting again when I noticed a note attached to my front door. It was an apology from the new neighbor, Sienna Carter, and an invitation to come talk to her about the blockage.

I crumpled up the note and threw it on the ground. I didn't have time for this. I had a drink waiting for me inside, and I wasn't about to let some new neighbor ruin my evening.

But as I walked inside, I couldn't shake the feeling of annoyance. I needed to do something about this, or it was going to drive me crazy.

I decided to take a walk over to Sienna's house and give her a piece of my mind. I marched down the street, my fists clenched, ready for a fight.

But as I arrived at her house, something changed.

“Good evening!”

She emerged from the doorway, looking absolutely stunning. She had long, blonde hair that flowed down her back, and a tight-fitting dress that showed off her curves. Her makeup was perfect, and she had a sultry smile on her lips.

For a moment, I was caught off guard by her beauty. I had never seen someone so alluring in my life. But then I remembered why I was there. I was angry, and I wasn't going to let some beautiful woman distract me from that.

"What the hell is going on here?" I barked, trying to keep my tone angry.

"I'm sorry, Mr.?—”
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“Attorney, that’s attorney Cooper for you.”

“I see, so sorry about that. The movers got in late because of some tire thing and they parked at the wrong side of the street, unloaded everything before talking to me from embarrassment…” she said, with a contrite expression.

"Well, they're blocking my driveway," I retaliated, trying to maintain my composure.

"I understand. And I wanted to make it up to you—with a sultry smile.

"Can I offer you anything? Would you like to come inside for a drink or dinner?"

I hesitated for a moment, caught off guard by her sudden invitation. But then I remembered that I was still angry. I couldn't let her sweet talk me into forgetting about the mover truck.

"I don't have time for drinks, Ms. Carter," I said, trying to sound stern. "I just want you to move your truck so I can get to my own property."

"Of course, Mr., I mean, Atty. Cooper," she said, with a hint of disappointment in her voice.

"I'm sorry to have inconvenienced you."

I watched as she walked over to the movers and started barking orders at them. Despite my anger, I couldn't help but feel a little bit...distracted. Maybe there was more to Sienna than just her looks. But for now, I had to focus on getting her truck out of my driveway.


Girthy - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, as I walked into the courtroom, I could feel the tension in the air. It was the final day of the trial, and the stakes were high. My client, a large corporation accused of fraud, was sitting next to me, looking nervous.

The prosecutor presented their case, laying out a series of damning evidence against my client. I listened carefully, taking notes and preparing my own rebuttal. I knew this was going to be a tough case, but I was determined to win.

As they finished their opening statements, I stood up and faced the jury.

"Ladies and gentlemen, my client is innocent. The prosecution has presented evidence, yes, but that evidence is circumstantial at best. They are trying to paint my client as guilty without presenting any concrete proof. I urge you to consider the full picture and find my client not guilty."

[image: ]

The prosecutor objected several times during my cross-examination, but I overruled him with ease. I questioned their witnesses aggressively, using their own words against them and exposing inconsistencies in their testimonies.

As the day wore on, the tension in the courtroom grew. The jury was taking notes, the judge was asking pointed questions, and the prosecutor was struggling to keep up with my relentless cross-examination.

Finally, it was time for closing arguments. I stood up and faced the jury once again.

"Ladies and gentlemen, the prosecution has failed to prove their case beyond a reasonable doubt. The burden of proof is on them, and they have not met it. My client is innocent, and I urge you to find him not guilty."

The prosecutor gave his closing argument, but it was no match for my passion and persuasiveness. The jury went into deliberation, and I waited anxiously for their decision.

Hours passed, and finally, the jury came back with a verdict.

"Not guilty." The words echoed in the courtroom, and I felt a rush of relief and triumph.

As I walked out of the courthouse, my client came up to me, tears in his eyes.

"Thank you, Mr. Cooper. You saved my company," he said, shaking my hand.

I smiled, feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment. Another victory in the courtroom, another notch in my belt. I was the best litigator in the city, and I had the wins to prove it.

As I made my way back to my office, my phone rang. It was Jennifer.

"Mr. Cooper, I have another potential client for you. It's a small business owner accused of embezzlement."

I sighed, feeling the weight of my profession. But I knew that's what I was good at, and I couldn't resist the opportunity to win another case.

"I'll take the case," I said.

"Send me the details."

As I sat in my car, scrolling through my phone, a message notification caught my eye. It was a photo of my son Kyle's grades for the semester. I clicked on it and scanned through the list of As and Bs, feeling a sense of disappointment wash over me.

I knew it was ridiculous to be upset over a few Bs, but I couldn't help it. I wanted Kyle to be the best, to excel in everything he did. I had always pushed him to work harder, study longer, be better than everyone else. And yet, here he was, with just a few Bs to his name.

I let out a frustrated sigh and tossed my phone onto the passenger seat. I needed a drink, something to calm my nerves and ease my mind. I turned on the ignition and drove to a nearby bar, one that I knew was usually quiet and empty.

As I walked into the dimly lit room, I could smell the stale scent of alcohol and cigarettes. The air was thick with the sound of chatter and the clinking of glasses. I took a seat at the bar and ordered a whiskey neat.

The bartender poured me a generous serving of amber liquid, and I took a deep sip, relishing the smoky flavor as it burned down my throat. I closed my eyes and let out a sigh of contentment.

The music in the background was a soft murmur, barely audible over the sound of the people around me. But I could feel the beat of the bass vibrating in my chest, a steady rhythm that matched the pulse of my own heart.

I could taste the bitterness of the whiskey on my tongue, mixed with a hint of sweetness that lingered in my mouth. The texture was smooth, sliding down my throat with ease.

My eyes scanned the room, taking in the various patrons sitting at the tables around me. There were a few lone drinkers like myself, lost in their own thoughts and worries.

There were couples whispering intimately to each other, lost in their own world. And there were groups of friends laughing and joking, their joyous voices filling the room.

I took another sip of my drink and let out a deep breath. The stress of the day was beginning to fade away, replaced by a feeling of numbness and detachment. I knew I couldn't stay here forever, but for now, it was enough to simply sit and drink and forget about my problems.

"I thought you had no time for drinks, Mr. Cooper," Sienna said out of nowhere, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

I chuckled, feeling a sense of amusement at her playful teasing.

"Well, I couldn't resist the call of the whiskey," I replied, taking a seat next to her.
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She was dressed in a tight-fitting dress, her long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders in soft waves. Her makeup was expertly done, highlighting her stunning features and making her look even more alluring.

I couldn't help but feel a pang of attraction as I looked at her, admiring her beauty and her confidence. She was unlike any woman I had ever met, and I found myself drawn to her.

"So what brings you here?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

She smiled and shrugged.

"I'm doing hair and makeup for the singer who's performing later. Thought I'd grab a drink while I wait."

I nodded, impressed by her talent and her dedication to her work.

"That's cool. You're really good at what you do based on how you look," I said with a confident wink.

She grinned, her eyes sparkling.

"Thanks, I try my best."

We chatted for a while, talking about our lives and our interests. I’ve learned that she owned a beauty salon in our neighborhood and she has been saving up for it all her life.

As the night wore on, the bar grew more crowded and the music grew louder. Sienna and I moved closer to each other, our bodies almost touching.

I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume, a mix of floral and musk that made my heart race. I could feel the warmth of her body, radiating through her dress and into my own skin.

And as we talked and laughed and flirted, I realized that I was falling for her. Hard.

I knew there was something different about her, something that set her apart from other women I had met. But I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

As the singer took the stage and the crowd erupted into cheers, she leaned in close to me and whispered in my ear.

"Thanks for coming out tonight, Mr. Cooper. I had a really great time,” then exited to the backroom.

“Wait! Don’t go.”

“Don’t come,” she said with a siren gaze. At that very moment, I knew I had to have her. I’d never felt that way for any woman in my life before meeting her—to me, her presence was like an apparition, and having her out of sight only clarified the dissonance and emptiness in my life.

As I was about to leave the bar, I saw Sienna once more, waiting outside with her makeup train case. I approached her and asked why she was waiting on the curb.

"I'm waiting for a cab," she replied, looking a bit nervous.

I paused for a moment, considering my options. Then I made a decision.

"I'll give you a ride," I said, feeling a sudden surge of boldness.

She looked surprised but grateful. "Are you sure? I don't want to be a bother."

"Nonsense," I said, trying to sound cool and confident. "It's no trouble at all. Besides, it'll give us a chance to talk some more."

As we drove towards our homes, the conversation flowed easily between us. We talked about our jobs and families. I told her I was divorced and had one kid and she told me that she cut all family ties and she was single with no children. I couldn't help but feel drawn to her, captivated by her beauty and her charm.

When we reached her house, I parked the car and turned to face her. For a moment, we just sat there in silence, the tension between us palpable.

I leaned in closer, feeling the warmth of her breath on my face. I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume, mingling with the smell of the leather seats in my car.

And then, just as I was about to kiss her, she pulled away and got out of the car.

"I'm sorry," she said, looking flustered.

"I have an early day tomorrow. Thank you for the ride."

And with that, she disappeared into her house, leaving me feeling frustrated and confused.

As I drove home, I couldn't stop thinking about her. The way she looked in her tight-fitting dress, the sound of her laughter, the way her eyes sparkled when she talked about her passions.

I knew that I was falling for her, hard and fast. And I couldn't wait to see her again, to feel the electricity between us once more.


Girthy - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I was fuming as I waited for Laura to show up with Kyle. She was always late, and it drove me crazy. Finally, her car screeched into the driveway, and she rushed out, apologizing for being late. I didn't buy it for a second.

"You're always late, Laura," I spat.

"You don't give a damn about anyone's time but your own."

She rolled her eyes.

"Oh, spare me the lecture, William," she said.

"I don't need this from you."
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I clenched my fists.

"You don't need it? You're the one who's never there for our son! Instead of saving up for his future, you’d rather spend our money on your stupid handbags to impress your silicone-infested friends!"

She crossed her arms.

"Excuse me? I'm the one who has him during the week, who takes him to school and helps him with his homework."

I scoffed.

"And then you dump him on me on the weekends, so you can go out and have fun."

Her eyes narrowed.

"I have a life, William. You should try getting one of your own."

I was seething now.

"I have a life, Laura. I have a job, and I have a son and a bitch of an ex-wife who takes more than what she deserves!"

“And I have a narcissistic, possessive, and dense ex-husband who’s a dog and thinks that money could solve everything!”

Suddenly, I heard a noise ahead of me. I turned to see Sienna standing across the street, a bag of trash in her hand. She looked shocked and uncomfortable, as if she had stumbled upon something she wasn't meant to see.

I could feel my face turning red with embarrassment. I didn't want her to see me like this, angry and bitter.

But at the same time, I couldn't let Laura get away with her gold-digging behavior.

"You know what, Laura? Just go, enjoy shopping and meeting your biker boyfriend," I said.

"I don't want to deal with you right now."

She huffed and stormed off, leaving me alone on the curb with Kyle. As we walked towards my house, I could feel the tension between us. He didn't say hello to me and didn't acknowledge my presence at all.

And as I walked inside, I couldn't help but feel ashamed of myself. I had let Laura get under my skin, and I had done it in front of a woman I was starting to care about.

I sat down with Kyle at the kitchen table, my heart pounding in my chest. I had just received his report card, and I was disappointed to see that he had gotten a few Bs.
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"Kyle, can you explain these grades to me?" I asked softly, trying to keep the frustration out of my voice.

He looked up at me with a sarcastic smirk on his face.

"Oh, I'm sorry, Dad," he said.

"I guess not everyone can be as smart as you are."

I gritted my teeth, feeling my anger rising.

"That's not what I meant, Kyle," I said through clenched teeth.

"I just want to know why you're not doing better in school."

He shrugged.

"I don't know. Maybe I'm just not as good as you want me to be."

I felt a wave of guilt wash over me. Was I putting too much pressure on him? Was I expecting too much?

"No, Kyle," I said firmly.

"That's not it. I just want you to do your best, that's all."

He rolled his eyes.

"Sure, Dad," he said, his tone dripping with sarcasm as he continued fiddling with his phone.

Suddenly, I felt a surge of anger.

"Don't talk to me like that, Kyle!" I said sharply.

"I'm your father, and I deserve your respect!"

He stood up from the table, pushing his chair back with a loud screech.

"Whatever, Dad," he said.

"I'm going to my room."

I watched as he stormed off down the hall, feeling a mix of anger and sadness. Why was he being so difficult?

I decided to follow him, to try and talk things out. But as soon as I entered his room, I could feel the tension between us.

"What's your problem?" I asked, trying to keep my voice even.

He shrugged.

"I don't have a problem," he said.

"I just don't see why you care so much about my grades."

I felt my frustration growing.

"Because I want you to succeed," I said.

"I want you to have every opportunity in life."

He scoffed.

"Yeah, right," he said.

"You just want me to be a mini version of you."

I felt a pang of guilt. Was that true? Was I living vicariously through my son?

"I don't want you to be a mini version of me," I said softly.

"I just want you to be the best version of yourself."

He looked away, his expression unreadable.

“Just forget it!” he said before closing the door on me. As I left his room, I couldn't help but feel my heart leap out of my chest. I wanted to chastise him for the way he communicated with me. I was the best litigator in the city but when it came to my son, I could barely get my point across.

Shortly after, I sat on my porch, feeling the weight of disappointment settling in my stomach like a rock. It was thirty minutes after ten, and the sun was beginning to scald my skin as it casted a warm golden glow over everything.

I took a sip of my coffee, feeling its bitterness wash over my tongue. It was strong, just the way I liked it. But even the caffeine couldn't shake the feeling of frustration that had settled in my chest.

Just then, I heard the sound of footsteps approaching, and I looked up to see Sienna walking towards me.

She was wearing a cozy sweatshirt and jeans, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun. In her hands, she held a bag of bread and a thermos of coffee.

"Mind if I join you?" she asked, smiling.

I felt a smile tug at the corners of my mouth.

"Not at all," I said, gesturing for her to take a seat.

She settled down next to me, setting the bag of bread and the thermos of coffee on the table between us.

"I thought you had an early day today," I said, raising an eyebrow. She shrugged.

"The client cancelled," she said.

"So I figured I'd come over and share some breakfast with you."

I couldn't help but feel grateful for her presence. She had a way of brightening up even the darkest of my moods.
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“That smells really good,” I commented after taking a whiff of her drink.

“Moroccan coffee, have some,” she insisted.

We sat there in silence for a few minutes, sipping our coffee and munching on the bread. But eventually, the conversation turned to my ex-wife.

“This is really good, thanks,” I said as I enjoyed her generosity.

“Focaccia, it’s my favorite breakfast.”

I told Sienna about how Laura had once again taken Kyle late for the weekends as I had custody of him during those days. My frustration boiled over as I spoke with my words that could cut like a knife.

She listened patiently as I ranted, nodding along and offering her own insights. She had a way of seeing things from a different perspective, and I appreciated her input.

"You know, William," she said finally.

"I couldn't help but notice how sharp your words were with her. Maybe she's just trying to do what's best for Kyle."

I felt a pang of guilt wash over me. She was right, of course. I had been too quick to judge her intentions but then, I knew Laura more than she did and if only she had witnessed how my ex would throw lavish parties every week and spend my money on $20,000 handbags, she would feel the same.

She even got the house and I was forced to move to a neighborhood that didn’t exactly scream that I was the top litigator in the city.

"I know," I said, sighing heavily.

"I just wish she would respect my time with Kyle."

She smiled sympathetically.

"I understand," she said.

"But maybe the best thing you can do is just focus on your time with him, and make the most of it."

And just like that, she replaced her earlier opinion with a more valid suggestion. I felt a warmth spread through me at her words. She had a way of making everything seem so simple, so easy.

But then again, I couldn’t lose a case, even this one.

"But you do know that as a lawyer, it's my job to be sharp with my words."

We laughed about it and chatted some more before she finished her coffee. As she got up to leave, I asked if she was busy for the day.

"I have work at the salon," she replied.

I hesitated for a moment, then blurted out, "Would you like to join me and my son for lunch at a Japanese restaurant nearby? And then maybe we can all get our haircuts at your salon."

"I don't think that's a good idea," she said.

"Your son might find it inappropriate."

I felt embarrassed for even suggesting it, but then she added, "But I'd be happy to offer you both a free haircut at my salon."

I thanked her and watched her walk away, feeling disappointed that I couldn't spend more time with her. But maybe it was for the best—I didn't want to make things awkward between us.


Girthy - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

MOMENTS LATER, we were finally at the Kyoto Flavorz restaurant. Seeing the food arrive, I immediately took a bite of the fresh sushi roll and savored the taste of the delicate fish combined with the tangy flavor of the soy sauce.

The Japanese restaurant was one of my favorite places to eat in the neighborhood, and I couldn't help but enjoy the serene atmosphere as we ate our meal. The soft lighting, the traditional decorations, and the welcoming staff added to the overall ambiance of the place.

As I was relishing in the moment, I noticed Kyle's demeanor soften. He looked up at me and cleared his throat, a sign that he was about to ask me for something.
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"Dad," he said, hesitantly.

"Can I ask you a favor?"

I braced myself, knowing that he usually asked for something big whenever he used that tone.

"Sure, what is it?" I asked, trying to keep my tone casual.

"Well, I wanted to buy some in-game items for my favorite game," he said, fidgeting with his chopsticks.

"It's $100 for a card, and I was wondering if you could buy it for me."

I was taken aback by the amount he was asking for, but I tried not to show it.

"What kind of in-game items are worth $100?" I asked, genuinely curious.

Kyle explained the details of the game and how the items would help him progress faster. I listened intently but couldn't help but feel frustrated at how much these digital products cost.

"Back in my day, $100 could buy you a whole computer," I grumbled.

He looked down, crestfallen. I realized I had been too harsh with my words and immediately regretted it. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath.

"Look, Kyle, I'm sorry. It's just hard for me to understand how something digital could cost so much. But if it means that much to you, I'll get you the card," I said, hoping to repair our relationship.

Kyle's face lit up with a smile, and he thanked me profusely. We finished our meal, and I paid the bill, feeling a mix of contentment and frustration at the same time. The restaurant had served its purpose, but the thought of spending $100 on a digital product still bothered me.

As we left the restaurant and headed to Sienna's salon, I couldn't help but wonder if I was being too stingy or if I was right in questioning the value of digital products.

The thought stayed with me as we arrived at the salon. The place was busy with people coming and going, and the sound of scissors and blow dryers filled the air.

Sienna greeted us with a big smile, and Kyle immediately blushed at the compliment she gave him.

"Wow, you're so handsome!" she said, making him smile even wider.

I introduced Sienna to Kyle, and they exchanged pleasantries. Then Sienna took us over to meet her employees.
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"Latrice, Juju, this is William and his son Kyle," she said, introducing us.

"They're new in the neighborhood."

Latrice and Juju both greeted us warmly, and I couldn't help but notice that they were both transgender women. It didn't bother me, of course, but I knew some people could be judgmental.

As Sienna started working on my hair, I leaned in and asked her quietly, "Hey, do you know how to buy an Apple card?"

She looked at me curiously.

"Why do you ask?"

"Well, Kyle wants to buy some in-game items, and he needs an Apple card to do it," I explained.

She thought for a moment.

"You can buy them online and get the details emailed to you," she said.

"It's pretty easy, actually."

I nodded, grateful for the information.

"Thanks, Sienna. I appreciate it."

As she worked on my hair, I couldn't help but notice the atmosphere in the salon. It was friendly and welcoming, and everyone seemed to be having a good time. It was a far cry from the stiff, formal world of the courtroom.

"So, what made you want to open a salon?" I asked Sienna, making conversation.

She smiled. "I've always loved doing hair and makeup. It's a passion of mine, and I wanted to create a space where people could come and feel beautiful and confident."

I nodded, impressed.

"It seems like you've created a great space here. And your employees seem happy, too."

She beamed.

"Yeah, they're like family to me. We look out for each other."

Moments later, I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled, running my hand through my freshly cut hair.

"Looks great, doesn't it?" I said to Kyle, who was standing next to me.

"Yeah, I really like it," he replied, nodding his head in agreement.

Sienna and her team had done an excellent job on our haircuts. Kyle's hair was neat and stylish, while mine was sleek and professional. I was impressed with how skilled the hairstylists were, and it was clear that they had a passion for their craft.

"Thank you so much, Sienna. You and your team did an amazing job," I said, turning to her.

"It was our pleasure, William. You both look fantastic," she replied with a smile.

“How much is it?”

“Don’t worry, it’s on the house. Consider it as an apology for blocking your driveway,” she said.

“Nah, I can’t do that. If you don’t let me pay now, I won’t come here next time.”

And just like that, she folded. I paid for our haircuts and left a generous tip, feeling grateful for the great service we received. As we walked out of the salon, I put my arm around Kyle's shoulder and said, "I'm really proud of you, buddy. You did great in there."

"What do you mean?” he asked, beaming with confusion.

“Nothing,” I said before shaking my head with a heady smile.

We walked out of the salon and into the warm afternoon sun. I felt a sense of contentment as I looked at my son, who was growing up so quickly. I knew that he was going to be just fine.

"Well, what do you say we grab some ice cream?" I asked, turning to Kyle.

"Sure!" he replied with a grin.

We walked down the street and found a cozy little ice cream store that served all kinds of flavors. As we sat down at the table, I couldn't help but feel grateful for this moment with my son.

"So, how was school this week?" I asked—tasting my vanilla cone.

"It was good. We had a math test on Wednesday, and I got an A," he said, looking pleased with himself.

"That's great, Kyle! I'm so proud of you," I replied, smiling.

We talked about everything from Kyle's favorite video games to his plans for the weekend. As we finished our meal, I leaned back in my chair and sighed contentedly.

"That was delicious. Thanks for coming with me, Kyle."

"Anytime, Dad," he replied, grinning.

We walked back to the car, and I handed Kyle my phone—showing him the details of the card.

"Here, I got you something," I said, watching as he eagerly widened his eyes in surprise and delight.

"Wow, thanks, Dad! This is so cool!" he exclaimed, hugging me tightly.

"You're welcome, son. I just want you to know how much I love you," I replied, feeling emotional.

As we got into the car and drove away, I couldn't help but feel grateful for this moment with my son. It was a reminder of how much he meant to me and how lucky I was to have him. He’s the only and best thing that ever came to fruition from my failed marriage.

I lay in my bed, tossing and turning, my mind consumed by thoughts of Sienna. Her blonde hair, those sparkling blue eyes, and those full lips that I couldn't stop imagining kissing. I was completely infatuated with her, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I needed to ask her out on a date.

I tried to distract myself by scrolling through my phone, but every time I unlocked it, her image popped up in my mind, making it impossible to focus on anything else.

I knew I had to make a move, but I couldn't shake off the nerves that had been creeping up on me since the moment I met her.

After an hour of tossing and turning, I finally mustered up the courage to grab my phone and send her a text message. My heart raced as I typed out the words, my fingers trembling slightly as I hit send.

"Hey Sienna, I was wondering if you would like to go out to dinner with me on Monday night?"

I stared at the screen, waiting anxiously for her reply. Every second felt like an eternity, and I couldn't help but feel like a teenage boy with a crush. But finally, my phone buzzed with a response.

"Hey, William! I would love to!”

I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding and felt a wave of relief wash over me.

"Great! Can't wait to see you," I quickly replied.

As I put my phone down and finally closed my eyes, I couldn't help but replay the moment in my head, imagining all the possibilities of what our first date could be like. But as much as I tried to think about something else, my mind kept wandering back to her.

The hours leading up to our date were filled with a mix of excitement and anxiety. I couldn't stop thinking about her, and the anticipation of finally seeing her outside of work was almost too much to handle.

When Monday finally arrived, I spent the whole day getting ready, making sure everything was perfect for our date. As the evening approached, I found myself pacing around my apartment, checking the time every five minutes.

When it was finally time to leave, I made my way to the restaurant where we had agreed to meet. My heart was pounding as I walked inside and scanned the room for her.

And then I saw her, sitting at a table by the window, her blonde hair shining in the light. She looked even more beautiful than I remembered, and my heart skipped a beat as I made my way over to her.
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"Hi," I said nervously, trying to keep my cool. "You look amazing."

She smiled back at me, and I felt a rush of warmth flood through me.

"Thank you, you look pretty handsome yourself," she replied.

As we sat down and started to chat, I couldn't help but feel like everything was falling into place. The conversation flowed easily between us, and I found myself laughing and smiling more than I had in a long time.

As the night went on, I felt my nerves starting to ease up, and I realized that I was having the time of my life with her. It felt like we had known each other for years, and I couldn't help but feel like I had found someone truly special.

As the night started to wind down, I knew I had to make my move. I took a deep breath and looked her in the eyes.

"Sienna, I just wanted to say that I've had an amazing time tonight. And I was wondering if you'd like to go out with me again sometime?"

She smiled back at me, and I felt a surge of hope.

"I would love that, William," she said back with a warm breath.

I was so elated when we finally got to our street to commence our kisses. I felt her lips on mine once again and my heart raced with excitement. The warmth of her breath and the softness of her lips sent shivers down my spine. We pulled away, our eyes locked in a loving gaze, and I felt a rush of emotions I couldn't quite describe.

"I can't get enough of you," I said, running my fingers through her blonde hair.

She smiled and kissed me again, her hands running over my shoulders and down my back. I could feel her passion and desire for me, and it only made me want her more.

Without thinking things through, she took my hand and led me out of the car and up to her front door. We didn't say anything, but I could feel the tension building between us.

As soon as we stepped inside, she turned to me and pulled me into another kiss. This time, the intensity was palpable, and I couldn't help but let out a low moan of pleasure.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Me too," I replied, feeling my desire for her growing with every passing moment.

She led me to her living room, where we sat down on her plush couch. The room was dimly lit, with the soft glow of candles flickering on the coffee table. The air was thick with the scent of lavender and vanilla, and I felt myself becoming lost in the moment.

She then leaned in and kissed me again, her lips moving passionately against mine. I could feel the heat rising in my body, and I knew I wanted her more than anything.

"I can't believe we're doing this," she said, pulling away slightly.

"I know," I replied, my voice hoarse with desire.

"But I don't want to stop," she added, her hands moving to my shirt and pulling it off.

I could feel her breath on my neck as she kissed her way down to my chest. The sensation was electric, and I couldn't help but let out a gasp of pleasure.

As she continued to explore my body, I felt myself losing control. I wanted her more than anything, and I knew that I couldn't hold back any longer.

"I need you," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

She looked up at me, her eyes full of love and desire. She leaned in and kissed me again, then stood up and took my hand.

"Come with me," she said, leading me to her bedroom.

The room was warm and inviting, with soft blankets and pillows strewn across the bed. The candles cast a warm glow over the room, and I felt myself becoming lost in the moment once again.

She pulled me onto the bed, her body pressing against mine as we kissed passionately. I could feel her hands moving over my body, sending waves of pleasure through me.

"I want you," I said, pulling away slightly.

She looked at me, her eyes full of love and lust.

"I want you too," she replied, pulling me back into another kiss.

We continued to explore each other's bodies, lost in a world of passion and desire. I could feel my heart racing with excitement, and I knew that I wanted this moment to last forever.

Softly, I inserted my hands under her dress and started cupping her huge breasts.

"Mmm, that feels nice," she said as she painted my neck with wet kisses.

Feeling her hard nipples only made my cock twitch in a myriad of directions inside my briefs. Feeling satisfied with groping her boobs, I moved on to her belly and eventually planned on reaching her panties.

"Not yet," she said, before guiding my hand to her ass, the softest and biggest thing I've ever squeezed in my life.

"Mmm, you're so hot," I said then she rewarded me by rubbing my throbbing dick.

At that very moment, I wanted to know how wet she was for me. Without thinking things through, I tried to get my hand inside her panties again but with feminine vigor, she pushed my hand away.

"No!"

"What's wrong, I asked?"
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"S-sorry... I haven't been completely honest with you."

She pulled away, wiping her mouth and fixing her disheveled hair.

"I'm a transgender woman..." she explained.

Mixed emotions coursed through my body. I wasn't gay, I'd never dreamed of having gay sex, and while I respected people for their choices, I wasn't sure I could get myself sexually involved with people like them.

But at that very moment, one emotion stood out, both literally and figuratively, and it was the one that made my dick hard. I was balls-deep in euphoria for her. She was the most beautiful woman I've ever kissed.

"I don't care!" I said before kissing her aggressively to blow all of my reluctant feelings away. I promptly undid her bra, freeing her big and soft boobs. I could tell anyone firsthand that they were the softest breasts I've ever touched.
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I spent a few seconds looking at her beautiful breasts before I put them in my hands and started caressing her nipples. She just caught me admiring her boobs before she started doing the same with my cock.

After admiring each other's bodies for a while, we started kissing once more, only this time I was in the position to explore her body with my eager hands.

I rubbed her belly, she grabbed my shaft, and with time she guided my hand inside her panties. I felt like I was on a game show, trying to know what was inside the box, then there it was, her hard, extra-girthy penis, throbbing and begging to be held.

I'd never touched a girl's dick before and my curiosity got the better of me. I could barely wrap my hand around it as it was really thick. Trying to circle it with my fingers, I started stroking it up and down. It was then that I noticed that the harder she got was also how hard my dick was getting, which only furthered my desire for her.

"Mmm, that feels so good," she moaned as she rubbed the tip of my penis.

I took a minute to admire her long, girthy, and hard cock and then without thinking, I moved down and kissed the thick base of it.

"Is that all for me?" I said as I licked her balls and tasted her precum.

"Mmm, yes... it's all for you, baby," she replied.

Her words were like music to my ears. I was in heaven, admiring and tasting her cock while she held my head, forcing me to suck on the tip of her cock, making it harden even more in my mouth.

"Mmm, that feels so good," she moaned again.

I felt the desire to explore that weirdly enticing gap between her huge balls and her shaft. So I got on my knees, lubricated her asshole with my saliva, and started fingering it. She seemed to enjoy that tremendously and started pulling my hair.

"Mmm, do you want to fuck me?" she asked.

"Yes, I want to fuck you so bad," I replied while my dick was throbbing in her hand.

"You'd have to suck me first," she shyly said.

I didn't know what I was about to do but I removed my hand from her asshole, wiped my finger in my mouth, and then grabbed her long, fat, and hard cock. Still not knowing what to do, I started licking her cock from the base to the tip, cleaning all of her pre-cum.

"Mmm, that's so good," she moaned.

Hearing her elation challenged me to do a better job. Having a view of her pretty face and huge breasts truly encouraged me to explore something new without feeling like I was compromising my heterosexuality. With that, I opened my mouth wide and started taking her extra-fat meat.

"Mmm, oh my fucking god!" she said while I inserted her cock into my mouth.

It was so thick and long. I had no problems taking its full length but I still knew that I was nowhere near the base of it. Shocked at how hard she was, I moved my head up and down on her length before getting her cock to the back of my throat.

"Mmm, so good," she said with a feeling of euphoria.

I could tell that she loved my mouth and wanted to keep it there. I was able to reach the base of her cock but her hand guided my head forward, forcing her to fuck my face.

"Mmm, oh my god, yes!"

“You like dicks, don’t you!?”

She talked dirty to me and it turned me on even more. She held my head like she was mounting a horse and started fucking my mouth. I could tell that she was really close to shooting her load and I didn't want to miss any of her sweet pre-cum.

"Oh shit, I'm going to cum!" she moaned, telling me to get ready.

She didn't have to tell me. Even with her cock in my mouth, I could tell that she was about to release her load. As soon as the first shot of cum hit the back of my throat, I started swallowing her delicious cum.

Shocked at how much she had, I continued swallowing her cum as fast as I could. There was so much juice that I could feel it all over my face, dripping down. And still, I couldn't believe how much she had, it seemed to not end.

"How do you like it?" she asked as she put her cock away.

"Sweet, so sweet..." I said, still catching my breath.

"I'm glad that I got you to enjoy this," she said, giving me one last kiss."

"Now, it's your turn to cum."

With the taste of her jizz still fresh in my throat, she started licking my feet, then my legs, up to my thighs, before ending at my groin. As I sat on the edge of her bed, feeling ticklish from her tongue flicks, my hands behind my head, I had a feeling that she would be an expert cocksucker based on how full her lips were.

"Mmm, I love your cock... everything about it," she said before kissing the tip of my dick.

She then started kissing my balls, sucking them and licking them before taking her time with my shaft. She licked my shaft from the base to the tip and then repeated it a few more times.

"How will you feel if I do this?" she said as she started slowly taking my large dick in her mouth.

I smiled at her and could only reply with a moan. It felt amazing.

She continued to take my big cock in and out of her mouth, letting it pass through her lips and down her throat, exploring my shaft with her wet tongue.

"Mmm, you're so huge!" she said with her mouth full.

She was so enthusiastic that it made me feel even more aroused. She licked my shaft for a couple more minutes until I felt like I was about to explode.

“Ah! Sienna, you’re so good!”

“Mmm, mmm, suck my cock!”

As she sucked my dick, she couldn’t help but shake her head and close her eyes like she was going through a trance.

"I'm so close to cumming," I said, looking down at her to confirm.

She looked up at me as she stood up, took me in her arms, and kissed me hard.

"Do it for me, cum for me," she said.

I followed her lead and let myself do what she wanted. Before I knew it, I started cumming all over her face.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cu—."

"Mmm, that's so good," she said.

I was surprised to see how much I shot at her and all over her face. There was probably enough cum to keep her fed for the rest of her life.

“Whew! That’s crazy!” I yelled.

“Wanna do it again?” she jested before we collapsed on her bed and spooned each other.


Girthy - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS I WALKED INTO MY OFFICE, I felt a smile tugging at the corners of my lips. It was an unusual feeling, given the stress and demands of my job, but I couldn't help it. Last night had been amazing, and I was still basking in the glow of my time with Sienna.

Jennifer was taken aback by my cheerful greeting.

"Good morning, Mr. Cooper," she said with a hint of surprise in her voice.
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"Good morning, Jennifer!" I replied, my smile growing wider.

"How are you today?"

She raised an eyebrow, clearly thrown off by my uncharacteristically friendly demeanor.

"I'm fine, thanks," she said, still looking a bit confused.

I chuckled to myself, knowing that Jennifer wasn't used to seeing me in such a good mood.

"Well, let's get to work," I said, still smiling.

As I settled in at my desk, I couldn't help but think about Sienna. Her smile, her laugh, the way she looked at me...it was all still fresh in my mind. I felt grateful for the time we had spent together, and I couldn't wait to see her again.

My phone rang, interrupting my thoughts. It was Laura, reminding me that Kyle needed me for a Father's Day event at his school. Normally, I would have been annoyed by the interruption, but today I felt a sense of warmth towards her.

"Thanks for letting me know, Laura," I said, surprised at how polite and even grateful I sounded.

She paused for a moment, clearly taken aback by my tone.

"Uh, you're welcome," she said, sounding slightly confused.

I hung up the phone and smiled to myself. It was amazing how a single night with Sienna had turned my outlook around. I felt happier, more relaxed, and even kinder towards others. It was a feeling I hoped would last.

As the day wore on, I found myself humming under my breath and joking around with my colleagues. They were all surprised by my sudden change in attitude, but I couldn't help it. I was in a great mood, and nothing could bring me down.

When the workday was over, I practically skipped out of the office and headed straight for Sienna's salon. I couldn't wait to see her again and tell her how much I had enjoyed our time together. I arrived at Sienna’s salon, eager to see her again.

As soon as I walked in, I was greeted by her cheerful colleagues, who were all busy with their respective clients. Latrice, who was doing a pedicure, was the first to notice me.

"Good afternoon, sir! How may we assist you?" she asked with a smile.

"Hey, I'm just here to see Sienna," I replied, trying not to seem too eager.

"Ah, the lucky man!" Juju, who was doing someone's hair, chimed in.

"Sienna's been glowing ever since she met you."

I couldn't help but smile at their words. It was clear that Sienna had spoken about me to her colleagues, and the thought made me feel warm inside.

"She's in the back doing someone's hair right now, but I'll let her know you're here," Latrice said before disappearing into the back room.

A few moments later, Sienna came out of the back room, a wide smile spreading across her face as soon as she saw me.

"William! I didn't expect to see you here," she said, walking over to me and giving me a quick hug.

"I just wanted to drop by and say hi," I said, returning her hug.

"Plus, I wanted to see you in action."

"Well, let me show you around then," she said, taking my hand and leading me through the salon.

As we walked, Sienna's colleagues couldn't help but tease her about our relationship.

"Ooh, Sienna's got herself a man!" Latrice said with a grin.

"You're so lucky, girl," Juju added.

"I've been single for months now."

Sienna blushed at their words, but I could tell she was secretly enjoying the attention.

"They're just teasing me," she whispered to me, squeezing my hand.

"I don't blame them," I replied, smiling at her.

As she finished up with her client, she turned to me and asked,

"Would you like to grab a drink or something?"

"I'd love to," I replied, feeling my heart race at the prospect of spending more time with her.

"Great! Let me just finish up here and we'll head out," she said, flashing me a smile.

While Sienna finished up, her colleagues couldn't help but comment on our chemistry.

"Girl, you two are giving me major rom-com vibes," Latrice said with a laugh.

"I know, right?" Juju added.

"It's like you two were made for each other."

Sienna blushed again, but this time I could tell it was from happiness.

Once she finished up, we said goodbye to her colleagues and headed out to a nearby café. As we sipped on our coffee, we talked about everything from our childhoods to our favorite TV shows.

Moments later, I couldn't help but feel a tinge of sadness that our time together was coming to an end. Sienna looked stunning as always, and her beauty only seemed to grow with each passing moment.

Her smile, her laugh, her warmth - everything about her was just so captivating. It was hard to imagine how I had ever lived without her in my life.

"I'm sorry, Sienna," I said, feeling guilty for having to leave so soon.

"I really wish I could stay longer, but I have an early day tomorrow."

Her face softened, and she placed her hand over mine.

"I understand, William. You have a son to take care of, and that's important. We'll see each other again soon, I promise."

I leaned in and gave her a soft kiss on the lips.

"I'll hold you to that," I whispered, feeling the warmth of her body against mine.

As I got up to leave, she walked me to the door.

"Take care, William. And give Kyle my regards," she said, her eyes shining with affection.

"I will," I promised, feeling a sense of gratitude for the wonderful woman standing before me.

"Goodnight, Sienna."

"Goodnight, William," she replied, giving me one last smile before closing the door.

As I walked back to my car, I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing. I wanted to stay with her, to hold her in my arms and never let go.

When I got back to my house, I went straight to bed, eager to get some rest before the early morning ahead. But as I closed my eyes, all I could think about was Sienna. Her blonde hair, her sparkling blue eyes, her soft lips—everything about her was just so perfect. I couldn't wait to see her again.

The next morning, I woke up feeling refreshed and ready for the day ahead. I had made a promise to Kyle, and I intended to keep it.

As I drove to his school, my mind wandered back to the night Sienna and I made love. The way she had looked at me, the way she had smiled and laughed, the way she kissed me, the way she smelled, the way her skin felt against mine, the heavy feeling of her cock in my mouth—it was all so perfect. I wanted more of that, but I had to abandon thoughts about her as I couldn’t have a honking erection at Kyle’s school.

As I walked into Kyle's home economics classroom, I could see the excitement in his eyes as he ran up to me and said, "Dad, you made it! I knew you would."
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It was the Father's Day Olympics at school, and I wouldn't have missed it for the world.

The school grounds were transformed into a mini-Olympic stadium, with various stations set up for the different events. I could see other dads and their kids warming up and preparing themselves for the games.

The atmosphere was filled with excitement, and I could feel my own heart beating faster with anticipation.

The first event was the egg and spoon race, and Kyle and I were paired up for it. I watched as he balanced the egg on the spoon and took off running towards the finish line.

I ran alongside him, cheering him on and making sure he didn't drop the egg. We crossed the finish line together, and the look of joy on Kyle's face was priceless.

The next event was a three-legged race, and Kyle and I were paired up again. We tied our legs together and started hopping towards the finish line, laughing as we struggled to maintain our balance.

We fell a couple of times, but we kept getting up and pushing forward. When we finally crossed the finish line, we were both out of breath, but we high-fived each other in celebration.

The third event was a relay race, and Kyle and I were part of a team with two other dads and their kids. We had to run around the classroom and tag the next person on our team to continue the race.

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I waited for my turn. When he finally tagged me, I took off running as fast as I could, passing the baton to the next dad on our team. We all cheered each other on as we crossed the finish line, coming in first place.

The final event was a tug-of-war, and all the dads and kids were split into two teams. I could feel the tension in the air as we all grabbed onto the rope and started pulling with all our might.

I could see Kyle and the other kids on our team giving it their all, and I knew I had to do the same. We pulled and pulled, and finally, our team emerged victorious.

As the games came to a close, all the dads and kids gathered together for a group photo. I looked around and saw the pride and joy on everyone's faces, and I knew that this was a day that we would all remember for a long time.

As he and I walked back to our car to drop him off at his mom’s house, well, my old house, I could see the excitement still coursing through his veins.

"Dad, we won! Can we do this again next year?" he asked, beaming up at me. I smiled and ruffled his hair, feeling a sense of pride and happiness wash over me.

"Yes, Kyle, we can do this again next year," I said, realizing that this was the start of a new tradition for us. A day where we could bond over sports and competition, and make memories that we would cherish for a lifetime.

As I rushed towards Sienna's salon, my heart was pounding with fear and anger. I could see a group of people with placards standing outside the salon, chanting slogans against transgender people.

My mind immediately raced to her safety. As I got closer, I saw that the situation was much worse than I had anticipated.

Sienna, Juju and Latrice, were standing in front of the salon, trying to shield themselves from the verbal abuse being hurled at them. The protesters were yelling derogatory remarks, calling them abominations and demanding that they leave the neighborhood. My blood boiled as I saw the fear and distress on their faces.

Without thinking, I marched towards the group, my head held high and my voice booming.

"What the hell is going on here?" I shouted, my eyes darting around the group of protesters.

"Who are you people to come here and spew your hate and bigotry? You should be ashamed of yourselves!"

The protesters seemed taken aback by my sudden arrival and my stern words. Some of them tried to explain their stance, but I cut them off.

"I don't want to hear your excuses," I said firmly.

"This is a hate crime and I won't stand for it. They have every right to be here and run their business, and no one has the right to harass them."

They looked at me with a mix of fear and gratitude, and I knew I had to act quickly to diffuse the situation.

"I am a lawyer," I said, my voice dripping with confidence. "And I can tell you right now that what you're doing is illegal. You are violating their civil rights and I won't hesitate to take legal action against you."

The protesters started to disperse, muttering under their breaths and shooting me angry glares. Sienna and her colleagues looked visibly relieved as I approached them, my heart still racing with anger and adrenaline.

"Are you all okay?" I asked, my tone softening as I turned to face them.
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"Did anyone hurt you?"

Sienna shook her head, tears welling up in her eyes.

"Thank you so much for coming, William," she said, her voice trembling.

"I didn't know what to do."

I put my arm around her, feeling a wave of protectiveness wash over me.

"You don't have to worry anymore," I said reassuringly.

"I won't let anyone hurt you."

As we walked into the salon, Sienna's colleagues thanked me profusely for my help. I could see the fear and trauma in their eyes, and I knew that this was just the beginning of a long battle. But I was determined to stand by their side and fight for their rights.

As she and I sat down in her office, I couldn't help but feel a mix of anger and sadness.

"I can't believe people can be so ignorant and hateful," I said, my voice trembling with emotion.

"It's disgusting."

She nodded, her eyes glistening with tears.

"It's been happening more and more lately," she said softly.

"I don't know what to do."

I took her hand in mine, feeling a sudden rush of affection towards her.

"We'll figure it out," I said firmly.

"We'll fight this together. You're not alone."

She smiled weakly, her eyes filled with gratitude.

"Thank you, William," she said softly.

"I don't know what I'd do without you."

Moments later as they tried to recover from the incident, I could still see the fear in her eyes, despite her attempt at a reassuring smile.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my tone full of concern.

“I’m fine, just a little shaken up,” she replied, trying to downplay the situation.

“Look, if you’re scared, I can stay with you tonight,” I offered, hoping to ease her worries.

She hesitated for a moment, but then gratefully accepted my offer. Later that night, as we walked into her cozy apartment, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of protectiveness over her.

After settling in, she excitedly announced that she would be cooking dinner for us. As she bustled around the kitchen, chopping vegetables and seasoning the chicken, I couldn’t help but admire her culinary skills.

The smell of the food wafted through the air, making my mouth water in anticipation.

As we sat down to eat, Sienna’s cooking did not disappoint. The chicken was perfectly seasoned and tender, and the vegetables were cooked to perfection. We savored each bite, enjoying the meal and each other’s company.

“This is amazing,” I said between bites.

“You really know how to cook.”

She beamed with pride, clearly happy that I enjoyed her cooking. We continued to talk and laugh throughout the meal, enjoying the intimacy of the moment.

As we finished up, I offered to help with the dishes, but she waved me off, insisting that she could handle it. Instead, we retired to the couch, where we snuggled up and watched a movie.

As we lay there, I couldn’t help but feel content and at ease. Her presence had a calming effect on me, and I was grateful to be able to spend this time with her.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said, snuggling closer to me.

“I’m glad too,” I replied, feeling my heart swell with emotion.

She started kissing my lips, trailing my neck—sending shivers down my spine. At that moment, her presence turned from calming to energizing.

As we cuddled and made out, I could feel her cock rubbing against my thighs.
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"I'm so hard, baby," she said as she rubbed my dick which was already hard from the very moment our lips met.

"I don't want to wait much longer," I said as I pushed her down on the bed.

"I have to have you right now!"

I ripped off her dress and threw it on the floor.

"That's expensive!" she retaliated.

"I'll buy you a new one," I smugly said before kissing her again.

I sucked on her nipples before slowly moving down to her abdomen. Licking her navel before trailing a line with my tongue straight to her cock. As I slowly sucked her cock deep into my mouth, I could feel her penis getting fatter and fatter.

"Fuck!" she screamed as she pushed my head hard against her crotch.

I could feel her cock swell even more as she prepared to cum.

“Ah! William! Keep doing that, keep doing that!”

“Mmm, mmm!” I groaned in delight and the sweet taste of her semen.

"Goddammit, I'm cumming!" she screamed.

Her cock grew even bigger in my mouth as I felt blast after blast of hot cum hit the back of my throat. Her balls were so full that I could feel them swinging as her cock emptied inside me.

As I slowly pulled her dick from my mouth, I could see loads of cum slowly dripping off it.

"I want you to fuck me," she said before bending over on the couch-offering me a view of her round ass, tight hole, and hanging balls.

"I've never done backdoor before," I said with a tone of excitement.

"Consider this an advanced birthday gift," she jested before spitting on her hand and lubricating her hole.

"You sure?" I said with warm breaths.

"I'm sure," she said with confidence.

"Be gentle, I haven't done this in a long time," she advised.

With that, I grabbed a pillow from behind the couch and laid it on the floor. I sat down on the pillow and guided her ass above my face. I gave her ass cheeks a squeeze and pulled her crack open then gave her puckered hole a long, slow lick.

Squeezing her tits, I kissed her again before spitting in her hole as she suggested. I grazed it with my mushroom head and pressed into her.

I wasn't even fully in but I knew that it was the tightest orifice my dick has ever been in and I knew that it was going to be one hell of a fuck.

"It's so tight! How long have you been single?" I asked as I pulled out just a bit.

"A while, and I’m usually a top," she said.

"Never found another guy that could match my size but seems like the tides have turned."

"Mmm, let’s find out," I moaned as I pushed into the base of my shaft.

“Ahhh!” she let out an agonizing scream.

“Sorry, I’m sorry.”

“You’re so big, baby.”

I lay my head on her upper back, still in disbelief that my dick is nestled into her ass. Shortly after, she reached back, grabbed my butt, and pulled me in—signaling that she was ready to be taken.

“Ahhh!” I screamed from experiencing the most pleasurable sensation that I’d never felt before.

“You’re so tight!”

“Ahhh! Your cock feels so nice!” she screamed with conviction.

Soon after, I pounded her like a jackrabbit, rewarding my body a continuous surge of orgasmic pleasure.

“I think I’m gonna cum!”

“Oh, fuck! Yes, cum for me!”
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“Ah! I think I—,” but before I could share my ejaculation recitation, my balls opened their floodgates and released my unborn heirs in her extra tight orifice.

“Woah! That was fucking insane!” I yelled.

“Oh, God! You’re amazing!” she cheered before reaching back for a romantic kiss.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I murmured—painting her neck with kisses of gratitude.


Girthy - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP IN SIENNA'S BED feeling happier than I had in a long time. I stretched out my arms and legs, reveling in the comfortable warmth of her soft sheets. As I sat up and looked around, I noticed a note on her nightstand.

It read, "Good morning, my love. I have an early day, but I made you breakfast. Help yourself. See you later. -Sienna."

My heart fluttered at the sight of the note, and I couldn't help but smile. It was amazing to wake up in her house, surrounded by her things. It made me feel closer to her, like we were a real couple.

I got out of bed and followed the scent of bacon and coffee, which led me to the kitchen. Sienna had left a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon for me, along with a cup of coffee. The eggs were fluffy and the bacon crispy, just the way I liked them. I savored each bite, feeling grateful for her thoughtfulness.

As I ate, I couldn't help but think about how lucky I was to have Sienna in my life. She was beautiful, kind, and talented. I admired her strength and resilience in the face of discrimination and hate. She was an inspiration to me.

After breakfast, I cleaned up the dishes and decided to explore Sienna's house. It was a cozy and eclectic space, filled with colorful artwork, unique furniture, and photographs of her travels. I loved seeing glimpses of her life and personality through the decor.

As I wandered around, I heard my phone buzz in my pocket. It was a message from Sienna, asking how I slept and if I liked breakfast. I replied with a kiss emoji and a message telling her how much I enjoyed it.

Moments later, as I stepped out of the shower, I realized that I had no clothes to change into. It was only then that I remembered that I wasn't in my own home, but in Sienna's. I quickly wrapped a towel around my waist and headed to her room to see if I could find something to wear.

As I searched through her closet, I noticed that most of her clothing was obviously female, with lots of dresses, skirts, and blouses. I hesitated for a moment, not sure if I should wear something that was out of what I’d normally wear, but I didn't want to wear my dirty clothes from last night either.

That's when I noticed a pair of pink silk panties. I picked them up and examined them, thinking about whether or not I should wear them. They looked like they would fit me, but I couldn't help feeling a little uneasy.
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I knew that society would judge me for wearing women's underwear, but I couldn't help but appreciate how soft and silky they looked, and no one was around.

After some hesitation, I decided to give them a try. I slipped them on and looked at myself in the mirror. The feeling of the silk against my skin was amazing, and I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. I had never worn women's clothing before, but I found myself enjoying the feeling of the underwear against my body.

As I stood there, admiring myself in the mirror, I realized how much I had been holding back in my life. I had always followed the rules and done what was expected of me, but I had never allowed myself to explore my true desires. Wearing these panties made me feel alive and free in a way that I had never experienced before.

I felt empowered by my decision to try something new and break free from the constraints of society's expectations. I headed back to the bedroom to find something else to wear—I felt like I was early into the Yukon gold rush.

It was then that I picked up a bra, hesitant but curious about how it would feel. As I fastened the clasps and put it on, I felt a sense of comfort and satisfaction that I couldn't explain. The sensation of the fabric against my skin, the way it molded to my body, and how the pad comforted my nipples made me feel feminine in a way that I had never experienced before.

I couldn't resist trying on more clothes, starting with stockings that clung to my legs like a second skin. The way they made me feel was indescribable—confident, sexy, and alive.

I continued exploring, trying on different skirts, dresses, leggings, and tops, each one making me feel more excited. As I stood in front of the mirror, I saw a reflection of someone looking back at me, someone who I felt proud seeing. It was a revelation, a realization that I had been suppressing a part of myself for too long. I felt like I had discovered a hidden part of my identity that had been buried beneath the expectations of society.

The softness of the fabrics, the way they hugged my curves, and the delicate feel of the lace against my skin made me feel like I was finally living my truth. It was a moment of pure joy, and I couldn't help but smile at myself in the mirror.

I twirled in front of the mirror, admiring the way the dress flowed around me. It was a beautiful floral pattern, with hues of pink and blue, and it made me feel so feminine and free. As I spun around, lost in the moment, the door suddenly opened and Sienna walked in.

We both stopped in our tracks, frozen for a moment as we took in the sight before us. I could feel my face growing hot with embarrassment, knowing how ridiculous I must look in her clothes. But she didn't seem angry or upset, just surprised.
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"William, what are you doing?" she asked, a smile creeping onto her face.

I stumbled over my words, trying to come up with an explanation for why I was wearing her dress.

"I, uh, didn't have any clean clothes," I muttered.

She looked at me skeptically, but then her face softened.

"Well, lucky for you, my client canceled today. I can help you pick the prettiest outfit you can wear for the walk to your house," she jested.

I let out a sigh of relief, grateful for her understanding. But as she started pulling out more dresses and skirts for me to try on, I realized that I wasn't just borrowing clothes for practical reasons—I was actually enjoying this.

The way the soft fabrics felt against my skin, the way the dresses hugged my curves in all the right places, it was like a part of me had been waiting to be set free. I felt beautiful, confident, and alive.

She seemed to notice the change in me, and her smile grew wider as she watched me twirl and dance in front of the mirror.

"You look amazing," she said, her voice full of admiration.

I blushed at her compliment, but I couldn't stop the smile from spreading across my face. It felt like I had finally found a part of myself that had been missing for so long.

As we continued trying on clothes together, she would suggest different styles and colors, and I would eagerly try them on. We laughed and joked around, like two best friends having a fun dress-up party.

But inside, I was feeling so much more than just simple enjoyment. It was like each dress and skirt was a step towards discovering my true happiness.

“I think I’m fine with this one,” I said.

“I’ll see you later babe,” I followed before kissing her and exiting her house.

As I walked from Sienna’s home to my own, I felt nervous but exhilarated at the same time. My neighbors smiled at me from a distance, not even recognizing me in my new attire. It was thrilling to be able to express myself in a way that felt true to who I was.

The sun shone down on me, and the light fabric of the dress flowed around my legs as I walked. It felt free to be able to wear something that wasn’t constrained by traditional gender roles.

As I got closer to my house, I felt a bit more self-conscious. What if someone I knew saw me? When I finally made it home, I was exhausted from the mix of emotions that had come over me.

I stood in front of my closet, staring at my selection of office clothes for the day. As a lawyer, I was used to wearing traditional male attire—suits, dress pants, and button-up shirts. But today was different.

I took out the pink silk underwear and stockings, feeling guilty for taking them off. But as I ran my fingers over the soft fabric once more, I couldn't resist the temptation to wear them again. I quickly put them back, feeling an electric excitement rush through my body as I looked at myself in the mirror.

I decided to wear them underneath my work clothes, feeling a sense of confidence and power that I had never experienced before. As I walked out of the house, I felt a new sense of energy and vitality coursing through my veins.

Moments later, as I made my way through the city streets, I couldn't help but feel a sense of nervousness and apprehension. I had never worn women's clothing in public before, and the thought of being judged or ridiculed made my heart race.

But as I walked, I noticed that no one seemed to take notice of me. I blended in with the crowd, my traditional male attire covering up the secrets I held underneath.

The feeling of the silk fabric against my skin was intoxicating, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of liberation and joy that I had never felt before. I walked with a new sense of confidence, feeling like I was finally able to be my true self.

As I arrived at my office building, I took a deep breath and stepped inside. No one seemed to notice anything out of the ordinary, and I felt a sense of relief wash over me.
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Throughout the day, I felt a sense of euphoria and joy that I had never experienced before. The sensation of the silk fabric against my skin was a constant reminder of the newfound power and freedom that I had discovered.

And as the day drew to a close, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation for the next time I would be able to embrace my true self and wear the clothing that made me feel alive.

Later that night, as I took off the clothes that Sienna let me wear, I felt a pang of guilt for what I was about to tell her. I slowly took off the pink lace underwear and stockings, trying to hide them as much as possible.

She noticed the look on my face and asked, "What's wrong, William?"

I took a deep breath and finally decided to come clean.

"Sienna, I feel great wearing these. I don't know how to explain it, but they just feel so right on me."

Her eyes widened in surprise, but then she gave me a supportive smile.

"William, it's okay. I know exactly how you feel."

I was taken aback by her words.

"What do you mean?"

Sienna sat down next to me and started to tell me about her own experience. She explained that she too struggled with her gender identity for a long time before she finally accepted herself as a transgender woman.

As she spoke, I felt like a weight was lifted off my shoulders. For the first time in my life, I felt like someone understood me.

Sienna then suggested that I try on more of her clothes, to see how they made me feel. I was hesitant at first, but I trusted her and decided to give it a try.

As I put on a skirt and blouse, I was amazed at how comfortable and natural it felt. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a person that I had never seen before. It was a feeling of excitement and fear all at the same time.

Sienna was there the whole time, encouraging me and giving me tips on how to walk and move in the clothing. I felt like I was learning a whole new language of expression, one that I never knew existed.

As we sat and talked, she reassured me that there was no right or wrong way to express oneself. She said that everyone has their own journey, and that we should embrace it fully.

For the first time in my life, I felt like I was truly understood. Her support and understanding gave me the courage to explore this part of myself that I had kept hidden for so long.

The day after, as I entered the courtroom, I could feel the adrenaline pumping through my veins. The air was thick with tension and anticipation, and I could sense my client's nervousness. But I was determined to win this case, no matter what.

The judge took his seat, and I stood up to present my case. I started off strong, laying out the facts and evidence with confidence. My arguments were sharp and convincing, and I could see the jury nodding along in agreement.

As I progressed through my case, I could feel my confidence growing. I was in my element, and there was nothing that could stop me. My opponent tried to counter my arguments, but I was one step ahead of them at every turn.

Finally, it was time for the verdict. The tension in the room was palpable as the judge announced that we had won the case. My client jumped up in excitement, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and satisfaction wash over me.

I quickly gathered my things and made my way out of the courthouse, my mind already racing with the next case I needed to prepare for. But before I could get too far, my phone buzzed with a text message from Sienna, asking me to meet her at the salon at 8:00 PM.

Despite my excitement at the victory, my thoughts immediately turned to Sienna. I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation as I contemplated what the evening might bring. As I made my way to my car, I couldn't wait to see what the rest of the day had in store for me.


Girthy - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

AS I WALKED INTO SIENNA'S SALON, I could feel a sense of nervousness and anticipation building up inside me. She greeted me with a smile and led me to a private room. I noticed a table with various waxing supplies and my heart started racing.

"William, I want to help you fully embrace your feminine side. And that means getting rid of all this hair," she said, gesturing towards my chest and arms.

I gulped nervously.

"All of it?" I asked.

"Yes, all of it. Trust me, you'll feel so much better," she said, reassuringly.

I took a deep breath and nodded.

"Okay, let's do it," I said, trying to sound confident.

She began to apply the warm wax to my chest, and I couldn't help but flinch at the initial shock.

"Ouch!" I exclaimed, trying to distract myself by looking at the ceiling.

"Sorry, sorry," she apologized, "I'll be gentle."

I could feel my skin start to prickle as the wax was applied. I tried to focus on the music playing in the background, but the pain was too intense.

"This is a lot worse than I thought it would be," I said, gritting my teeth.

"It's okay, babe, you're doing great," she encouraged.

As she continued to apply the wax, I started to feel a sense of relief. It was as if all the hair that had been holding me back from fully embracing my femininity was being stripped away, leaving me feeling lighter and freer.

After what felt like hours, the waxing was finally over. I slowly got up from the table, wincing at the pain in my sensitive areas. She handed me a mirror, and I couldn't believe what I saw. My chest and arms were completely hairless, and my face was smooth like a baby's bottom.

I couldn't stop staring at myself, feeling amazed and grateful for what she had done.

"Thank you so much, babe. I feel like a new person," I said, giving her a hug.

"I'm so glad. Now let's get you dressed up in some of my clothes and show you off," she said, smiling mischievously.

As I slipped into a pair of her stockings and put on a skirt, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement building up inside me. I had never felt so alive and free. The sensation of the soft stockings against my freshly waxed legs was exhilarating.

She then helped me put on a blouse and a pair of heels, and as I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't believe how showstopping I looked. I felt like a whole new person.

“For the final touch,” she said, before placing a long blonde wig atop my head.
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“Woah! That’s insane!” I said.

I couldn’t believe the image that was looking back at me. She was beautiful with a welcoming look to her face, she was what’s been hiding beneath the facial hair and men’s clothing, perhaps, the better version of myself.

She continued by teaching me how to walk in heels—causing me to struggle more. Never did I imagine how something so mundane could be tougher than passing the bar exams.

"Are you ready, William?" Sienna asked, grinning from ear to ear.

"What do you mean?" I queried.

“We’re going out for drinks!”

“What!? Have you lost your mind?”

I stepped back—frazzled at her suggestion.

“Don’t be so dramatic, we’ll have fun.”

She continued yanking my arm with puppy-dog eyes and I couldn’t resist.

“If only I didn’t love you,” I said back with a soft kiss.

As we walked out of the salon, I could feel the stares of people on the street. But this time, with her by my side, I didn't feel ashamed or embarrassed. Instead, I held my head high and walked with confidence, feeling proud of who I was and what I had become.

Soon after, Sienna and I walked into the bar and I could feel eyes on us as we made our way to the counter. I was feeling self-conscious in my female clothing and wig, but her confidence put me at ease.

"Let's order some drinks," she said, leaning in towards me with a smile.

I nodded, feeling a little more relaxed. As we waited for our drinks, a group of guys approached us.

"Hey, ladies. Can we buy you a drink?" one of them asked her.

She smiled back at them.

"Sure, why not?" she said, winking at me.

“I could buy us drinks, you know,” I said, a little jealous by the male attention she got. Soon after, I was surprised but excited to be treated as a woman as well. The guys continued to buy us drinks, and we started to dance to the music.

"Wow, you're a great dancer," one of the guys said to her as they swayed to the beat.

She laughed.

"Thanks, but I think my friend here is the real talent," she said, gesturing to me.

I blushed and started dancing more confidently. It was amazing to be able to let loose and enjoy myself like this.

As the night went on, we had more drinks and danced with more people. I even got hit on by a few guys, which was a new experience for me.

"I can't believe how much fun we're having," I said to Sienna as we sat down for a break.
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"I know, right? Sometimes you just have to let loose and enjoy life," she replied, smiling at me.

I nodded, feeling grateful for her friendship and guidance. We continued to dance the night away, feeling free and alive. It was a night I would never forget, and I knew it was just the beginning of something exciting.

As Sienna and I stumbled into her living room, I couldn't help but smile. The night had been incredible, with dancing and drinks that seemed to never stop flowing. But as we crashed onto the couch together, her lips mere inches from mine, I knew the night wasn't over just yet.

"You got all the attention from the guys tonight," she teased, running her fingers through my wig.

"Now it's my turn."

I laughed, pulling her closer to me.

"I think I've given you plenty of attention already," I replied, my eyes locked onto hers.

She rolled her eyes playfully.

"Not like that, silly. I want to dance with you, like you did with those guys."

I couldn't resist her playful smile, and before I knew it, I was on my feet, pulling her up with me. We stumbled to the center of the room, the music still blaring in the background.

As we danced together, I couldn't help but feel completely alive. It was like all of my worries and doubts had melted away, and all that was left was the two of us, lost in the moment.

As the song ended, I pulled her close to me, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss. The taste of alcohol and sweetness mixed together, and I knew that I never wanted this moment to end.

"I love you," I whispered into her ear, my hands still wrapped tightly around her waist.

"I love you too," she replied, her voice just as soft as mine.

We collapsed onto the couch once again, our limbs tangled together as we talked and laughed into the early hours of the morning. It was like nothing else in the world mattered, as long as we were together.

"I have to admit, seeing you wearing female clothes made me really horny, I have to have your ass tonight," she said with warm breaths.

Wearing female clothes was one thing, but having her girthy cock inside me was another. I continued kissing her, hoping that she would forget her suggestion but she started grabbing my ass, intensifying how good the silk panties felt against my skin.

"I don't know, babe, you know I'm a virgin..." I said.

"Don't worry, I'll be gentle," she reassured before pulling down my skirt aggressively.

I was scared, I couldn't stop her, there was no way. My mind started racing about all the possible scenarios. My mind was working so furiously that I didn't even realize that I was exposed from the waist down. I was just about to tell her when she playfully bit my ass cheek—pushing my thighs back with my legs in the air as she devoured my ass like she was finishing a month’s stock of groceries.

With a siren gaze, she stood up and pulled her skirt down. She rolled her panties to the side, revealing her monster cock.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” she said.

“I could look at this image all day,” she followed before grazing my hole with her dick head. She pulled back and slowly yet generously spat on her cock before leading my hand to jerk it for her.
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Moments later, she leaned closer and started resting my ankles on her shoulders.

“Fuck!” I screamed as soon as she inserted her mushroom head inside my tight asshole.

She held me close and buried her cock all the way in my ass and that was the moment I realized how it felt like to participate in the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

I let out another scream of pain before gripping the sheets and arching my back.

“Fuck! That hurts!”

“Shhh,” she hushed, petting my wig—making me feel secure.

“It will even out. Just wait,” she said, moving in and out of my ass inch by inch—slow and gentle.

“Oooooh,” I let out, gripping the sheets harder.

She started thrusting into my ass faster and faster, her cock sliding in and out smoothly. I gasped in pain and pleasure when she started smashing into my ass harder and harder.

I cried out in pain and pleasure as the friction between her cock and my ass increased and my asshole stretched. Suddenly, the harbinger of prostate pleasure arrived, all I could feel was tactile delight.

“Mmm, it feels so good,” I said in euphoria.

“I told you, you will love it,” she confidently said as she rammed my ass with her extra-fat meat.

“Ahh! Fuck!”

“You’re so fucking tight, babe!” she yelled as she continued pouncing while giving me a view of her huge jiggling breasts. It was the most erotic point of view, her beautiful face painted in a deliciously delirious daze, her boobs bouncing, while drowning me in the weight of her lady cock.

“I’m gonna cum!”
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“Yes!” I cheered.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck!”

“Yes, yes!” I said with profuse pants.

“Oh fu—” she followed while filling my virgin ass like a creampie.

She convulsively shook her body while releasing the last spurts of her sweet cream before collapsing on top of me—letting me feel that I’ve drawn all her semen out.

“Oh, fuck, that was amazing,” she said.

I could still feel her fat cock inside me and I didn’t want her to take it out. But then, she started losing her virility—all I could do was kiss her while her sperm trailed down my thighs.

“I love you, Sienna.”

“I love you more, Will.”


Girthy - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAS PASSED since I decided to devote more time to exploring my true identity, and it's been such an amazing experience. I've been spending most of my time helping out at Sienna's salon, and I've never felt more alive.

Every day, I wake up excited to try on a new outfit, experiment with makeup, and feel the soft fabric against my skin. I'm not sure if I'm fully ready to come out yet, but I'm definitely enjoying this journey of self-discovery.

It's been such a liberating experience to finally be able to express myself in a way that feels authentic and true to who I am. I never realized how much I was holding back before, how much I was living my life for others and not for myself.

Now, I'm finally living for me, and it feels amazing. I feel more confident, more alive, more everything.

Sienna has been such a great support throughout this journey. She's been patient with me, answering all my questions, and helping me navigate this new world. I'm so grateful to have her in my life.

I've also been meeting new people in the LGBTQ+ community, and it's been such a welcoming and accepting space. I never realized how much I needed this kind of community until now.

My work at the law firm has taken a bit of a backseat, but I don't regret it. I'm still taking on some clients, but I've learned that it's okay to prioritize my own happiness and well-being.

It was one of our night-outs when Sienna and I arrived at the bar called Glamzy, the go-to place for drag performances in the city. I was wearing a cute red dress and my blonde wig, feeling confident and ready to have some fun.

As we made our way to the bar, I noticed a few guys checking me out. Sienna leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Looks like you're turning some heads tonight, William."

I blushed and chuckled.

"I guess so."

We ordered drinks and found a spot to sit and watch the drag show. I was in awe of the performers and the energy of the crowd. She and I swayed our shoulders and sang along to the music.

After a while, the host of the show approached us.

"Let’s get to know our beautiful guests tonight," she announced—pertaining to us.

The crowd cheered as we made our way to the stage. The host asked us some questions and had us participate in some silly games. I was having a blast, feeling so free and alive.

Then she turned to me and asked, "So William, what do you do for a living?"

"I'm a lawyer," I replied proudly.
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The crowd murmured in surprise and amusement. The host couldn't resist making a joke.

"Well, with that curly blonde wig, you could probably get away with anything in court!"

The audience erupted in laughter, and even Sienna couldn't help but chuckle.

"I think you just found your new look for the courtroom, William," she teased.

I laughed along with everyone else, feeling a sense of joy and acceptance that I never thought was possible. This night out with Sienna was exactly what I needed to remind me of the joy and freedom that came with embracing my true self.

Still recovering from a hangover, I had to win a case the next day.

I was about to present my closing argument when my opponent's lawyer stood up and began playing a video on the projector. I was shocked to see myself on the screen, wearing a curly blonde wig and dressed in women's clothing.

"What is the relevance of this, counsel?" The judge asked, clearly irritated.

"I believe it calls into question my opponent's credibility as a lawyer, Your Honor," the opposing lawyer replied smugly.

I took a deep breath, feeling my heart racing. This was my worst nightmare. I had been so careful to keep my personal life separate from my professional life, but now it was all being exposed.

"I fail to see how Mr. Cooper’s personal life has any bearing on this case," the judge said firmly.

"This is irrelevant and I will not tolerate any further attempts to discredit Mr. Cooper in this manner. Let us focus on the matter at hand."

The courtroom fell silent, and I felt a mix of relief and embarrassment. I knew that my opponent would stop at nothing to try and win the case, but I never expected him to go so low.

As the trial resumed, I focused on my arguments and tried to push the embarrassing video out of my mind. I knew that I had a strong case and I wasn't going to let this setback derail me.

In the end, the judge ruled in my favor and I won the case. As we were leaving the courtroom, my opponent approached me and sneered, "Nice wig, Cooper. Maybe you should stick to drag shows instead of practicing law."

As soon as the words left his mouth, I saw red. How dare he insult me like that? I stood up and got into his face.
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"What did you just say to me?" I growled.

"I said you're a disgrace to the legal profession," he spat back, not backing down.

"You're just angry because you’re a loser who can’t win a case," I countered.

"You're not even a real man, how could you possibly win?" he sneered.

That was it. I swung at him with all my might, but he dodged it and landed a punch square in my jaw. We started grappling and throwing punches at each other, and before we knew it, we were tumbling around on the ground.

"Get off me, you bastard!" I yelled, trying to push him off me.

"You started this, not me!" he grunted, trying to get the upper hand.

We continued to exchange blows, neither of us gaining much of an advantage. It was a brutal, messy fight, and I could feel the bruises and cuts forming on my face and body.

"You're going to pay for this!" he shouted, and I could see the fire in his eyes.

"You're the one who's going to pay!" I snarled back.

Eventually, we were both exhausted and panting, lying on the ground, unable to get up.

"Are you done yet?" I panted, trying to catch my breath.

"You started this," he repeated.

"Whatever," I muttered, sitting up and wiping the blood from my lip.

We glared at each other for a few more moments before the judge finally intervened.

"Enough! This behavior is unacceptable in my courtroom," she scolded. "The case is over, and Mr. Cooper has won. I suggest you both leave before I hold you both in contempt."

I got up and walked out, feeling the aches and pains all over my body. I knew I had won the case, but I also knew that this wasn't over. There would be consequences for what had happened, and I wasn't sure if I was ready for them.

It was the weekend and Laura just arrived with Kyle—a stern impression on her face. I couldn't believe what was happening in front of me. She was fuming, spewing insults and anger at me on the street outside of our house. And for what? Because some kids at Kyle's school were making fun of me? It was absurd.

"I can't believe you would embarrass our son like that," she hissed, her eyes flashing with fury.

"What kind of father are you?!"

"I didn't embarrass him," I said, my voice tight with anger.

"I didn't do anything wrong."

"That video of you in that wig is all over the internet, William!" she spat.

"And now Kyle's classmates are teasing him because of it!"

"I can't control what other people do," I said, trying to keep my voice calm.

"And I'm not going to apologize for who I am."

"Well, maybe you should," she shot back.

"Maybe you should apologize to Kyle for being such a freak!"

I felt a pang of hurt and anger shoot through me at her words. But before I could say anything, Kyle stepped forward, his face set in a determined expression.

"Stop it, Mom!" he said firmly.
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"I don't care what the other kids say. I love Dad just the way he is."

I felt a surge of love and gratitude towards my son, but also a deep sadness that he had to witness this. I put my arm around him, pulling him close to me.

"Listen, Laura," I said, my voice calm but firm.

"I know this is difficult for you. But you can't control how other people react to me. And you can't control who I am. I am Kyle’s father and nothing would ever change that but I can’t compromise my identity to make you feel comfortable."

Her face softened slightly, but she still looked angry.

"I just don't understand why you have to be like this," she muttered.

"It's not a choice, Laura," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"This is who I am."

There was a tense silence for a moment, and then Laura turned on her heel and stalked off down the street. Kyle and I stood there for a moment, watching her go.

"Dad?" Kyle said hesitantly, his eyes wide with concern.

"It's okay, buddy," I said, squeezing his shoulder.

"Everything's going to be okay."

But even as I said the words, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of doubt in the pit of my stomach.

Later that night, as I lay on my bed, I couldn't help but feel the weight of the day's events. Laura's outburst earlier had rattled me, and I was grateful to have Sienna by my side now.

"I just can't believe she would say those things," I said, turning to her.

"I know, love," she replied, taking my hand.

"But we both knew it was only a matter of time before someone found out."

I let out a deep sigh.

"I just don't want Kyle to be affected by this."

"He's a strong kid, William," she reassured me.

"He loves you, and that's all that matters."

I smiled weakly. Sienna was right. Kyle was the most important thing in my life, and I was so grateful for his unwavering support.

As we talked, I couldn't help but notice how beautiful she looked tonight. She was wearing a flowing dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her hair was styled in loose waves that framed her face perfectly.

"You look stunning," I said, admiring her.

She blushed. "Thank you, love. You look pretty good yourself," she added, running a hand through my curly blonde wig.

I chuckled.

"I'm starting to think this wig is more trouble than it's worth."

She smiled. "I like it," she said.

"It's part of who you are now."

I took a deep breath, feeling a wave of gratitude wash over me.

"I'm so lucky to have you, Sienna," I said.

"And I'm lucky to have you," she replied, leaning in for a kiss.

As we kissed, I couldn't help but feel a sense of peace wash over me. Despite the challenges we were facing, I knew that Sienna was always going to be there for me.

Eventually, we pulled away, both of us smiling.

"I love you," I said, looking into her eyes.

"I love you too," she replied, squeezing my hand.

As we drifted off to sleep, I knew that no matter what the future held, we would face it together.

As I stood in front of my closet, I couldn't help but feel a sense of dread wash over me. It was Monday morning, and I had to decide whether to dress in my usual male attire or take a risk and embrace my true self by dressing in female form.

Part of me wanted to play it safe, to blend in with the crowd and not draw any unwanted attention. But another part of me, the part that had been growing stronger with each passing day, urged me to take the leap, to step out of my comfort zone and embrace my true identity.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, feeling the soft fabric of the dress brush against my skin. It was a bold choice, a power move. I was a lawyer, damn it, and I was going to dress like one.

I slipped into a pair of sheer stockings, feeling them glide up my legs and hug my curves in all the right places. I paired them with a pair of sleek black pumps, the kind that screamed confidence and authority.

Next came the dress, a fitted blazer dress in a striking shade of royal blue. It hugged my figure in all the right places, accentuating my curves and giving me an air of sophistication and grace.

I stood in front of the mirror, taking in my reflection with a mix of awe and trepidation. I looked like a powerful, confident woman, and for the first time in a long time, I felt like one too.

Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, bracing myself for the looks and stares I was sure to receive.

After a 15-minute drive…

“You got this, you got this, you got this,” I told myself as I fixed my bangs while looking in the rearview mirror.

As I walked down the street, I couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration wash over me. People were staring, sure, but they were also nodding their heads in approval, as if to say, "You go, girl."

I felt more alive than I ever had before, more confident and in control of my life. It was like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, and I was finally free to be who I was always meant to be.

As I arrived at my office building, I could feel my nerves starting to get the best of me. What if my colleagues didn't accept me? What if they thought less of me because of my outfit?

But I pushed those thoughts aside and walked through the doors with my head held high, strutting down the hallways like I owned the place.

And you know what? I felt like I did. I felt like a boss, like a queen, like a force to be reckoned with.

My colleagues couldn't help but take notice, some of them giving me a nod of approval, others staring with a mix of confusion and awe.

But I didn't let their reactions faze me. I had taken the first step towards living my truth, towards embracing my true identity, and nothing was going to stop me now.

As I settled into my work for the day, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride wash over me. I had done it. I had embraced my true self, and it felt amazing and I had a damn good feeling that this was only the beginning.

I felt confident, powerful, and ready to tackle anything that came my way. And then there was Jennifer, my assistant. She stood there, staring at me with her mouth wide open in shock. I couldn't help but chuckle at her reaction.

"Mr. Cooper?" she stammered.

I smiled and corrected her, "Actually, it's Ms. Cooper now, Jennifer."
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She looked at me, clearly unsure of how to react.

"I... I didn't know," she finally said, her cheeks turning red.

I assured her that it was alright and that I was still the same person she had always known, just with a different wardrobe. We went about our day as usual, but I couldn't help but notice how differently people were treating me.

As I walked around the office, I noticed a few whispered comments and pointed fingers. I knew it was going to take some time for everyone to get used to the new me, but I was ready for it.

Later that day, I had a meeting with a client, a wealthy businessman who had previously only worked with male lawyers. I could see the shock on his face when I entered the room, but I didn't let it affect me.

We discussed the details of the case, and I was able to present my arguments in a clear and concise manner. I could tell that he was impressed with my knowledge and abilities, and by the end of the meeting, he had agreed to let me represent him.

As he left the room, he turned to me and said, "You know, Ms. Cooper, I wasn't sure about this at first, but I think you might just be the best lawyer I've ever worked with."

I couldn't help but smile as I watched him leave. It was moments like these that made all the difficult times worth it.

After the meeting, I returned to my office to find Jennifer waiting for me. She had a hesitant look on her face, and I could tell that she was still struggling with the change.

"Is everything okay, Jennifer?" I asked her.

She hesitated before answering, "I just... I don't know how to act around you now. I'm sorry if I'm being weird."

I smiled and put a hand on her shoulder.

"It's okay, Jennifer. I understand that this is a big change for everyone. Just treat me the same way you always have, and everything will be fine."

Over the next few weeks, things began to settle down at the office. My coworkers became more accustomed to seeing me dressed as a woman, and I could tell that they were starting to treat me as they always had.

Even Jennifer, who had initially been so hesitant around me, began to relax and joke with me as we worked together.


Girthy - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

DAYS LATER, as soon as Jennifer told me that my ex-wife was in the building, my heart raced and my hands started to sweat. I had no idea why she was here, but I knew I had to face her sooner or later.

Jennifer led her into my office, and Laura walked in with her boyfriend, a tall, muscular man with tattoos covering his arms.

"William!?" Laura said, her eyes widening as she took in my appearance.
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"Is that really you!?"

I took a deep breath, standing up and extending my hand.

"It’s Willa now," I said, trying to sound confident.

"Or just Ms. Cooper."

Her boyfriend, whose name was Mark, looked confused but didn't say anything. She hesitated for a moment, but then she took my hand and smiled.

"I'm happy for you," she said.

"You look…different."

I couldn't tell if she was being sarcastic or not, but I decided to take it as a compliment.

"Thank you," I said.

Jennifer, who had been standing awkwardly in the corner, cleared her throat.

"So, um, why are you here, Laura?"

She looked down at her feet, then back up at me.

"I actually need your help," she said.

"Mark got into an accident from the bike his sponsor sent, it was brand-new and malfunctioned—"

“But GenBikes is huge corporation and no one dares to take the case…"

"I'm sorry to hear that," I said.

"But I'm not sure I'm the right person to help you. I've been…busy lately."

She took my hand again.

"Please, Willia—I mean, Willa," she said.

"I know we didn't end things well, but I still trust you. And I think you're the only one who can help us."

I hesitated, but then I looked over at Jennifer, who was nodding encouragingly.

"Okay," I said finally.

"I'll see what I can do."

Laura and Mark thanked me and left the office, and Jennifer let out a sigh of relief.

"Well, that was interesting," she said.
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"I had no idea your ex-wife was going to show up."

"Neither did I," I said, still feeling a little shell-shocked.

"But I guess it's good that I can help them."

Weeks later, it was the final hearing day for the case of Mark Bumsberg versus GenBikes.

As I stood there in the courtroom, wearing a black and white pencil skirt, a crisp white blouse, and my favorite pair of black heels, I couldn't help but feel nervous.

This was a big case, and I was representing Mark, a biker and influencer who was suing an international corporation, GenBikes for negligence that almost cost him his life.

The air was thick with tension as the judge prepared to deliver the final verdict. I held my breath, waiting for the moment when I would know whether or not we had won the case.

Finally, the judge spoke.

"In light of the evidence presented, I find in favor of the plaintiff, Mark Bumsberg. GenBikes is ordered to pay Mr. Johnson ten million dollars in damages."

The courtroom erupted into cheers and applause, and I felt a sense of pride and relief wash over me. Mark hugged me tightly, tears streaming down his face as he thanked me for everything.

Laura joined in and thanked me again for all of my hard work. I couldn't help but feel proud of myself and my journey to becoming Ms. Cooper.

I couldn't believe it. I had just won a huge case, Mark had won his settlement, and then I saw Sienna, running towards me from a distance, her hair flowing behind her as she made her way towards me—causing my heart to pound a mile a minute.

As she reached me, she threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. I felt her warmth, her soft skin, and her gentle touch. It was then that I knew that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

I was so drowned in happiness that I just had to do it. I didn’t know what has gotten into me but I turned to the judge and asked if I could make an announcement. He nodded, and I took a deep breath before turning to Sienna.

"Sienna, we've been through so much together," I said, taking her hand in mine.

"And I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Will you marry me?"

Her eyes widened in surprise, and then she broke into a wide smile.

“Where’s the ring?” she whispered in jest.

“Babe, we just won the case, you can pick any ring you want later,” I smugly said.

"Ha ha! You’re nuts," she said, tears streaming down her face.

"Of course, I'll marry you! With or without a ring!" she reassured.

The courtroom erupted in cheers and applause, and I felt like I was on top of the world. I pulled her close and kissed her deeply, tasting the sweetness of her lips and feeling her arms around me.

As we left the courtroom, I felt like I was floating on air. Everything seemed brighter, more vibrant, more alive. I could see the colors of the world more vividly, smell the flowers more strongly, feel the warmth of the sun more intensely.

Sienna and I walked hand in hand down the street, laughing and talking about our future together. Suddenly, we stumbled upon a Cartier store.

“Why don’t we celebrate this moment by helping you pick out the most beautiful rock in the store?”

[image: ]

I could feel her heart jumping out of her chest from the way she nodded like a troll.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she said.

As we kissed, I felt the world fall away around us. It was just the two of us, lost in the moment, lost in each other. While the sun sank below the horizon, I knew that our future together was going to be bright and beautiful, filled with love, laughter, and endless possibility.


Girthy - Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD PASSED since that fateful day in the courtroom. I had officially become Willa Cooper, a transgender woman and a proud member of the LGBTQIA+ community. My life had taken a completely different path, but it was one that I was happy to be on.

I had continued to work as a lawyer, but now I was using my expertise to fight for transgender rights. I had taken on several cases that aimed to protect and promote the rights of transgender individuals. It was an uphill battle, but one that I was willing to fight for.
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Sienna and I had gotten married a few months after my proposal. It was a small and intimate ceremony, but it was perfect for us. We had decided to take a few months off work and travel around the world. It was something we had both always dreamed of, and we were finally able to make it happen.

Over the next few months, I had taken on some of the most challenging cases of my career. There were times when it felt like we were up against insurmountable odds, but we never gave up.

In the end, we had won some of the most groundbreaking cases in the history of transgender rights. We had helped to change laws, policies, and attitudes towards transgender individuals. It was a small step, but it was one that we were proud of.

Sienna and I had also become more involved in the community. We had started attending events and speaking engagements, sharing our story and advocating for transgender rights. It was a way for us to give back and to help those who were still struggling.

THE END <3


Doctor - Chapter 1
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I SAT IN MY SMALL APARTMENT in San Diego, California, perusing job openings on my laptop. The sun was setting, and the light breeze coming through the window was a welcome relief from the heat.

My fingertips danced across the keyboard as I searched for positions in hospitals. However, all I seemed to find were openings in plastic surgery clinics. It wasn't exactly my dream job, but I had just passed my nursing licensure exams and needed to find work.

After scrolling through countless job postings, I stumbled upon an opening at Rejuvenation Wellness Center. Curious, I decided to look up the owner, Nicolas Stephens.

To my surprise, he was not only very handsome, but also very popular with women. He was in his late 30's, hunky, and had a reputation as a player. I hesitated at first, unsure if I wanted to work for someone like him, but ultimately decided to apply for the position.

A week later, I found myself dressed in my best suit, fidgety and nervous as I waited for my interview at Rejuvenation Wellness Center.

The clinic was sleek and modern, with a serene atmosphere that immediately put me at ease. As I sat in the waiting area, I couldn't help but admire the tasteful artwork and greenery that adorned the space.

"Adam Barnes?" a friendly voice called out. I stood up, my heart pounding in my chest, and followed the receptionist into a spacious office.

After the interview, I was told they would contact me and left the clinic with a mixture of hope and anxiety. Three days later, I received the call I had been waiting for—I was hired!

My first day on the job, I was introduced to a nurse named Kayla. She was very chatty and seemed to enjoy gossiping.

"Dr. Stephens is nice," she told me, "but he can have these bursts of mood swings. Just a heads-up."

Later that day, I finally met Dr. Nicolas Stephens himself. He was incredibly friendly, albeit a little eccentric.
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"Adam, I'm glad to have you on board," he said, shaking my hand firmly.

"I do need a nurse, but I'll be honest with you—most of the work you'll be doing for me will be clerical. I hope that's alright with you."

I nodded, more than willing to take on any responsibility he needed me to.

"Of course, Dr. Stephens. I'm just grateful for the opportunity to work here."

As the days turned into weeks, I found myself settling into my new role at the clinic. The work was fulfilling, and I was learning more about the world of cosmetic surgery than I ever thought I would.

Kayla and I quickly became friends, and I found that her gossipy nature was actually quite endearing.

One day, as I was filing away some patient records, I overheard Dr. Stephens speaking to a patient in his office. The door was slightly ajar, and I couldn't help but listen in.

"I understand your concerns," Dr. Stephens was saying, "but I assure you, we only use the latest, most advanced techniques here at Rejuvenation Wellness Center. Your safety and satisfaction are our top priorities."

As I listened, I couldn't help but feel a newfound respect for the doctor. Despite his reputation as a player, he was clearly dedicated to his work and his patients.

Over time, I began to notice little things about him that I found endearing. He had a habit of twirling a pen between his fingers when he was deep in thought, and he hummed to himself when he was working on a particularly challenging case. I found myself more and more drawn to him, though I tried to remind myself that he was my boss and that getting involved with him would be a terrible idea.

One afternoon, as I was organizing some files, Kayla approached me with a sly smile.

"You know, I've noticed you've been paying a lot of attention to Dr. Stephens lately," she said, raising an eyebrow.

My cheeks flushed, and I tried to laugh it off.
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"What? No, I'm just doing my job, Kayla."

She gave me a knowing look. "You can't fool me, Adam. I've seen the way you look at him. And if I'm being honest, I think he's noticed it too."

I shook my head, unwilling to entertain the idea.

"I don’t like men, Kayla. And besides, he's my boss, and he's… well, he's not exactly available."

She shrugged. "Sorry about that, I… well, we’ll never know what the future might hold, Adam. Stranger things have happened."

Despite my best efforts, there were moments when ideas of being with Dr. Stephens randomly pop out of my head. I found myself daydreaming about what it would be like to be with him, to feel his strong arms wrapped around me, and to share in his passion for his work. But then, I realized, I’ve never lusted over a man. Maybe I was just idolizing him—and I was blurring everything into the wrong direction.

One evening, after a particularly long day at the clinic, Dr. Stephens invited me into his office to discuss a few things. As I entered, I noticed the soft glow of the desk lamp illuminating his handsome features. The scent of his cologne filled the room, and my heart raced as I took a seat across from him.

"Adam, I wanted to talk to you about your performance here at the clinic," he began, his voice serious.

"You've been doing an exceptional job, and I couldn't be happier with your work. But Kayla told me that…”

He scoffed—cheeks flushed, “You seem to have a little crush on me?"

Unwilling laughter erupted out of my mouth to drown the possibility. I hesitated, and said, "Dr. Stephens, I have to admit, you’re a really good-looking guy. But I’m not into men."

His eyebrows rose in surprise, and he leaned back in his chair.

"What a relief, it’s so hard to be the hottest doctor in the state. I wouldn’t be able to handle another fan," he jested.


Doctor - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

ONE DAY, while I was assisting Dr. Stephens with a consultation, we began discussing the various types of dermal fillers available on the market. As he explained the differences between hyaluronic acid, calcium hydroxylapatite, and poly-L-lactic acid fillers, I found myself genuinely interested in the subject.

"So, these fillers can be used to add volume and smooth out wrinkles and folds on the face, right?" I asked, wanting to learn more.

He nodded.
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"Yes, that's correct. They can also be used to enhance the appearance of the lips and even to contour the jawline and chin."

"What are the most common procedures that women usually go for?" I inquired, curious about the popular trends in cosmetic surgery.

"Well, the most common procedures include breast augmentation, liposuction, rhinoplasty, and tummy tucks, among others. But non-surgical treatments like Botox and dermal fillers are also quite popular," he explained.

He then turned the conversation to me.

"Adam, what made you decide to study nursing? Was it always your passion?"

I hesitated for a moment before answering.

"Honestly, I wanted to become a nutritionist. But my parents couldn't afford to send me to school for that, so I chose nursing instead. I still hope to save up enough money to study nutrition someday."

He appeared impressed by my ambition.

"That's very admirable, Adam. I'm sure you'll achieve your goal."

A few days later, he invited me to join him at a prestigious seminar for the fellowship of plastic surgeons. He explained that he would be attending as a guest speaker and that he could use my assistance.

When we arrived at the conference, I could see that he was somewhat of a celebrity within the plastic surgery community. As soon as we entered the hall, people swarmed around him, eager to shake his hand and ask for his expert opinion.

Throughout the day, I stayed by his side, providing support and calming his nerves when necessary. As I observed him interacting with his colleagues, I couldn't help but admire his confidence and knowledge.

My feelings for him only seemed to grow stronger, but I knew I couldn't admit them to myself or to him. After all, I still believed he was straight.

During a break in the seminar, he and I found a quiet corner to sit and relax. He took a deep breath and thanked me for being there with him.

"Adam, I really appreciate your support today. It means a lot to have you by my side," he said sincerely.

I smiled, feeling my heart swell with pride.

"Of course, Dr. Stephens. I'm happy to help in any way I can."

As the day wore on, I continued to assist him, ensuring that he had everything he needed for his presentation. When it was finally his turn to speak, I watched from the wings, my nerves a mix of excitement and anxiety.

He took to the stage with poise and charisma, captivating the audience with his expertise and passion for his work. As he spoke, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and admiration for the man I had grown to care for so deeply.

Once his presentation was over, the crowd erupted in applause. He smiled and bowed, clearly pleased with his performance. As he exited the stage, he caught my eye and gave me a grateful smile.

Throughout the remainder of the conference, I couldn't help but steal glances at Dr. Stephens, my heart aching with the weight of my unspoken feelings. I knew that I couldn't keep my emotions hidden forever, but I couldn't bring myself to admit the truth, even to myself. It felt like an impossible situation, and I was unsure of how to navigate my growing feelings for my boss.

As the conference came to a close, Dr. Stephens and I prepared to leave. As we gathered our belongings, he turned to me and said, "I couldn't have done this without you, Adam. Thank you for everything."

His gratitude was genuine, and it made my heart flutter.
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"You're welcome, Dr. Stephens. I'm glad I could be here to support you."

We headed back to the hotel, both exhausted from the day's events. In the quiet of the evening, as we shared a meal together, I found my thoughts drifting back to my feelings for Dr. Stephens. There was something about his presence, his energy, that drew me to him.

As we talked, I tried to focus on the conversation, but it was difficult to ignore the way his eyes seemed to sparkle in the dim light. I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to reach out and touch his hand, to feel the warmth of his skin against mine.

But as much as I wanted to act on my feelings, I knew that it wasn't appropriate, and I wasn’t really sure if I was ready to embrace my newfound attraction towards men. Moreover, he was my boss, and I couldn't risk jeopardizing my job or our professional relationship.

The following weeks were a blur of work and stolen glances. Dr. Stephens seemed as focused and dedicated as ever, but I couldn't help but notice the occasional lingering gaze or soft smile in my direction. It made me question if I was imagining things or if there was something more between us.

One evening, after a particularly long day at the clinic, he asked if I wanted to join him for a drink at a nearby bar. I hesitated for a moment, unsure if it was a good idea, but ultimately agreed, thinking that it might be an opportunity to get to know him better outside of work.

We settled into a cozy booth at the bar, the soft glow of the lights creating an intimate atmosphere. As we sipped our drinks, we talked about our lives outside of the clinic, our families, and our dreams for the future.

As the conversation flowed, I found myself becoming more and more comfortable in his presence. It was easy to forget that he was my boss and that we had any sort of professional boundary between us.

“You know, I’ve always wanted to be a neurosurgeon but I’m too scared to fail.”

“Dr. Stephens, you’ve made a huge mark in the industry, not everyone’s capable of doing what you’ve done. You won’t fail.”

And just like that, he leaned in for a warm embrace.

“Sorry about that, nobody has ever said something as nice before,” he followed.

Butterflies swarmed in my belly and my heart was racing like I was on uppers. As the night wore on, I could feel the familiar ache in my chest as I listened to him talk about his life. I wanted so badly to tell him how I felt, to confess my feelings and see if there was any chance that he felt the same way.

But as the evening drew to a close and we said our goodbyes, I knew that I couldn't take that risk. It was too dangerous, and the potential consequences were too great.

As I lay in bed that night, my thoughts swirling with confusion and longing, I couldn't help but wonder if I would ever find the courage to be honest with Dr. Stephens, and with myself. The thought of continuing to hide my feelings was almost unbearable, but the fear of rejection and the potential loss of my job held me back.


Doctor - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I REMEMBER THAT DAY so clearly. I was in an exceptionally good mood, humming a tune as I entered the clinic. It was a beautiful sunny morning, and everything seemed perfect. Little did I know that my world was about to be turned upside down.

As I walked through the clinic, I noticed that Dr. Stephens' office door was slightly ajar. Curious, I approached the door, planning to say good morning and share my positive energy with him. But as I pushed the door open, I was met with a sight that I never expected: Dr. Stephens locked in a passionate kiss with a patient.

“I’m so sorry,” I said—my voice barely above a whisper.

The woman was stunning, with flowing blonde hair and curves that seemed to defy gravity. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as they locked onto mine, and I immediately felt a pang of jealousy course through my veins.

I quickly closed the door, trying to process what I had just seen. A whirlwind of emotions filled my chest, but the one that stood out the most was heartache. It was clear to me that Dr. Stephens was straight, and I couldn't compete with the gorgeous woman I had just seen in his arms.

For the rest of the day, I struggled to focus on my work. My mind kept drifting back to the image of him and the woman, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of hopelessness. I tried to remind myself that he was my boss and that it was foolish to have feelings for him in the first place, but that did little to ease the pain in my heart.

To make matters worse, his phone began ringing off the hook with calls from various women. Each time I answered, I was met with flirtatious giggles and sultry voices, all vying for the doctor's attention. I couldn't help but feel a growing sense of resentment as I fielded each call.

The following day, I gathered my courage and approached Dr. Stephens to apologize for walking in on him and the patient. My heart raced as I stood in front of his office door, my hand hesitating to knock.

"Dr. Stephens?" I said, knocking lightly on the door.

"Can I talk to you for a moment?"

He invited me in, and I braced myself for the conversation. As I apologized for the intrusion, he seemed unfazed by the incident. He simply smiled and assured me that it was no big deal.

"Adam, I need you to do me a favor," he said, his voice serious.

"When those women call, tell them I'm in a meeting and can't be disturbed. They're exes and stalkers who just can't seem to move on."

I nodded, feeling a mixture of relief and confusion. If Dr. Stephens didn't want anything to do with these women, then why was he kissing that patient?

As the days went on, I did my best to put the incident out of my mind. I focused on my work and tried to maintain a professional demeanor around him, even though my heart ached every time I saw him.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't shake the feeling of jealousy and insecurity that had taken root in my chest. Every time I heard his laughter or saw him flash that charming smile, I was reminded of the woman I had seen him with, and my heart sank.

I knew that I couldn't continue to live like this, bottling up my emotions and pretending that everything was fine. But the thought of confessing my feelings to him terrified me. What if he rejected me? What if our working relationship was forever damaged?

I wrestled with these thoughts for weeks, trying to find a way to come to terms with my feelings. I knew that I needed to make a decision, but every time I attempted to approach him, my courage failed me.

One evening, after a particularly long day at the clinic, I found myself alone with him as we were finishing up some paperwork. The tension between us was palpable, and I knew that this might be my only opportunity to address my feelings.

Taking a deep breath, I finally mustered the courage to speak.

"Dr. Stephens, there's something I need to tell you," I said, my voice trembling slightly.

He looked up from his paperwork, his blue eyes meeting mine with a mixture of concern and curiosity.
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"What is it, Adam?"

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. "I... I have feelings for you," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Stephens' expression was unreadable as he processed my confession. I braced myself for rejection, my heart sinking further with each passing second.

Finally, he spoke, his voice soft and gentle. "Adam, I appreciate your honesty. You're a great nurse, and I value our working relationship. But I'm not interested in pursuing anything beyond that."

His words felt like a dagger through my heart, but I knew that I had to accept his decision. I swallowed the lump in my throat and managed a weak smile.

"Thank you for being honest with me, Dr. Stephens. I'll do my best to keep my feelings in check and maintain our professional relationship."

He nodded, offering a small smile of understanding.

"I appreciate that, Adam. You're an important part of this clinic, and I don't want to lose you."

As I left his office, I felt a strange mixture of relief and heartache. On one hand, I was glad to have finally confessed my feelings and received closure. On the other hand, the rejection stung more than I had anticipated.

Over the next few weeks, I did my best to move on from my feelings for Dr. Stephens. I threw myself into my work and focused on my patients, trying to find solace in helping others.

As time went on, the pain in my heart began to fade, slowly replaced by a sense of acceptance and personal growth. I had faced my fears and confessed my feelings, and while it hadn't turned out as I had hoped, I had survived.

My relationship with him gradually returned to normal, and we continued to work well together. I never forgot the way he had handled my confession with kindness and understanding, and I couldn't help but feel a lingering sense of admiration for him.

In the end, I learned a valuable lesson about love and self-acceptance. While my feelings for him may not have been reciprocated, I had the courage to face them head-on and grow as a person. And that, in itself, was a victory worth celebrating.


Doctor - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

AS I WAS SCROLLING through the clinic's social media account one morning, I noticed a surge of notifications. Curious, I clicked on the tags and found a video posted by a woman who claimed to be one of Dr. Stephens' flings.

In the video, she tearfully confessed that Dr. Stephens had ghosted her, and as a result, people were rallying against him and the clinic.

I hesitated, unsure of whether to show the video to Dr. Stephens or not. I knew he wouldn't appreciate the drama, but I also felt that he should be aware of what was happening. Eventually, I decided to inform him and approached him with my phone in hand.
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"Dr. Stephens, there's something you need to see," I said cautiously, showing him the video.

He watched it, his expression unreadable, and then shrugged it off.

"I don't have time for this nonsense, Adam. We have work to do." His attention was fully focused on a new dissolvable filler called Amatrex, which he claimed was a game changer in the world of cosmetic surgery. The filler could be safely injected into various areas of the body, including the chest, buttocks, and lips, and it was generating a lot of buzz in the industry.

As the weeks passed, I noticed a decline in appointments and walk-ins at the clinic. The viral video had clearly taken a toll on our reputation, and people were starting to question Dr. Stephens' professionalism.

To make matters worse, our main competitor, Dr. Jones, was gaining more and more clients. He was just as handsome as Dr. Stephens, but had a sterling reputation that seemed to be attracting the patients we had lost.

He was understandably frustrated by the situation. He began to throw tantrums, lashing out at me and the rest of the staff, and his mood swings became more intense. I could sense the tension building in the clinic, and I knew that something had to change.

In an attempt to salvage our reputation, I suggested that we hold a promotional event to showcase the revolutionary Amatrex filler. Dr. Stephens was hesitant at first but eventually agreed, and we began planning the event.

We sent out invitations to influencers, celebrities, and potential clients, hoping to generate interest in the clinic and the Amatrex filler.

As the event drew closer, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and anxiety. I knew that the success of the event would be crucial for the clinic's future, and I desperately hoped that it would be enough to turn things around.

On the day of the event, the clinic was buzzing with anticipation. Dr. Stephens had regained some of his confidence, and he was eager to show off the Amatrex filler. The event was a success, with attendees expressing their interest in the filler and praising him for his innovative approach to cosmetic surgery.

However, our troubles were far from over. The damage caused by the viral video still loomed large, and it was clear that it would take more than a successful event to repair our reputation.

As the weeks went by, the clinic continued to struggle. Dr. Stephens' frustration grew, and his outbursts became more frequent. The atmosphere at the clinic was tense, and I couldn't help but worry about our future.

One day, as Dr. Stephens and I were discussing potential ways to revive the clinic's reputation, he suddenly had an epiphany.

"I've got it, Adam!" he exclaimed.

"We can target a new market—transgender women! I've been researching facial feminization and other feminizing procedures, and I believe we can make a real impact in that community."

At first, I was intrigued by the idea, but then Dr. Stephens suggested something that gave me pause.

"Adam, would you be willing to try the Amatrex filler yourself? It's dissolvable, so there's no harm in it. If it works well for you, it could help us gain credibility with our new target market."

I hesitated, unsure if I was ready to undergo such a drastic change to my appearance. I could see that Dr. Stephens was disappointed by my reaction, and I felt guilty for not being more supportive.

After a moment of contemplation, I decided that if this was the only way I could help restore the clinic's reputation, I was willing to do whatever it took.

We began the process with a lip injection.

“I’m scared…”

“Nah, don’t be, I’ve applied analgesics.”

“Are you sure?”

Without thinking things through, he held my hand and leaned closer.

“Just squeeze my hand and everything will be alright. Okay?”

And just like that, I closed my eyes and put all of my trust in him. To my surprise, I actually liked the way it looked.
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The next day, we moved on to my cheeks, which Dr. Stephens explained would help me appear more feminine. After that, he rounded my forehead, giving my face a softer, more feminine appearance.

With each injection, I felt my confidence growing. I would look in the mirror and hardly recognize myself, but there was something about my new appearance that I found empowering. Eventually, I even decided to try the filler in my hips and buttocks.

As I stared at my butt in my bedroom mirror, I couldn’t help but feel like I was being absorbed by a portal of femininity. Never did I imagine I’d feel so good by the sight of my new Coca-Cola body shape.

A day later, after clinic hours, Dr. Stephens made an exciting suggestion.

“Why don’t you try clothing that’s more appropriate for your new body shape? It’s time to showcase my work!”

Like a troll, I nodded, following him to his car. We went to various clothing stores, where dresses, skirts, and blouses—all items I had never considered wearing before, were staring at me as if they were begging for a new home.

Too obsessed with my hips and butt, I scoured through the lingerie section where I found the most gorgeous silk panties in the world. It had bows and floral embroidery, providing a hyper-feminine essence.

Without thinking things through, I removed my pants and briefs then held it against my crotch. My hips were so huge that I wasn’t sure they’d fit.

After struggling a little, there I was, in sexy pink panties. Too concerned about the bulge not looking right, I straddle and tuck then admired the image once more. Slowly, I turned, and seeing my feminine shape only strengthened my need to try on more feminine clothing.

As I tried different fabrics and styles, I started realizing why women loved to shop. There were so many fun options that it was literally impossible to satiate one’s cravings sporadically.

Finally, I settled for a pink tube-top and tight pink shorts then sauntered towards him as he waited in one of the couches.

“How do I look?”
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“Wow, that’s insane!” he said before pulling my waist and brushing his hands against my hips. Playfully, he squeezed my butt—not caring if others were looking.

“Just gorgeous, I can’t get my hands off you,” he said with warm breaths.

In addition to the shopping spree, Dr. Stephens arranged for me to have a salon makeover. As I sat in the stylist's chair, watching my reflection change before my eyes, I realized that I was not only helping the clinic, but also discovering a new side of myself that I had never known existed.

Throughout this process, I noticed that he was paying more attention to me than usual. He would frequently compliment my appearance, making me blush and feel even more confident in my new look.

Although he didn't explicitly express any romantic feelings for me, I couldn't help but wonder if my transformation was affecting our relationship.

As the weeks went by, word spread about our clinic's new focus on transgender women and our innovative use of the Amatrex filler. Appointments began to increase, and I could sense the relief in Dr. Stephens' demeanor.

One day, as we were reviewing his schedule, he turned to me and said, "Adam, I can't thank you enough for your support and willingness to try the filler. Your transformation has been instrumental in helping our clinic regain its footing."

I smiled, touched by his gratitude.

"I'm just glad I could help, Dr. Stephens. Plus, I've learned a lot about myself in the process."

As our clinic's reputation improved and our patient base grew, I found myself becoming more comfortable in my new look. My relationship with Dr. Stephens continued to evolve, and I began to notice subtle changes in the way he interacted with me. His compliments became more frequent, and I could sense a growing warmth and affection between us.

One evening, after a particularly successful day at the clinic, he invited me to join him for dinner at a nearby restaurant. As we shared a bottle of wine and discussed our recent successes, I couldn't help but feel a connection between us that seemed to extend beyond our professional relationship.

As the evening progressed, Dr. Stephens brought up the topic of my transformation once again.

"Adam, you've truly embraced this new side of yourself, and it's been incredible to watch. I have another suggestion for you, if you're open to it."

Curious, I asked, "What is it?"

"Well," he began, "I think you might really enjoy trying hair extensions and perhaps even taking hormones to achieve a more complete feminine look. Of course, it's entirely up to you, but I think you might find it fulfilling."

I thought about his suggestion, feeling a surge of excitement at the prospect of taking my transformation even further. While I had never considered taking hormones before, the idea now seemed appealing, especially with his encouragement.

"I'm definitely open to it," I replied, a smile spreading across my face.

"I trust your judgment, and I'm excited to see where this journey takes me."

Dr. Stephens' eyes lit up at my response, and he raised his glass in a toast.

"To new beginnings and self-discovery," he said, and I clinked my glass against his, sharing in the sentiment.

Over the next several weeks, I began my hormone therapy and had hair extensions added to my already feminine appearance. With each change, I felt a newfound sense of confidence and happiness, and I was grateful to him for his unwavering support and guidance.
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I stood in front of the mirror, admiring the reflection staring back at me. My curves were becoming more defined and my skin was softer than ever before. It was incredible how feminizing hormones had transformed me over the past few months.

As I gazed at my reflection, a feeling of euphoria washed over me. I couldn't believe how far I had come in my transition journey. It had been a difficult road, but every step was worth it.

I lifted my shirt and examined my breasts, which had grown in size since I started taking hormones. I couldn't help but smile at the thought of having them, feeling proud and empowered.

Looking back at my face, I noticed how much more feminine it had become. My jawline was softer, my cheekbones more defined, and my lips fuller. I was finally seeing the woman I had always felt like on the inside.

As I continued to stare at my reflection, I felt a sense of peace and contentment wash over me. This was who I was meant to be, and I was finally embracing it fully.
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I whispered to myself, "I am beautiful," and a tear rolled down my cheek. I had never felt more confident and secure in my own skin.

The journey was far from over, but in that moment, I knew I was exactly where I was supposed to be. After stepping away from the mirror, I made a promise to myself to keep pushing forward and to never give up on my true self.

As my appearance continued to evolve, so too did my relationship with Dr. Stephens. Our connection deepened, and it became increasingly apparent that there was more than just friendship between us. We began spending more time together outside of work, going on dates and exploring our blossoming feelings for one another.

One evening, after a romantic dinner at a candlelit restaurant, he walked me to my door, our hands intertwined. As we stood on my doorstep, he looked into my eyes and said, "Adam, I don't know if you've noticed, but—”

He shook his head, “—nevermind. It’s probably the alcohol.”

“No, please tell me.”

“Nothing, forget it,” he followed with a stern voice—disallowing me to push the prying further.

“So, I think that you’re missing something very important in this makeover.”

One thing that one must know about Dr. Stephens was not only did he have a way with words, but he was also an expert in pivoting conversations. Curious about another suggestion, my eyes widened.

“It’s time for breasts.”

He was right, I had everything that most transgender women longed for, but I lacked what a lot of them deemed important when it came to transition, breasts.

“It’s the right time, and if you’re not happy, we can just dissolve it.”

If he would’ve asked me the same question four months ago, I would’ve said no, but with my long hair, feminine physique, and beautiful face, all I could do was smile and nod.

“Perfect, add that on my schedule this Wednesday.”

The day finally arrived when Dr. Stephens would use the Amatrex filler to enhance my breasts. I was excited yet nervous about the procedure, unsure of how it would feel and how I would look afterward.

He seemed to sense my anxiety, and his reassuring presence helped calm my nerves.
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As I lay on the examination table, he gently squeezed my hand and said, "Don't worry. I'll be right here with you the whole time. I promise you'll be thrilled with the results."

With those comforting words, I took a deep breath and nodded, ready to take this next step in my journey.

He skillfully prepared the Amatrex filler, explaining each step of the process as he went along. His calm, knowledgeable demeanor further helped to ease my anxiety. As he began the injections, I felt only a mild discomfort, and my nervousness gradually faded away.

An hour later, the procedure was complete, and I anxiously stepped up to the full-length mirror to see the results. As I gazed at my reflection, I was astonished by the change.
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My body was now undeniably feminine, the curves of my chest filling out the dress I had chosen for this momentous occasion. I felt a wave of emotion wash over me, and tears welled up in my eyes.

In that moment, I realized just how much this transformation meant to me. I had come so far, both physically and emotionally, and it was all thanks to Dr. Stephens and his incredible skill and support.

As I stood there, taking in my new appearance, Kayla walked into the room. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she exclaimed, "You look so hot!"

"Thank you, Kayla," I replied, still teary-eyed.

"I couldn't have done it without you and Dr. Stephens."

As we chatted, she suddenly had an idea.

"You know what? Now that you have these beautiful new breasts, we need to get you some bras! I'd be more than happy to help you find the perfect ones."

I agreed, excited by the idea of fully embracing my new feminine form. The next day, Kayla and I embarked on a shopping excursion, searching for the perfect bras to complement my new figure.

We visited several lingerie stores, examining the various styles, colors, and functions of the bras on display. She patiently explained the differences between each type, helping me understand which would be best for my needs.

“Remember to be very honest with how you feel. If something’s uncomfortable, don’t buy it!” she warned.

We started with a simple, white, underwire bra that provided support and a subtle lift. The smooth fabric felt soft against my skin, and the delicate lace trim added a touch of elegance.

Next, we tried a bright pink push-up bra, which instantly boosted my confidence as it enhanced my cleavage. The padding felt comfortable and natural, they didn’t oppress my sensitive nipples too much, and the bold color made me feel fun and flirty.

We continued our search, exploring balconette bras, which offered a more revealing, sexy look. The black lace and intricate embroidery made me feel sophisticated and alluring.

I also tried on a strapless bra, perfect for wearing with off-the-shoulder tops and dresses, and a sports bra that would provide support and comfort during physical activities.
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Throughout our shopping trip, she offered her expert advice, helping me find the perfect fit and teaching me how to properly adjust the straps and hooks for maximum comfort and support. She also encouraged me to embrace different colors and patterns, adding variety and excitement to my new collection.

By the end of our adventure, I had amassed an impressive assortment of bras, each suited to a different occasion or outfit. As I made my way back to my apartment, my arms laden with shopping bags, I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment and pride. I had embraced my new identity with open arms, and my life had changed for the better in so many ways.

Over the following weeks, I continued to explore my newfound femininity, experimenting with different clothing styles, makeup looks, and hairstyles. With each new experience, I felt more and more comfortable in my own skin, as if I had finally discovered the person I was always meant to be.

Dr. Stephens and Kayla remained by my side throughout this journey, offering their unwavering support and encouragement. I felt incredibly fortunate to have them in my life, helping me navigate the challenges and triumphs of my transformation.

One evening, as we all gathered at the clinic for a celebratory dinner, I took a moment to express my gratitude.

"I just want to say thank you, Dr. Stephens and Kayla, for everything you've done for me. I couldn't have come this far without your help, and I'm so grateful to have you both in my life."

Dr. Stephens smiled warmly and replied, "We're just happy to see you so happy and confident. You deserve every bit of happiness this journey has brought you."

Kayla chimed in, "You're an amazing person, and we're so proud of you for embracing this new chapter of your life with such grace and courage."

As we enjoyed our meal together, laughter and conversation filling the room, I couldn't help but marvel at how much my life had changed. My transformation had not only altered my appearance but had also brought me closer to the people I cared about most.

In the months that followed, I continued to grow and evolve, both in my personal life and in my role at Rejuvenation Wellness Center. My experiences allowed me to connect with our patients on a deeper level, offering empathy and understanding that few others could provide.

And as I settled into my new identity, I couldn't help but notice a shift in Dr. Stephens' demeanor as well. He seemed to be growing closer to me, offering compliments and kind words more frequently than before.

I couldn't help but wonder if his feelings for me were changing, and I couldn't deny that my own feelings for him were growing stronger every day.


Doctor - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS I SAT ACROSS from Dr. Stephens, listening to him talk about launching me as the first face of his transgender services, I felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness. This would be a significant step in my journey, and I couldn't help but wonder if I was ready for the spotlight.

Kayla, sensing my apprehension, chimed in with an idea.

"You know what, Adam? I think it's time for a new name. Something more feminine to match your new look."

Dr. Stephens agreed.
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"That's a great idea, Kayla. Adam, what do you think?"

I hesitated for a moment, then nodded.

"Yeah, I think a new name would help me embrace this new chapter in my life."

We spent the next hour brainstorming ideas, tossing around names like Lily, Ava, and Olivia. Each name felt special in its own way, but none of them seemed to fit just right. Finally, Dr. Stephens suggested a name that felt perfect—Eve.

"Eve," I repeated, letting the name roll off my tongue.

"I like it. It's simple, elegant, and a perfect contrast to my old name."

With my new name decided, I went home that night feeling a renewed sense of excitement. I spent hours poring over fashion magazines, studying different styles and looks that I could incorporate into my new persona.

The day of my big reveal finally arrived, and I woke up early to start my preparations. I began with a long, relaxing bath, letting the warm water and fragrant bubbles envelop my body. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to envision the day ahead, mentally preparing for the transformation that awaited me.

After my bath, I stood in front of the mirror, studying my face and body. It was amazing how much I had changed over the past few months, and I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment wash over me.

Next, I carefully applied my makeup, choosing a soft, natural palette to accentuate my features. I spent extra time on my eyes, creating a subtle smoky look that made them appear even more alluring.

With my makeup complete, I moved on to my hair. I had recently gotten extensions, which added length and volume to my once-short locks. I opted for loose, cascading waves, which framed my face beautifully and added an air of sophistication to my overall look.

I took one last look in the mirror, admiring the woman I had become. I felt strong, confident, and ready to face the world as Eve.
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As I stepped into my closet, I was faced with a myriad of clothing options. I had spent weeks shopping for the perfect wardrobe, and now it was time to choose the outfit that would introduce Eve to the world.

After much deliberation, I settled on a form-fitting red dress that hugged my curves and accentuated my newly feminine figure. The bold color made a statement, and I knew it would turn heads as I walked into the clinic.

I slipped into a pair of strappy black heels, which added height and elongated my legs. As I practiced walking in them, I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of grace and poise.

With my outfit complete, I added a few finishing touches—a delicate silver necklace, a pair of diamond stud earrings, and a spritz of my favorite perfume. I felt elegant, stylish, and undeniably feminine.

As I made my way to the clinic, I could feel the butterflies in my stomach. This was a significant moment in my life, and I couldn't help but feel a bit nervous.

Moments later, I could feel the anticipation building. I took a deep breath, steadying myself before stepping through the door. When I entered, Dr. Stephens looked up from his desk, and his eyes widened in surprise.

"Wow, Eve! You look absolutely stunning," he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. I could feel my cheeks flush with a mix of pride and embarrassment.
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"Thank you, Dr. Stephens," I replied, feeling the confidence I had cultivated earlier that morning returning.

“Eve, meet Dimitriy, he’ll be your photographer.”

He took my hand and kissed it—sending shivers down my spine.

“A pleasure,” he said with a foreign accent.

He was tall, with a friendly smile and a warm, welcoming demeanor. As he stepped back, I could tell that he was excited to work with me.

The photoshoot began with some simple, natural poses. Dimitriy encouraged me to relax and be myself, guiding me through different positions while he snapped away with his camera. The sound of the shutter clicking was both exhilarating and nerve-wracking, but I quickly found myself enjoying the process.
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As we progressed, the poses became more elaborate, and I felt like a real model. I leaned against walls, draped myself over chairs, and even tried a few sultry looks at his suggestion. The more we shot, the more comfortable I became in front of the camera. The sense of empowerment I felt was intoxicating.

Dr. Stephens occasionally stepped in to pose with me, his arm around my waist or his hand gently resting on my shoulder. I could feel the warmth of his touch, and I found myself looking forward to those moments.

“How do I look?” he asked.

“You know already, or should I remind you by showing your inbox?” I jested.

We took a short break, during which Dimitriy showed me some of the photos he had taken so far. They were stunning—I could hardly believe that the beautiful, confident woman in the images was me.

As the shoot continued, I felt more and more at ease, and I began to experiment with different expressions and poses. Dimitriy was enthusiastic and supportive, offering praise and gentle suggestions when needed.

Finally, the photoshoot drew to a close. As Dimitriy packed up his equipment, Dr. Stephens approached me, a proud smile on his face.

"You did an amazing job, Eve," he said, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder.

"I knew you had it in you."

I smiled, feeling a sense of accomplishment and gratitude.

"Thank you, Dr. Stephens. I couldn't have done it without your support and encouragement."

He suggested that we go to his place to celebrate with some drinks, and I readily agreed. As we left the clinic and made our way to his home, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness.

Upon arriving at his place, he led me to the living room, where he poured us each a glass of champagne. The bubbles tickled my nose as I took a sip, the crisp, refreshing taste a perfect way to mark the occasion.
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We sat and talked, reminiscing about the journey that had led us to this moment. As we spoke, I couldn't help but notice the way Dr. Stephens looked at me—his gaze was warm and filled with admiration, making me feel truly seen and appreciated.

We continued to chat, laughter filling the room as we shared stories and jokes. The atmosphere was relaxed and comfortable, and I found myself opening up to him in a way I hadn't before.

As the evening wore on, the conversation took a more serious turn. He spoke of his dreams for the clinic and his hopes for the future. I listened intently, inspired by his passion and dedication.
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Suddenly, he leaned in a bit closer, a playful smile on his face.

"You know, Eve, I have to say that you have the most captivating eyes I've ever seen. They're absolutely mesmerizing."

I felt my cheeks warm, and I couldn't help but smile. "Thank you, Dr. Stephens. That's very sweet of you to say."

He chuckled and took another sip of his drink.

"Please, call me Nicolas. We're friends now, aren't we?"

"Of course," I agreed, my heart fluttering slightly at the thought of being on a first-name basis with him.

"Nicolas it is."

We continued our conversation, the mood light and flirty. At one point, he leaned in even closer, his voice low and teasing.

"I must admit, I was a little jealous of Dimitriy during the photoshoot today. He got to spend all that time capturing your beauty, while I was stuck on the sidelines."

I laughed, feeling a thrill at his words.

"Well, you did get to join in for a few shots. And besides, you're the one who made all of this possible."

His eyes met mine, his gaze warm and sincere.

"That's true, but I couldn't have done it without you, Eve. You're the one who truly brought this vision to life. You're not just beautiful on the outside—you have a strength and determination that's truly inspiring."

Our eyes locked, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks as I searched for the right words to say.

"Thank you, Nicolas. That means more to me than you know."

He smiled, his eyes never leaving mine.

"I'm just telling the truth, Eve. And I have a feeling that this is just the beginning for you. There's no limit to what you can achieve."

Suddenly, he leaned closer and started kissing me.

"But... Nicolas... I thought you..."
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"I don't know, Eve, I don't care, I just want to kiss you."

He started cupping my breasts and I was powerless to do anything. The weight of his masculine body and his lust were all too disarming to resist.

He was so close—his breath was on my face. My eyes were wide, my mouth was dry. His hand was in my hair, pulling me to him. I couldn't breathe, could barely speak. Then he kissed me again, more passionately this time. As I felt him move against me, I started to moan in delight.

"Mmm, this feels so good," I said.

Without thinking things through, he pulled my dress from under my body—revealing my huge tits.

“Look at my wonderful creation,” he jested as he tweaked my nipples.
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“I made these and it’s only right I get to play with them,” he said before devouring my breasts like a jawbreaker candy. Clinging to his hair was all I could do as he ate my boobs and grazed my nipples with his teeth.

“Ahhh, it feels so sensate,” I said.
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“Looks like the hormones you’re taking are working wonders,” he murmured before pulling away and taking his shirt button-by-button. My point of view was so erotic, his perfect body was like a wall of muscle and flesh that was about to oppress me.

Never did I imagine I’d be turned on by hot men but seeing him shirtless only debunked my stern heterosexual thoughts away. I’ve never been more proud of my decision of being a transgender woman just by knowing that the hottest doctor in San Diego was about to make love to me.

“I’ve never been with someone like you before,” he said as I helped him unbuckle his belt.

“Neither have I, but here we are, doctor,” I jested as I rubbed his thick bulge—further providing him ecstasy.

“Please be gentle, doctor,” I pleaded.

He pulled my hair and kissed me hard.

“I can’t promise,” he said with a harrowing stare.
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Moments later, there I was, knelt on the floor and in awe of how big his cock was. It was staring me in the face—standing tall, proud, and thick.

“I’ve never sucked a cock be—”

But before I could recite my trepidation, he pulled my hair and impaled my mouth with his cock.

“Ahh, there we go, the doctor is in,” he jested. I didn’t appreciate the surprise but his joke lightened my mood instantaneously. He tasted bittersweet, and I needed more. His precum was so delectable that I knew I had to suck him dry.

“Mmm, mmm,” I groaned while providing him an amateur fellatio.

“Less teeth, please,” he said sweetly as he rested his hands behind his thick neck.

“You’re driving me wild, Eve!” he let out before gyrating in and out of me—knocking on my tonsils like he was delivering a package.

“Gwak!” I let out.

“Sorry, Eve, you’re just so damn hot,” he said before kissing me once more. I could feel his impatience growing as he started carrying me to his bed.

He pinned my hands on his sheets then started licking my neck—tickling me with his desire, passion, and lust.

“You taste so sweet, Eve, those hormones really did something to your body. You’re intoxicating!”

Trailing my breasts, he started licking my freshly waxed armpits—relishing on my pheromones and smoothness. I was getting a little ticklish but I stopped myself to avoid ruining the mood.

My panties were soaking wet and my dick was begging to escape them. Albeit I wanted it to breathe freely, I was too scared to turn him off.

“Ahhh!” I let out a soft scream.

The trepidation I felt blew out the window as soon as he sunk his face into my crotch.

“Mmm, you smell so good,” he moaned.

“I think it’s only fair that I do this to you too.”

Shaking my head, I pushed him away softly.

“You don’t have to do that.”

“Don’t be silly, Eve, it’s not everyday that I get to have someone as rare as you in my bed.”

Shortly after, he pulled the garter down, revealing my wet and throbbing girly dick. He started by delivering tongue flicks on my balls, letting me know that he didn’t feel weird about what I had.

Looking at him, with red skin and eyes squeezed, made me appreciate his effort more. Slowly, he opened his mouth and started letting my mushroom head go in and out of his orifice—providing me with an intense orgasmic sensation.

“It feels so nice,” I said.

He locked eyes with me—clearly proud that he was servicing me—and doing a better job than I did based on how his teeth barely touched my shaft.

“You like it, Eve?”

With a lascivious visage, all I could do was faintly nod. He then spat on my dick three times—shocking me with how sanitary he was whenever we were at the clinic, a stark contrast with how extremely dirty he was in bed.

All I could do was roll my head in euphoria as I went in and out of his throat. Dr. Stephens was a passionate lover. Here I was, afraid that he wouldn’t like me and there he was, like a hungry tiger showing how balls-deep in ecstasy he was for me.

“Nurse Eve, will you allow Doctor Stephens inside your ass?” he playfully said.

“Mmm, please be gentle, doctor, I’m a virgin.”

Soon after, he maneuvered my body in a doggy position and started eating my ass like it was groceries. As soon as his tongue touched my orgasmic walls of pleasure, I knew that there was no turning back.

I wasn’t ignorant when it came to rimming, after all, I’ve done it plenty of times with my ex-girlfriends. But nobody has ever done it to me and it dawned on me how much I missed out on.

“Ahhh! It feels so good!” I let out.

“You taste so good,” he murmured.

Pulling away, he spat on my hole several times before grazing it with his fat cock head.

“I can’t wait to inject and fill you,” he said. With a faint giggle, I said, “Well, you’ve done it several times already, except there.”

“Are you ready for me, Nurse Eve?”

Leaning back, I kissed him once more to calm my racing nerves.

“Yes, Dr. Stephens, please be gentle.”

Soon after, his dick made me feel how it was like to participate in the reverse taking of the Excalibur.
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“Ahhh! The doctor is in,” he jested once more—trying to calm the pain.

“Fuck!” I groaned in pain as he inserted more inches.

“Shh, shh, it’s going to be alright, shh.”

Feeling his warm and soft kisses on my ears were like analgesics to my body. The more he kissed me, the less pain I felt, and soon after, he was fully inside of me.

His cock swelled, pulsated, and twitched inside me, and all I could do was provide it with my much-needed cushion. As he continued kissing my neck, the pain started fading away. With his slight movements, I felt my prostate dance in desire. Slowly, I circled my hips to know if I could get more sensations, and my hunch was right.

“I’m ready, doctor,” I sweetly said—causing his eyes to widen in excitement.

“Fuck!”
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Now, it was his time to scream expletives from the tactile hospitality that only my ass could deliver. He continued pouncing in and out, filling the room with the sound of our slapping thighs and his curses.

“Oh, fuck! Eve! You’re so fucking tight!”

“Mmm, ahh! Your dick is so big, doctor…”

Clawing his sheets, I was lost in euphoria, I surrendered myself to him and the pleasure that he consistently provided. His sweat dripped onto my back, only causing me to want more.
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“Deeper, harder!” I cheered.

A proud man, he followed, sending me orgasmic sensations, blow-by-blow, pound-per-pound, thrust-to-thrust.

“Yes! Keep fucking me!”

“Oh, fuck! I think I’m gonna cum!”

He pulled my hair with one hand and sunk his fingers deeper into my hips with the other—ensuring that he fucked me as deeply as he could.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah!” I let out.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“I’m gonna cum! Open your mouth!”

He rushed towards me—accidentally slapping my face with his hard cock as he jerked it aggressively.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”
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And just like that, he squirted all over my face and painted me with his gravy. My hole was still beating—enjoying the aftermath of his penetration, as his cum dripped into my mouth.

“Fuck!” he let out one last squirt before collapsing on top of me—breathing heavily and hardly from the most intense orgasm he has felt in his existence.

“Thank you, Eve, you’re such a sweet girl.”

“Mmm, doctor… thank you.”

As he lay on top of me—spent and exhausted, I couldn’t help but wonder what was to come. Did he only react based on the alcohol, was I a fling, or were we headed to somewhere more special?


Doctor - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY AT WORK, I couldn't help but feel a bit giddy as I went about my tasks. The memory of the night I spent with Nicolas lingered in my mind, making it difficult to focus on anything else.

Whenever we were alone, he would pull me close, planting a tender kiss on my lips and whispering sweet nothings in my ear. "Eve, last night was truly magical," he'd say, his eyes filled with warmth and affection.

However, whenever someone else was around, he would become more reserved, almost as if he was hiding his feelings for me. This confused me, but I didn't want to push him for answers.

One day, while we were alone in his office, I decided to ask him about his sudden change in demeanor whenever we were around other people.

"Nicolas, why do you act so differently when we're around others?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He sighed and looked at me with a mix of concern and sadness. "Eve, you have to understand that right now, I'm still repairing my image after that video scandal. If people find out that we're together, they might think that I'm just going back to my old ways as a womanizer, and I don't want that to happen."

I nodded, understanding where he was coming from.

"I get it, Nicolas. We can keep our relationship a secret for now. I just want you to know that I'm here for you, no matter what."

He smiled and pulled me in for a hug.

"Thank you, Eve. That means the world to me."

As the days went by, we continued to keep our relationship a secret, stealing moments of affection whenever we had the chance. It was difficult, but I knew it was necessary for the sake of Nicolas's reputation.

I couldn't help but feel a little envious when I saw him interacting with his female patients, always charming and attentive. I knew he was just doing his job, but a part of me wished that he could be that open with me in public.

One evening, after a particularly long day at work, he and I were alone in his office, catching up on paperwork. He looked up from his desk and gave me a mischievous grin.

"Hey, Eve, do you want to take a break and grab a coffee with me?"

I smiled back at him.
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"Sure, why not?"

As we walked down the hallway, hand in hand, I suddenly felt a rush of happiness. I knew that our relationship had its challenges, but I was grateful for the love and support we shared. We may have had to hide our love from the world, but in those quiet moments alone, it was enough for me.

As we continued our secret romance, I couldn't help but think about the future. Would we ever be able to be open about our love? Would the world ever accept us as a couple?

These questions weighed on my mind, but for now, all I could do was cherish the moments we had together and hope that one day, things would change for the better.

Over time, I noticed that he seemed to be more at ease with our situation. He would often sneak little touches and kisses when we were alone, making me feel loved and cherished.

"Eve, you make me so happy," he would say, his voice filled with emotion.

"I feel the same way about you, Nicolas," I would reply, my heart swelling with love for him.

Despite the secrecy, our love continued to grow, and I knew that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with this amazing man. I just hoped that one day, we could share our love openly, without fear of judgment or backlash.

A day later, the clinic had never been busier. Ever since the campaign for the transgender services went viral, we'd been receiving a constant stream of phone calls, with people wanting to interview me or book appointments. It was overwhelming, but in the best possible way.

I couldn't believe the attention I was getting. One moment, I was an ordinary nurse, and the next, I was being interviewed by various media outlets and collaborating with influencers. It felt like a dream come true.

The first interview I had was with a local news station. They wanted to hear my story and learn more about the clinic's transgender services.

As I sat in front of the camera, I couldn't help but feel a little nervous. But as soon as the interview started, my confidence began to grow.

"Well, Eve, tell us a bit about your journey and how you became the face of Dr. Stephens' transgender services," the reporter asked, her eyes fixed on me.

I took a deep breath and began to recount my story.
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"It all started when I began working at the clinic as a nurse. Dr. Stephens and I became close, and he introduced me to the world of cosmetic surgery. He saw potential in me, and when he decided to expand the clinic's services to cater to transgender individuals, he asked me to be the face of the campaign."

“Exactly how close are you guys, we all know his reputation as the ladies’ man.”

With a soft giggle, I shook my head.

“He’s such a gentleman, it’s not hard to see why ladies love him.”

At that very moment, I wanted to tell the truth, but knowing that a lie would make him happier, I said, “nothing’s going on between us, he’s my boss, that’s all.”

The reporter nodded, clearly intrigued.

"That’s a safe answer. By the way, how has this experience been for you?"

I smiled, thinking back on everything I'd been through.

"It's been an incredible journey. I've learned so much about myself and what it means to be truly comfortable in your own skin. The support and love I've received from the transgender community have been overwhelming, and I'm so grateful for the opportunity to be a part of this amazing movement."

As the interview continued, I couldn't help but feel proud of what I'd accomplished. I was making a difference in people's lives, and that was a feeling I wouldn't trade for anything in the world.

After the interview aired, the clinic's phone lines were flooded with even more calls. People were eager to book appointments and learn more about the services we offered. Even influencers were reaching out to collaborate with us, hoping to spread the word about our groundbreaking treatments.

One day, while I was in the middle of a consultation, Kayla burst into the room, grinning from ear to ear.

"Eve, you're not going to believe this! A huge beauty influencer just contacted us and wants to do a collaboration with you!"

I couldn't contain my excitement.

"Really? That's amazing! Who is it?"

Her grin grew even wider.

"Her name is Sophia, and she has over a million followers on Instagram! She wants to come in for a consultation and document the whole process on her social media platforms. This could be huge for us, Eve!"

I felt a surge of pride as I realized just how far we'd come. This collaboration could bring even more attention to the clinic and help so many more people find the support and services they needed.

As the weeks went by, I continued to do interviews and collaborate with influencers. Each day was filled with excitement and new opportunities, and I couldn't be happier.

However, amidst all the success, I couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness. Nicolas and I were still hiding our relationship from the world, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to keep our love a secret. We stole kisses and shared tender moments whenever we could, but it never felt like enough.

One evening, after a particularly busy day at the clinic, Nicolas and I were alone in his office, catching our breath after another whirlwind day. He looked at me with a mix of pride and concern, his eyes searching mine.

"Eve, I'm so proud of everything you've accomplished," he said, his voice filled with sincerity.

"But I can't help but worry about our relationship. It's getting harder and harder to hide how I feel about you."

I nodded, feeling the same way.

"I know, Nicolas. It's tough for me too. But we're doing this for a reason, right? We want to protect your reputation and the clinic."

He sighed, running a hand through his hair.

"Yes, of course, but I can't help but feel like we're sacrificing our happiness for the sake of appearances. Is it really worth it?"

I reached out and took his hand, squeezing it gently.

"I believe it is, Nicolas. Look at how many lives we're changing. We're making a real difference, and that's worth any sacrifice. Eventually, things will settle down, and we'll be able to be open about our love."

He looked into my eyes, his expression softening.

"I hope you're right, Eve. I love you more than anything, and I just want to be able to share that with the world."

"I love you too, Nicolas," I whispered, leaning in for a tender kiss.

As the weeks turned into months, our lives continued to be filled with excitement and challenges. The clinic was busier than ever, and our transgender services were making a real impact in the community. Still, Nicolas and I kept our relationship a secret, hiding our love behind closed doors.

During a rare quiet moment, I found myself daydreaming about the day when we could finally be open about our love. I imagined walking hand-in-hand with him, not worrying about who might see us or what they might think. I longed for that freedom, but I knew that for now, it was just a dream.

One day, while I was sitting at my desk, lost in thought, Kayla approached me with a concerned look on her face.

"Eve, are you okay? You seem a little down lately."

I forced a smile, not wanting to burden her with my worries.

"I'm fine, Kayla. Just a little tired, I guess."

She studied me for a moment before nodding.

"Well, if you ever need someone to talk to, you know I'm here for you."

I smiled gratefully at her.

"Thank you. I appreciate that."

As the days went by, the clinic continued to thrive, with more and more people coming in to learn about our services and meet me, the face of the transgender campaign.

However, I couldn't help but notice that Dr. Stephens, my love and the brilliant surgeon behind it all, was being overshadowed. Despite his immense talent and dedication, the attention seemed to be focused solely on me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that this was affecting him.

Though he loved me, I could see that his ego was taking a hit. He tried to hide it, but I could tell that he was struggling with the situation.

The last straw came when a group of new customers flocked to the clinic, excitedly taking pictures with me while completely ignoring him. I could see the hurt and frustration in his eyes, and before I knew it, he stormed out of the clinic.

Panicked, I chased after him, calling out his name.

"Nicolas, wait! Please, let's talk about this."

But he was too far gone, his anger propelling him away from me. As I tried to catch up, my heart ached, knowing that I was the cause of his pain. I wanted nothing more than to make things right, but I didn't know how.

As I continued searching for him, I unexpectedly bumped into Dr. Jones, a well-known competitor in the world of cosmetic surgery.

[image: ]

"Eve, are you okay?" he inquired, a look of genuine concern on his face.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of whether I should confide in his competitor. Finally, I sighed and nodded.

"I'm just having a rough day. It's a long story."

He gestured toward a nearby café.

"Well, why don't we grab a coffee, and you can tell me what's going on? Maybe I can help."

I hesitated, knowing that he was competition, but I felt so lost and alone that I agreed. As we sat down and ordered our drinks, I tried to think of what I should say, knowing that I needed to be cautious with my words.

Sensing my reluctance, he gently prodded.

"Eve, you can trust me. I'm not here to cause trouble for you or the clinic. I just want to help if I can."

Taking a deep breath, I decided to share a limited version of the story.

"Well, the clinic has been getting a lot of attention lately, mainly because of the transgender services campaign I've been a part of. And while it's been great for the clinic, it seems to be causing some problems between me and Dr. Stephens."

He nodded, understanding the delicate balance of professional relationships.

"It can be difficult when one person starts getting more attention than the other, especially in a close working environment."

"Yes," I agreed.

“It's just that I never wanted to overshadow him. He's such an amazing surgeon, and he's done so much for me. I just want things to be okay between us."

He took a sip of his coffee, considering the situation.

"Well, it's clear that you care about Dr. Stephens and the clinic. Maybe the best thing you can do is to find a way to shift some of the attention back to him. Show the world what an incredible surgeon and person he is."

I thought about his words, realizing that he was right. I needed to find a way to share the spotlight with Nicolas, to show everyone that we were a team and that his talents were just as important as mine.

"Thank you, Dr. Jones," I said sincerely.

"I really appreciate your advice."

"You're welcome, Eve. I'm glad I could help. Just remember that you're both on the same team, working toward the same goal. Don't let the attention divide you."

With renewed determination, I set out to find Nicolas and make things right between us. When I finally found him, sitting alone on a park bench, I approached cautiously.

"Nicolas, can we talk?" I asked, my voice filled with concern and love.

He looked up at me, his eyes red from unshed tears.

"What's there to talk about, Eve? You've become the star of the clinic, and I'm just... I'm just fading into the background."

I sat down beside him, taking his hand in mine.

"Nicolas, I never wanted this to happen. I never wanted to overshadow you or make you feel less important. You're an amazing surgeon, and you've done so much for me and for the clinic. I want to find a way to share the spotlight with you, to show the world that we're a team."

Reaching out, he swatted my hand.

“I’m not in the mood, Eve. See you at the clinic.”


Doctor - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, as I stood in front of my closet, I found myself pondering Dr. Jones's advice. I wanted to find a way for Nicolas to get more attention and recognition for his incredible work, and I realized that part of that might involve making some changes in my own appearance.

Ever since my procedures, I had always dressed seductively, but perhaps I could be a bit more modest, allowing Nicolas to shine more in the spotlight.

I reached for a knee-length, navy-blue dress with a modest neckline and three-quarter sleeves. The dress hugged my curves gently, and while it was still feminine and stylish, it was also more conservative than my usual outfits. I paired the dress with simple black pumps and decided to keep my makeup minimal, accentuating my eyes with a soft, brown eyeshadow and a swipe of mascara.

As I looked in the mirror, I felt confident and professional, and I hoped that this small change might help to shift the focus back to him and his amazing surgical skills.

When I arrived at the clinic, I was greeted by Kayla, who immediately noticed my new look.

"You look different, Eve."

I smiled, feeling a little self-conscious.

"Yeah… is it okay?"

She nodded slightly.

"Well, it suits you. But it’s kind of boring."

She was right, but I had to make this sacrifice. As the day went on, I made a conscious effort to step back and let Nicolas take the lead in our interactions with patients. I wanted them to see how knowledgeable and skilled he was, and to understand that our clinic's success was due to both of our contributions.

During lunch, I sat down with him and shared my thoughts with him.

"Nicolas, I've been thinking about what happened yesterday, and I want you to know that I'm going to do everything I can to make sure you get the recognition you deserve. I've already started by dressing more modestly, and I'm going to make a conscious effort to step back and let you take the lead with our patients."
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He looked at me, his eyes filled with gratitude.

"Eve, I can't tell you how much that means to me. I've been feeling so overshadowed lately, and it's been really difficult. I love you and I'm so proud of your success, but I just want to feel like I'm still making a difference, too."

I reached across the table and squeezed his hand.

"You are making a difference, Nicolas. You always have been. And I promise that I'll do everything I can to make sure everyone knows that."

Over the next several weeks, I continued to make changes, both in my appearance and my interactions with patients. I noticed that, gradually, the focus began to shift back to him and his incredible surgical skills.

It felt good to see him getting the recognition he deserved, and I could tell that it was having a positive impact on his confidence and our relationship. I was so proud of my man.

In addition to my efforts at the clinic, I began using my social media presence to highlight his accomplishments. I shared stories of successful surgeries and happy patients, always making sure to give credit to the man behind the magic.

As the days went by, Nicolas and I regained our close relationship, and things between us felt sweeter than ever. We spent time together both inside and outside the clinic, and I cherished the moments we shared.

One day, as I was tidying up our shared office, I came across a fancy-looking envelope. Curious, I picked it up and saw that it was addressed to Dr. Nicolas Stephens. I handed it to him, watching as he opened it and read the contents.

His eyes widened in surprise.

"Eve, you're not going to believe this. It's an invitation to attend the Met Gala."

I gasped, excited for him.

"Wow, Nicolas! That's incredible! You should definitely go!"

He hesitated, clearly unsure.

"I don't know, Eve. It's not really my scene. I'd rather just focus on my work."

I could understand his reluctance, but I also knew that this could be a great opportunity for him to get even more recognition for his incredible skills.
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"You’re missing the picture! It could be an amazing chance to network and meet new people. Plus, it's the Met Gala! It's a once-in-a-lifetime experience."

After some convincing, he finally agreed.

"Alright, Eve. You're right. This could be a great opportunity. I'll go."

I was thrilled for him and immediately began planning our shopping trip for the perfect suit. The following weekend, we headed to an upscale boutique that specialized in high-end men's fashion.

As we walked in, the scent of luxurious leather and fine fabrics filled my nostrils, and I felt a shiver of excitement run down my spine. This was going to be so much fun.

As he tried on various suits, I watched, offering my opinions on each one. The salesperson assisting us was incredibly helpful, suggesting different styles and colors to best complement his features.

We finally settled on a stunning, deep blue suit with a subtle texture. It fit him like a glove, accentuating his broad shoulders and trim waist. I couldn't help but admire how dashing he looked.

Once we had chosen the perfect suit, we moved on to selecting the accessories. A crisp white dress shirt, a silver silk tie, and a matching pocket square completed the ensemble.

As he stepped out of the dressing room in his full outfit, I felt my heart skip a beat. He looked absolutely breathtaking.

"You look amazing," I gushed, unable to contain my enthusiasm.

He smiled, clearly pleased with the result.

"Thanks, love. I couldn't have done it without you."

As we prepared to leave the boutique, he suddenly pulled me into a quiet corner. With a mischievous glint in his eye, he leaned in and pressed his lips against mine.

The warmth of his kiss sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt my knees go weak. I wrapped my arms around him, reveling in the moment and the undeniable love we shared.

As we pulled apart, he whispered in my ear, "Thank you... for everything."

I smiled, my heart swelling with happiness.

"Anything for you, my love."

With his new suit in hand, we left the boutique, both of us excited for the upcoming Met Gala. I knew that Nicolas would make a lasting impression, after all, he was the hottest man in the world.

The next day at the clinic, I noticed Nicolas seemed lost in thought, a pensive expression on his face. I approached him, concerned.

"Hey, is everything alright?"

He sighed, clearly troubled by something.

"Eve, I have some bad news. I found out that I couldn't get a plus one for the Met Gala. I don't want to go without you."

I was disappointed, but I didn't want him to miss out on such a fantastic opportunity.

"You should still go. Think of it as a business opportunity. Don't worry about me, I'll be fine."

He hesitated, but after some convincing, he finally agreed.

"Alright, Eve. I'll go, but I really wish you could be there with me."

I smiled, trying to hide my disappointment.

"I know, but it's more important for you to be there. Just promise to take lots of pictures for me, okay?"

He nodded, and we moved on, focusing on our work and preparing for the big night.

A week later, on the night of the Met Gala, I found myself at Kayla's apartment, watching the event on TV. She had invited me over for a girls' night, and I was grateful for the distraction.

She wasn't aware of my relationship with Nicolas, so I had to keep my feelings bottled up as we watched the glamorous event unfold.

As the celebrities began to arrive, I eagerly scanned the screen for any glimpse of Nicolas. My heart leaped when I finally saw him, looking as dashing as ever in his tailored suit. But my excitement quickly turned to shock as I noticed the stunning woman on his arm—an upcoming model named Kristale Jenner.

Kayla, unaware of my feelings, gushed over the couple.
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"Wow, look at Dr. Stephens with that gorgeous model! They make such a stunning pair."

I tried to hide my surprise and hurt, forcing a smile as I nodded in agreement.

"Yes, they do look great together."
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Inside, my mind was racing. I trusted him, but I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as I watched him walk the red carpet with Kristale. I couldn't help but wonder if he had feelings for her, and if our relationship was in danger.

As the night went on, I tried to focus on the positives. Nicolas was getting the recognition he deserved, and his presence at the Met Gala would surely help boost his career even further. I reminded myself that I had encouraged him to attend the event, and that he had been hesitant to go without me.

In a quiet moment, I took a deep breath and gathered my thoughts. I needed to trust him and believe in our relationship. We had been through so much together, and our love was strong. I couldn't let my insecurities and jealousy ruin everything we had built.

As I watched him on the screen, I forced myself to cheer for him, even if it hurt. I knew that this night was important for his career, and I wanted him to succeed. And deep down, I believed that he loved me and would never do anything to jeopardize our relationship.

The Met Gala continued, and I tried my best to enjoy the night with Kayla. We laughed, gossiped, and commented on the incredible outfits on display. But in the back of my mind, I couldn't help but worry about Nicolas and his glamorous date.

When the event was finally over, I returned home, my thoughts still consumed by the night's events. As I lay in bed, I replayed the night's coverage in my mind, unable to shake the image of Nicolas and Kristale together.

But as the hours ticked by, I reminded myself of my trust in him and our love for each other. I knew that our relationship was built on a solid foundation, and I couldn't let one night at a glamorous event tear us apart.

The following day, I anxiously awaited his return to the clinic. I was eager to hear about his experience at the Met Gala, and I was determined to trust him and be supportive.

As soon as he walked through the door, I could see the excitement in his eyes.

"Eve, you won't believe the incredible people I met last night. It was surreal."

He began to tell me about his conversations with various celebrities, how he had made some excellent connections, and how much fun he had had. As he spoke, I couldn't help but smile, genuinely happy for him.

But I knew I needed to address my feelings about Kristale. As the conversation began to wind down, I took a deep breath and broached the subject.

"Nicolas, I saw you on TV last night with Kristale Jenner. You two looked great together."

He nodded, but quickly reassured me.

"Yes, she's a lovely person, but you’re my girl.”

With a scoff, I crossed my arms.

“You have nothing to worry about, Eve. You're the one I care about."

Hearing his words, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I knew that I had to trust him, and hearing him confirm his feelings for me only strengthened my resolve.

"Thank you, love. I trust you, and I'm really proud of you for making the most of that opportunity."

We shared a warm embrace, reaffirming our love for each other. As we pulled apart, he smiled at me.

"Love, I took so many pictures for you. I can't wait to show you everything I saw."

Later that day, while Nicolas was out of the clinic to meet with new filler suppliers, Kayla burst into the office, her eyes wide with excitement.

"Eve, you won't believe what I just saw!" she screamed, holding up her phone.

I looked at the screen and felt my heart drop into my stomach. There, in the after-party paparazzi photos, were Nicolas and Kristale, making out passionately.

My blood began to boil, but I forced myself to keep my composure, reminding myself that Kayla didn't know about my relationship with Nicolas.

"Wow," I muttered, trying to sound unaffected.

"That's... interesting."

She continued to gush about the scandal, completely unaware of how much it was hurting me. I did my best to listen, but my thoughts were consumed by betrayal and anger.

When Nicolas finally returned to the office, I confronted him immediately, shoving the photos in his face.

"What the hell is this, Nicolas?"

He looked genuinely shocked, staring at the pictures in disbelief.
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"Eve, I-I can explain."

I wasn't in the mood for explanations.

"You better start talking because this looks pretty damn incriminating to me."

He sighed, running a hand through his hair.

"I don't remember any of this happening. I had too much to drink at the after-party, and I must have lost control."

My anger flared.

"So that's your excuse? You were drunk? You never changed, Nicolas. You're still a womanizer!" I stormed out of the clinic, tears streaming down my face, my heart shattered into a million pieces.

As I stumbled down the street, blinded by tears, I nearly collided with Dr. Jones. He quickly reached out, steadying me, concern etched on his face.
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"Eve, what's wrong?"

Unable to hold back my emotions any longer, I broke down in his arms, sobbing uncontrollably. He held me, offering me comfort and understanding as I cried.

After a few minutes, he gently guided me to a nearby coffee shop. We sat down, and he handed me a tissue to wipe my tears.

"Tell me what happened, Eve. I'm here for you."

Taking a deep breath, I recounted the entire story, from my relationship with Nicolas to the devastating photos of him and Kristale. As I spoke, Dr. Jones listened attentively, his expression sympathetic.

When I finished, he shook his head.

"I'm so sorry you're going through this, Eve. You deserve so much better."

His words were like a balm to my wounded heart, and I found myself opening up to him even more. We spoke for hours, our conversation flowing effortlessly as we shared our lives, our dreams, and our disappointments.

The more I talked to Dr. Jones, the more I realized how much I had in common with him. We had both been hurt by people we loved, and we were both looking for a way to heal.

As the sun began to set, I knew I had to return to the clinic and face Nicolas. Dr. Jones walked me back, his presence providing a sense of comfort and support.

Before we parted ways, he looked me in the eyes, his voice full of sincerity.

"Eve, remember that you're strong and you deserve happiness. No matter what happens, you can always count on me."

His words stayed with me as I entered the clinic, my heart heavy with the knowledge that I had to confront Nicolas and make a decision about our future.

The moment I walked in, Nicolas rushed to my side, his eyes pleading.

"Eve, please, let me explain everything. I never meant to hurt you. I love you, and I want to make this right."

I stared at him, my emotions a whirlwind of anger, sadness, and confusion.

"How can I ever trust you again, Nicolas? You betrayed me, and it's going to take a lot more than an apology to fix that."

"I know," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

"But I promise you, Eve, I will do everything in my power to make it up to you. Please, just give me a chance to prove myself."

I wanted so badly to believe him, to let him back into my heart, but I couldn't ignore the pain he had caused me.

"Nicolas, I need time to think. I need to figure out if I can ever trust you again."

He nodded, tears welling up in his eyes.

"I understand. Take all the time you need, Eve. I'll be here, waiting, and hoping that we can find a way to move past this."

I walked away from him, my heart heavy with uncertainty. Over the next few days, I spent a lot of time reflecting on my relationship with Nicolas and what I truly wanted.

Dr. Jones and I continued to talk, and his friendship provided a much-needed sense of stability and support. He never pressured me to make a decision or tried to influence my feelings towards Nicolas, and I appreciated that more than words could express.

During that time, Nicolas did everything he could to show me how much he cared. He was attentive, thoughtful, and genuinely remorseful for his actions. Slowly, I could see that he was trying to change, to become a better man for me. But the pain was still there and I lost my trust on him completely.


Doctor - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I RECEIVED A CALL from Dr. Jones one evening, inviting me to dinner. I was still feeling hurt and betrayed by Nicolas, and I needed someone to talk to. I accepted the invitation, eager for a pleasant distraction from my tumultuous emotions.
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As I entered the upscale restaurant, I spotted Dr. Jones sitting at a beautifully set table. He looked absolutely dashing in a tailored suit that perfectly accentuated his broad shoulders and toned physique. His dark hair was neatly styled, and his piercing blue eyes sparkled with warmth and intelligence.

He stood up as I approached, a refined smile gracing his lips.

"Eve, you look stunning," he complimented, taking in my elegant dress and carefully styled hair.

"Thank you, Dr. Jones," I replied, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks.

"You look quite dashing yourself."

He pulled out my chair with a chivalrous flourish, and I couldn't help but compare his actions to Nicolas's more casual demeanor. As we settled into our seats and began to peruse the menu, Dr. Jones regaled me with stories of his upbringing.

"I come from a long line of doctors and businessmen," he shared, his voice rich and engaging.

"I was fortunate enough to study at Cambridge, where I developed a deep passion for helping others."

I listened in awe as he spoke of his family's accomplishments and his own prestigious education. It was clear that he was a man of wealth and distinction, and I couldn't help but be drawn to him.

As the evening wore on, the conversation between us flowed easily, and I found myself flirting with him. He reciprocated my advances, his eyes twinkling with amusement and attraction.

"I must say, Eve, I've never met anyone quite like you," he told me, his gaze never leaving mine.

"You're a truly remarkable woman."

I felt my heart flutter at his words, and I couldn't deny the chemistry between us.

"Thank you, Dr. Jones," I replied, my voice barely more than a whisper.

"I have to admit, I'm enjoying getting to know you as well."

As our meal progressed, I couldn't help but be captivated by Dr. Jones's refined demeanor. He was attentive and charming, always ensuring that my glass was full and my needs were met. It was a stark contrast to my experiences with Nicolas, who often seemed more focused on himself than on me.

As the evening came to a close, he gallantly offered me his arm as we left the restaurant. I accepted, feeling the warmth of his touch as we strolled along the moonlit streets. I couldn't help but think about how different he was from Nicolas and how much I enjoyed his company.

When we reached my doorstep, Dr. Jones turned to face me, his eyes full of sincerity.

"I had a wonderful time tonight, Eve," he said, his voice soft and genuine.

"I hope we can do this again soon."

I looked up at him, my heart racing with anticipation.

"I would like that very much, Dr. Jones," I replied, my words tinged with longing.

As he leaned in to kiss me, I felt a shiver of excitement run down my spine. His lips met mine in a tender, passionate embrace, and I couldn't help but give myself over to the moment.

The next day, my thoughts were consumed by the memories of the previous night. I couldn't deny that I was attracted to Dr. Jones, and I couldn't help but wonder if there could be a future for us.

The next day, I couldn't shake the thoughts of Dr. Jones from my mind. He had been so charming and attentive during our dinner, and I couldn't help but be drawn to him. But as I arrived at the clinic, I was met with a surprise—Nicolas had decided to woo me all day.

He started by bringing me a fresh cup of coffee, just the way I liked it.

"I thought you might need this," he said, offering me the steaming mug with a small smile.

I accepted the coffee but kept my distance.

"Thank you, Nicolas," I replied, my tone polite but distant. I was determined to maintain my boundaries, no matter how charming he was being.

Throughout the day, he continued his efforts to win me back. He left a small bouquet of flowers on my desk, complimented my outfit, and even offered to take me out for lunch. But I remained steadfast in my resolve, not wanting to give him the impression that his actions could easily erase the hurt he had caused.

As the day wore on, I couldn't help but feel conflicted. I appreciated Nicolas's attempts to make amends, but I also couldn't forget how much I had enjoyed my time with Dr. Jones. My heart was torn between the two men, and I struggled to make sense of my feelings.

As I checked my phone, I discovered a series of texts from Dr. Jones. He had sent me sweet messages, asking about my day and wishing me well. I felt a warmth in my chest as I read his words, and I couldn't help but respond in kind.

"Thank you for your messages, Dr. Jones," I typed, my fingers flying across the screen.

"I had a lovely time with you last night, and I hope we can see each other again soon."

As I sent the message, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt for communicating with Dr. Jones behind Nicolas's back. But I also knew that I couldn't ignore the connection I felt with him. I was torn between my loyalty to Nicolas and my growing attraction to Dr. Jones, and I didn't know how to reconcile my feelings.

The day continued in much the same way, with Nicolas making every effort to show me how much he cared. He even surprised me with a beautiful pair of earrings, which he insisted I keep as a token of his affection.

"I just want you to know how much you mean to me, Eve," he told me, his eyes filled with sincerity.

"I'm sorry for the way I've acted in the past, it was just a silly kiss, nothing more, you can even check my phone."

Despite my determination to keep my distance, I couldn't help but be touched by his words. I stared at the earrings, a symbol of his love, and felt my resolve begin to waver.

As the day drew to a close, I found myself torn between my feelings for Nicolas and my attraction to Dr. Jones. I knew that I couldn't continue to entertain the affections of both men—it was unfair to all of us. But how could I choose between them?
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That night, as I lay in bed, I thought about my options. I could continue to give Nicolas a chance, hoping that his actions would prove that he had truly changed. Or I could pursue a relationship with Dr. Jones, allowing myself to explore the undeniable chemistry between us.

The next day, I left the clinic feeling emotionally drained. The weight of my conflicted feelings between Nicolas and Dr. Jones had taken its toll, and all I wanted was to go home and rest.

As I walked to the bus stop, deep in thought, I barely noticed Dr. Jones's car pulling up alongside me. He rolled down the window, a warm smile on his face.

"Eve!" he called out, "Where are you headed?"

"Home," I replied, a little startled by his sudden appearance.

"Would you like to join me for some ice cream by the pier?" he asked, his eyes filled with hope.

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing. But then I thought about the undeniable connection I felt with Dr. Jones and decided to accept his invitation.

"Sure," I agreed, climbing into his car.

As we drove to the pier, he and I talked about our day, laughing and joking about how draining yet rewarding the beauty industry was. The conversation flowed effortlessly, and I couldn't deny the chemistry between us.

[image: ]

When we arrived at the pier, he guided me to a quaint ice cream stand. We each selected our favorite flavors and found a quiet spot to enjoy our treats. The sun was beginning to set, casting a warm glow over the water and providing a picturesque backdrop for our impromptu date.

As we talked, I found myself captivated by his charm and wit. He was attentive and engaging, making me feel like the most important person in the world.

As we finished our ice cream, Dr. Jones surprised me with a bouquet of roses.

[image: ]

"I saw these earlier and thought of you," he said, his eyes twinkling with affection.

I was touched by the gesture, but as I accepted the flowers, I couldn't help but remember the bouquet that Nicolas had given me recently. My heart ached with guilt and indecision, torn between the two men who clearly cared for me.

I discreetly pulled out my phone, only to find it flooded with messages from Nicolas. He was asking about my day, apologizing once more for his past actions, and expressing his love for me. I felt my heart clench in my chest, unsure of how to respond.

Just as I was about to reply, he gently took my hand, drawing my attention back to him. His eyes locked onto mine, and before I knew it, his lips were on mine in a tender, passionate kiss. I knew I should pull away, feeling the weight of my guilt bearing down on me, but I couldn't resist the magnetic pull between us.

As we kissed, I allowed myself to get lost in the moment, to forget about the difficult choice I had to make between Nicolas and Dr. Jones. But as the sun dipped below the horizon and the sky darkened, I knew that I couldn't ignore my feelings forever.

Over the next several days, I continued to see Dr. Jones, growing closer to him with each encounter. We shared countless laughs, deep conversations, and stolen kisses, but the shadow of my unresolved feelings for Nicolas still loomed overhead.

At the clinic, I remained distant with Nicolas, despite his ongoing efforts to win my heart. I knew it wasn't fair to him, but I couldn't bring myself to let him in again, not while my heart was so divided.

As the days turned into weeks, my relationship with Dr. Jones blossomed, but the guilt I felt over my connection to Nicolas only grew stronger. I knew that I had to make a choice, that I couldn't keep living with my heart split between two men.

But how could I choose between the man who had been by my side for so long, who knew me better than anyone else yet hurt me? And the man who promised the world but I barely knew?


Doctor - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

OVER THE NEXT FEW DAYS, I tried to distract myself from the emotional turmoil surrounding my relationships with Nicolas and Dr. Jones.

I began to notice that my hair extensions were becoming itchy, and my natural hair had grown longer, now past my shoulders. Seeking a change, I decided to treat myself to a day at the beauty parlor.

As I sat in the stylist's chair, I explained my desire for a fresh start.

"I want to get these extensions removed and try something new," I told her, excitement mingling with apprehension.

The stylist nodded, understanding my need for transformation. She carefully removed the extensions, revealing my natural hair underneath.

As she snipped away, crafting a stylish new cut that framed my face, I began to feel lighter, as if a burden was being lifted from my shoulders.

Next, I opted for a makeover, hoping that a new look would help me forget the problems that plagued me. The makeup artist skillfully applied a fresh, glowing look that made me feel rejuvenated and more confident than I had in weeks.
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Feeling bold, I decided to go a step further and booked a waxing appointment. As the aesthetician applied the warm wax to my legs, I braced myself for the inevitable sting.

The sensation was intense, but I found it oddly satisfying—each strip pulled away not only unwanted hair but also a small part of the pain I had been carrying with me.

As I admired my newly smooth legs, I marveled at the transformation I had undergone. I had entered the salon feeling weighed down by guilt and heartache, but now, I felt empowered and ready to face whatever challenges life had in store for me.

While examining my reflection in the mirror, I noticed that my fillers seemed to be diminishing. The concern I felt was palpable, as I ran my fingers over the areas that had once been plump and full.

"Is it just my imagination, or are my fillers really shrinking?" I wondered, anxiety creeping into my thoughts.

Despite the nagging worry about my fillers, I couldn't deny the positive impact that my day of pampering had on my mental state.

My new look seemed to give me a newfound sense of self-assurance, and I found that I was better equipped to handle the emotional challenges I faced. I knew that I would eventually have to confront Nicolas and Dr. Jones, but for now, I was content to focus on myself and my own well-being.

During this time of self-discovery, I also made an effort to reconnect with old friends, seeking their support and advice as I navigated the complexities of my romantic entanglements.

They offered a sympathetic ear and sage guidance, helping me to gain a new perspective on my situation. As the weeks turned into months, my transformation continued.

My hair grew longer and healthier, and I took better care of my skin and body. I began to feel more in tune with my true self, and it showed in my appearance and demeanor.

One day, as I examined my reflection in the mirror, I realized that my fillers had indeed diminished. While the change was subtle, I couldn't help but feel concerned. I knew that I had to address the issue, but I was hesitant to tell Nicolas—fearing that it would only reopen old wounds.

Eventually, I mustered the courage to make an appointment at a different clinic—Dr. Jones’.

Three days later, I noticed a change in Nicolas's behavior. He had stopped trying to woo me, but he remained respectful and cordial.

Despite my insistence on keeping my distance, I found myself missing his efforts and attention. I couldn't help but feel that I had brought this upon myself, which only added to my growing sense of conflict and guilt.

While still wrestling with my feelings, Dr. Jones was excited for my filler retouch. He also wanted to introduce me to a nutritionist friend of his since I had mentioned my interest in pursuing a career in the field. Elated by the opportunity, I eagerly accepted his invitation.

Upon arriving at his clinic, I was struck by the sheer luxury of the place. The beautifully designed waiting area was furnished with plush seating and modern decor, and the walls were adorned with artwork that exuded elegance. The clinic was bustling with staff, each one impeccably dressed and attentive to the needs of the patients.

“The stocks of Amatrex haven’t arrived yet, we’ll have to reschedule,” Dr. Jones informed with regret.

As I met with his nutritionist friend, I received invaluable advice on how to pursue my dream. She shared tips on obtaining scholarships and studying online, and I couldn't have been more grateful for her guidance.

After our meeting, I found Dr. Jones waiting for me with a warm smile.

"So, how did it go?" he asked, genuinely interested in my experience.

"It was amazing," I gushed.

"I learned so much and I can't thank you enough for introducing me to her."

He chuckled playfully.

"I'll accept your gratitude on one condition—you join me for dinner tonight."

Unable to resist his charm, I agreed to the date.

[image: ]

That evening, as we enjoyed a romantic dinner at a charming little bistro, I couldn't help but feel that things were finally falling into place. But as fate would have it, our happiness was short-lived.

As we were leaving the restaurant, hand in hand, we crossed paths with Nicolas. The look of shock and betrayal on his face was unmistakable.

“Eve!?” Nicolas blurted out—glaring at Dr. Jones.

I could see the hurt in his eyes, and I knew that he felt betrayed—not only because I was dating his competitor but also because he believed I was punishing him too harshly for a single, drunken mistake.

I tried to find the words to explain myself, but they caught in my throat. Dr. Jones, sensing my distress, attempted to comfort me. "Eve, it's okay," he whispered, his arm wrapped protectively around me.

"How do you sleep at night stealing my clients?" Nicolas accused, his voice raw with emotion.

"And now you're trying to steal Eve from me too?"

Dr. Jones scoffed, his eyes blazing.

"It's called competition, Nicolas. Maybe if you were better at your job, you wouldn't have to worry about losing clients or women."

“Dr. Jones…” I let out—squeezing his arm aggressively.

The crowd that had gathered around them gasped, and I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. I knew that I had to intervene more before things escalated further, but I hesitated, unsure of how to approach the situation.

"Enough!" I finally shouted, my voice cutting through the tense silence that had fallen over the scene.

"This has to stop. You're both acting like children!"

The men turned to look at me, their expressions a mixture of surprise and anger.

"Eve," Nicolas began, his voice pained, "you don't understand—"

"I understand perfectly," I interrupted, my voice trembling with emotion.

"I understand that both of you have been hurt by my actions, and I'm sorry. But this—this fighting—it's not going to solve anything."

Despite my words, the tension between the two men continued to simmer. Their eyes locked in a fierce battle of wills, and it was clear that neither was willing to back down.

"I'm not letting him get away with this, Eve," Nicolas said through gritted teeth.

"He's taken enough from me already."

Dr. Jones clenched his fists, his muscles tensing beneath his tailored suit.

"I won't let you intimidate me, Nicolas. I'm not going anywhere."

As the confrontation continued, the crowd grew larger, drawn by the drama unfolding before them. I could feel the weight of their stares, and I knew that I had to put an end to the spectacle.

"Please," I begged, my voice barely audible.

"Just stop this. It's not worth it."

But my pleas fell on deaf ears, as they lunged at each other, their fists flying in a blur of motion. The sound of their punches connecting echoed through the air, and I winced at the violence of their actions.

I tried to step between them, to physically force them apart, but their strength was overwhelming. I was no match for their fury, and I was quickly pushed aside, my heart pounding in my chest.

As the brawl continued, it was as if time slowed down. I could see the beads of sweat forming on their foreheads, the way their muscles strained with each punch thrown. I could hear the ragged breaths they took, the grunts of pain and exertion as they fought for dominance.

The smell of blood and sweat filled my nostrils, and I could taste the bitterness of my own fear on my tongue. I felt helpless, unable to stop the violence unfolding before me.

The crowd, once enthralled by the spectacle, began to murmur with concern.

"Someone should do something," I heard one woman whisper, her voice filled with worry.

As I watched the two men I cared for so deeply tearing each other apart, I couldn't help but feel responsible for their pain. It was my actions, my indecision, that had led them to this point.

My mind raced, searching for a solution, a way to put an end to the senseless violence. But as their punches continued to rain down, each one more brutal than the last, I felt a sense of despair creeping in.

The guilt and pain were overwhelming, and all I wanted was to be alone. I pulled away from the fight, my voice barely audible as I choked out, "I'm sorry, I need to go."

I left them brawling, my heart heavy with the weight of my actions. As I made my way home, tears streamed down my face, and I was consumed by guilt.

"Why did I let this happen?" I asked myself, trying to make sense of the tangled web of emotions that had ensnared me.

"How could I have been so selfish, so thoughtless?"

As I lay in bed that night, I was plagued by remorse. I knew that I had hurt Nicolas deeply, and the thought of causing him pain was almost too much to bear. At the same time, I couldn't deny my feelings for Dr. Jones, who had been nothing but supportive and caring.

My mind raced, trying to find a solution to the impossible situation I had created.

"What do I do now?" I wondered, my heart aching with indecision.


Doctor - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

FOR THE NEXT THREE DAYS, I was absent from work, unable to face Nicolas or my colleagues. I spent my days holed up in my apartment, feeling lost and overwhelmed by the weight of guilt and self-loathing.

My thoughts were a constant swirl of regret and confusion, and it seemed as though every decision I had made had only led to more pain and heartache.

Eventually, I realized that I needed to make a change. I couldn't continue down this path any longer, and I needed to take responsibility for my actions.

With a heavy heart, I made the difficult decision to resign from my job and apologize to Nicolas for everything I had put him through.

As I prepared to face the consequences of my actions, I checked my phone for any missed messages. To my shock, I found a text from Dr. Jones that made my blood run cold. It read, "I'm just using Eve to get the transgender market, there's nothing to be jealous about."

My heart dropped, and a wave of nausea washed over me as I realized the text had been meant for someone else—perhaps, Dr. Jones' girlfriend. The betrayal I felt was indescribable, and I struggled to breathe as the enormity of the situation hit me.

I couldn't believe that I had fallen for his charm and allowed myself to be used in such a cruel, manipulative way. The anger that bubbled up inside me was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I knew I couldn't let him get away with it.

Shaking with rage, I dialed Dr. Jones' number, my fingers trembling as I pressed the call button. When he answered the phone, I could barely contain my fury.

"How could you?" I screamed, my voice raw with emotion.

"How could you use me like this?"

He stammered, clearly caught off guard by my anger.

"Eve, I—I don't know what you're talking about. That message wasn't meant for you—"

"Exactly!" I shouted, cutting him off.

"It wasn't meant for me, but now I know the truth. I know that you've been using me this entire time!"

The silence that followed was deafening, and I could practically feel him squirming on the other end of the line.

"I'm sorry, Eve," he finally said, his voice barely audible.

"I never meant for you to find out like this."

"You're sorry?" I spat, my voice dripping with disdain.

"You think an apology will fix this?"

The conversation continued, but my anger only grew. As I confronted Dr. Jones, I couldn't help but think of Nicolas, of the hurt I had caused him for even considering a relationship with Dr. Jones. I felt like a worthless person, someone who had let her heart be swayed by empty promises and superficial charm.

After hanging up on the snake, I crumbled to the floor, my body wracked with sobs. I couldn't believe how foolish I had been, how easily I had allowed myself to be manipulated. The pain of my betrayal was almost too much to bear, and I struggled to pick up the pieces of my shattered heart.

The morning I decided to go back to work, I was filled with a mix of emotions. Anxiety gnawed at me as I prepared myself, knowing that I had to face the consequences of my actions. With a heavy heart, I got dressed, applied minimal makeup, and left my apartment.

As I walked into the clinic, I was greeted by Kayla. Her eyes widened with surprise when she saw me, and she couldn't hide the concern in her voice.

"Eve, where have you been? I’ve been worried about you!"

I hesitated, not wanting to reveal the whole truth.

"I... I was sick," I murmured, unable to meet her gaze.

She studied me for a moment, clearly not convinced by my explanation.

"Are you feeling better now?" she asked softly.

I nodded, forcing a smile onto my face. "Yes, thank you."

With a sigh, I asked, "Where's Dr. Stephens? I need to talk to him."

She pointed towards Nicolas' office, and I steeled myself for the confrontation that was sure to come. As I approached the door, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, a mixture of fear and determination coursing through my veins.

I knocked softly before entering, my breath catching in my throat as I saw him sitting at his desk, his face still bruised from the brawl with Dr. Jones. The sight of his injuries made my heart ache, and I felt the weight of my guilt pressing down on me like a heavy stone.

"Nicolas…" I said, my voice shaking slightly.

"I... I came to apologize for everything."
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He looked up, his eyes cold and distant.

"Apologize?" he asked, his voice filled with bitterness.

"Do you think an apology can fix what you've done?"

Tears filled my eyes, but I fought to keep them from spilling over.

"I know I can't change the past, but I want to make things right. Please, let me explain."

I slowly dropped to my knees, the cold tile floor sending shivers up my spine as I bowed my head in supplication. My tears finally began to fall, and I sobbed, my whole body shaking with the force of my emotions.

"I'm so sorry, Nicolas," I whispered, my voice barely audible through my tears.

"I never meant to hurt you like this. I was selfish and foolish, and I let myself be blinded by Dr. Jones' lies. I... I never meant to betray you."

For a moment, there was silence, and I held my breath, waiting for his response. But he never looked at me—not even the way I shook his body compelled him to turn his head my way. Feeling like a fool, I slowly stood up.

“I… I think it’s best if I quit my job…”

When he finally spoke, his voice was cold and devoid of any emotion.

"Yes, good idea," he said, the finality in his tone cutting me to the core.

He turned away from me, his body language making it clear that he had no interest in hearing any more of my apologies. I felt a deep sense of despair settle over me, as I realized that there was no hope of salvaging our relationship.

With a heavy heart, I left his office, knowing that I had lost him forever. As I walked out of the clinic for the last time, I couldn't help but feel a profound sense of loss, as though a piece of my heart had been ripped away.

Six months had passed since the incident at the clinic, and my life had changed in ways I could never have imagined. I stood in front of the mirror, tracing my fingers over the places where my fillers once were, a mixture of relief and longing in my heart. The effects of the hormones I'd been taking hadn't dissipated, and my hair had grown long and lustrous. But as I stared at my reflection, I couldn't help but miss my Coca-Cola body and the fullness of my breasts.

I let out a bitter laugh, joking to myself, "Maybe I should've gotten my fillers retouched before I caused all that drama." But the laughter faded quickly, replaced by a deep sense of longing as I thought of Nicolas and all the kindness he had shown me.

I closed my eyes and allowed myself to remember every little detail—the way he always made me feel special, the way he'd randomly kiss me out of nowhere and say nice things, his silly jokes, his smell, the taste of his lips, the way he made me feel like a natural woman. A small, wistful smile formed on my lips as I wondered if I would ever meet someone like him again.

As I stood there, lost in my thoughts, I suddenly realized that I shouldn't be focusing on fillers and the past. I needed to find a new job so I could pay my rent and move forward with my life.

With renewed determination, I sat down at my computer and began searching for job openings. I browsed through countless listings, my heart sinking with each rejection email or lack of response.

But then, one day, I stumbled across a job posting that caught my eye. It was for a position at St. Helena's Hospital, and it was exactly what I had been looking for—a chance to use my education in the medical field to pursue my passion for helping others.

As I read through the job description, I felt a spark of hope ignite within me. This was the opportunity I had been waiting for, the chance to start fresh and build a new life for myself. I quickly put together my application, my fingers flying across the keyboard as I poured my heart and soul into my cover letter.

Days later, I received an email inviting me for an interview. My heart leaped with joy, and I spent hours preparing, researching the hospital and practicing my answers to potential interview questions.

On the day of the interview, I dressed in my most professional attire, took a deep breath, and walked into the hospital, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead. The hospital was a bustling place, filled with the sounds of beeping machines and hushed conversations. The scent of disinfectant and the sterile, white walls were a stark contrast to the cozy atmosphere of the clinic I had once worked in.
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During the interview, I did my best to convey my passion for helping others and my desire to work in the medical field. I spoke about my experiences with Dr. Stephens and how they had inspired me to pursue a career in healthcare. The interviewers seemed impressed, nodding and smiling as I spoke.

As I walked out of the hospital, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in myself. I had taken control of my life and was moving forward, despite the pain and heartache of my past.

Over the next few weeks, I waited anxiously for a response from the hospital. Each day felt like an eternity, as I checked my email obsessively, hoping for good news.

Finally, the day came when I received an email from St. Helena's Hospital. My heart raced as I opened it, praying that it would contain the words I longed to hear. And there they were—I had been offered the position.

My first day at St. Helena's Hospital had finally arrived, and my heart raced with a mixture of excitement and nerves as I entered the building. I took a deep breath, reminding myself that this was the fresh start I had been longing for, and that I had earned my place here.

The hiring manager greeted me with a warm smile and led me down the pristine hallways, introducing me to my new colleagues along the way. I met doctors and nurses who welcomed me with open arms, their kindness and camaraderie easing my nerves.

As we continued our tour, the hiring manager brought me into a conference room where a group of medical professionals had gathered. My eyes scanned the room, taking in the sea of white coats and scrubs, when suddenly I spotted a familiar face – Dr. Stephens.

My heart skipped a beat as our eyes met, and for a moment, it felt like time had stopped. I could see the surprise and disbelief in his eyes, but before he could say anything, the hiring manager stepped forward.

"Everyone, I'd like to introduce one of our new nurses, Eve," she announced, gesturing toward me. The room erupted in applause, and I felt my cheeks flush with pride.

The hiring manager turned to Dr. Stephens, who was still standing in the doorway, his eyes locked on mine.

"Dr. Stephens, I don't believe you two have met. Eve, this is Dr. Nicolas Stephens, one of our resident doctors studying in our neurosurgery program."

I felt a lump form in my throat, my emotions threatening to overwhelm me. I managed to choke out a soft, "Hello, Nicolas," my voice barely audible.

The hiring manager's eyes narrowed, her gaze flicking between us.

"Do you know each other?" she commented, her tone curious.
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Before I could respond, Nicolas closed the distance between us and, without a word, wrapped his arms around me and pressed his lips against mine. The room went silent, the air thick with shock and anticipation.

As our lips met, I felt a rush of emotions—surprise, longing, and most of all, love. In that moment, it felt like all the heartache and pain of the past had been washed away, replaced by the warmth and comfort of Nicolas's embrace.

“I’m so sorry, I—”

“Shh, it’s okay, forget about that,” he said—absorbing all the warmth from my body. Shortly after, he pulled away, his eyes filled with a fierce determination as he addressed the hiring manager. "Yes," he said, his voice strong and steady.

"And I can't wait to know her better."

The room burst into cheers and applause, the atmosphere electric with excitement and happiness. My colleagues clapped us on the back—their smiles wide and genuine.

As I stood there, wrapped in his arms and surrounded by the love and support of my new colleagues, I couldn't help but feel that everything had fallen into place. Despite the trials and tribulations of the past, I had finally found my place in the world, in his arms.

As the celebration continued, I glanced up at him, my heart swelling with gratitude and love. He looked back at me, his eyes shining with a mixture of joy and relief, and I knew that together, we could face whatever challenges lay ahead.

In that moment, I made a silent promise to myself—no matter what happened, I would never again take the love and kindness of Nicolas for granted.
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“I love you so much, Eve. The past 6 months felt really empty without you.”

“Oh, Nicolas, I love you more, you have no idea.”

As the cheers of my colleagues filled the air, I leaned into his embrace, our hearts beating in sync. I knew that this was just the beginning of a new chapter in our lives, one filled with hope, love, and the promise of a better future.


Doctor - Epilogue

∞∞∞

OVER THE NEXT FIVE YEARS, our lives blossomed in ways we could have never imagined. Nicolas completed his residency and studies and became a neurosurgeon, while I found my true calling working at the hospital, eventually setting aside my aspirations to become a nutritionist.

Our love grew stronger with each passing day, and we settled into a comfortable, happy life together.
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One evening, as I prepared for an upcoming breast augmentation surgery, I found myself rummaging through a stack of x-ray results.

As I sifted through the images, I noticed a small, velvet box hidden between the sheets. My heart skipped a beat as I carefully picked it up, my hands shaking with anticipation. I opened the box, and there, nestled inside, was a stunning diamond ring, its facets catching the light and sending shimmering rainbows across the room.

At that moment, Nicolas appeared, his eyes filled with love and hope. He walked over to me, his movements slow and deliberate, and dropped to one knee before me.

"Eve," he began, his voice thick with emotion, "these past five years have been the best of my life. You've brought me more joy and happiness than I ever thought possible, and I can't imagine a future without you by my side."

He took a deep breath, his gaze never leaving mine.

"Eve, will you marry me? Will you be my partner, my confidante, and my best friend for the rest of our lives?"

Tears welled up in my eyes, my heart swelling with love and gratitude. "Yes," I whispered, my voice choked with emotion.

"Yes, Nicolas, I will marry you."

He slid the ring onto my finger, its cool metal encircling my hand like a promise of eternal love. We embraced, our hearts beating in unison, as the weight of the moment settled over us.

In that instant, I knew that our love had triumphed over adversity, and that our future together was brighter and more beautiful than anything we could have ever dreamed.

THE END <3


Island - Chapter 1
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I STEPPED OFF THE PLANE IN SABAH, my heart pounding with excitement. The warm tropical air enveloped me like a comforting hug as I grabbed my luggage and made my way to the exit. I couldn't believe I was finally here, ready to scuba dive and explore the rich culture of this amazing place.

My eyes scanned the bustling airport, taking in the vibrant colors and the delicious scent of local cuisine wafting through the air. I felt a rush of adrenaline as I thought about the adventure ahead.

After a short taxi ride, I arrived at the bed and breakfast where I'd be staying. The small, quaint building was surrounded by lush greenery, and I could hear the distant sound of the ocean waves crashing against the shore.

My excitement was briefly overshadowed by the realization that my room was much smaller than I'd anticipated. It was a cramped space with no heat in the shower, which was a significant downgrade from what I was used to back in the US.

I sighed as I unpacked my things, the sound of the cheap plastic hangers clattering in the tiny closet grating on my nerves. The bed seemed comfortable enough, but the thought of showering in the chilly water sent a shiver down my spine. I was determined not to let these minor inconveniences dampen my spirits, but I couldn't help feeling a little let down.

Deciding to address the issue, I went to the front desk to speak with the staff about the room. My footsteps echoed through the narrow hallway as I approached, the worn wooden floorboards creaking under my weight.

The friendly woman behind the desk greeted me with a warm smile, her eyes filled with genuine concern when I explained my dissatisfaction with the accommodations.

"I'm so sorry, Mr. Voss," she apologized, her fingers tapping away at the computer keyboard in search of a solution.

"Unfortunately, we are fully booked at the moment, and we don't have any other rooms available."

My heart sank, and I could feel the frustration building inside me. I didn't want to be difficult, but I also couldn't imagine spending my entire trip in such an uncomfortable space.

After a moment of internal debate, I reluctantly agreed to stay in the small room and pay the full price. I knew I didn't have any other options, and the last thing I wanted to do was waste precious time trying to find a new place to stay.

Feeling defeated, I returned to my room and pulled out my phone, hoping to vent my frustrations to my friends back home. I dialed their numbers, only to be met with the infuriating sound of a poor connection. I groaned, my fingers gripping the phone tightly as I tried again and again to get through.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I managed to connect with one of my friends.

"Hey, it's Tyler," I said, my voice tinged with irritation.

"You won't believe the room I got stuck with at this BnB. It's tiny, and there's no heat in the shower!"

My friend listened sympathetically as I ranted, offering words of comfort and encouragement. It felt good to share my frustrations, even if the spotty signal made it difficult to maintain a steady conversation. Eventually, we said our goodbyes, and I hung up the phone, feeling a little better.

I knew I couldn't let these setbacks ruin my trip, so I decided to focus on the positives. After all, I was here to scuba dive and explore the local culture, not to dwell on my accommodations. With renewed determination, I set out to make the most of my time in Sabah.

I hoisted my backpack onto my shoulders, the straps digging into my skin as I began my walk towards the scuba diving site. The path was lined with lush green foliage, the air thick with the scent of damp earth and blossoming flowers. The sound of the ocean waves grew louder as I neared the shore, the anticipation building inside me with every step.

Just as I reached the beach, dark clouds began to gather overhead. Without warning, a torrential downpour erupted from the sky, drenching me in seconds.
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The wind howled around me, whipping my hair into my face and stinging my skin with sharp, cold droplets of rain. I squinted through the rain, watching as the once calm ocean transformed into a churning, frothy mass.

Despite the terrible weather, the water still looked incredibly inviting. I knew it was risky to dive in such conditions, but the thought of exploring the underwater world was too alluring to resist. I quickly changed into my gear, the cold rain making my fingers numb as I fumbled with the straps and zippers.

Finally, I was ready to dive. I stepped into the surf, the waves crashing around me as I made my way deeper into the water. The cold liquid seeped into my wetsuit, making me shiver involuntarily. Despite the chill, I was filled with excitement and anticipation.

I took a deep breath and plunged beneath the surface. The world around me immediately transformed, the cacophony of the storm replaced by the muted, soothing sounds of the ocean. The water was surprisingly clear, allowing me to see the vibrant, colorful coral formations that surrounded me.

The feeling of weightlessness enveloped me as I swam deeper, the pressure in my ears intensifying as I descended. I marveled at the breathtaking array of sea creatures that danced around me, their vibrant colors and unique shapes a testament to the diversity of life beneath the waves. I saw schools of fish darting through the coral, their scales shimmering with iridescent hues as they moved in unison.

As I continued to explore, I encountered even more incredible sights. An enormous sea turtle glided gracefully through the water, its ancient eyes watching me curiously as I swam alongside it. A curious octopus reached out its tentacles, its suckers brushing against my hand as it inspected me with its large, intelligent eyes.

The thrill of discovery pulsed through me, and I was in awe of the magnificent world that lay hidden beneath the ocean's surface. My senses were filled with the taste of saltwater on my lips, the cool sensation of water against my skin, and the sights and sounds of the underwater world.

Suddenly, a powerful current surged around me, pulling me away from the reef and out into the open ocean. Panic gripped me as I fought against the relentless force, my lungs burning as I struggled to breathe. The world around me spun out of control, and I could feel myself losing consciousness.

As my vision blurred and darkness began to close in, I thought of all the incredible experiences I'd had on this trip. The excitement of arriving in Sabah, the frustration of my cramped room and cold showers, the camaraderie with my friends back home despite the poor signal, and finally, the unparalleled beauty of the underwater world I had been so eager to explore.

It all seemed so distant now, fading away as the current dragged me further and further from the shore. My body felt heavy, and my limbs refused to respond as I tried to fight against the current. My eyes began to close, and I could feel myself slipping away into the dark abyss.


Island - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

MY EYES FLUTTERED OPEN, the world slowly coming back into focus as I regained consciousness. Hovering above me was a handsome, muscular man with an expression of awe and concern etched across his face.
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My head throbbed, and my memory was hazy, but I could feel the lingering terror of being swept away by the current.

"Where... where am I?" I croaked, my voice barely audible.

"Shh, shh," the man replied softly, his voice soothing and warm. He scooped me up into his strong arms, cradling me as if I were weightless.
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The feeling of security was short-lived, however, as I was suddenly overwhelmed by the events that had led me to this point. My vision swam, and before I could say anything else, I slipped back into unconsciousness.

When I awoke again, I found myself in a room unlike any I had ever seen before. The walls were made of intricately carved wood, and the air was filled with the scent of exotic spices and fragrant flowers. The room seemed to be inspired by ancient royal huts, giving it a sense of grandeur and majesty.

Two topless native women entered the room, their long black hair cascading down their backs and covering their breasts. They wore flowing silk skirts that swirled around their ankles as they moved. I tried to speak to them, but my words were met with confusion. It quickly became clear that we did not share a common language.
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As I struggled to communicate, the muscular man reappeared. He was now dressed in luxurious silk garments and adorned with an impressive array of gold jewelry. His presence seemed to command attention, and I couldn't help but be drawn to him. Without a word, he left the room, leaving me feeling even more perplexed by my surroundings.

The women gestured to two men who entered the room carrying a wooden mobile bed. They carefully lifted me onto the platform, their strong arms supporting my weight with ease. With great care, they carried me out of the room and into another hut, where I was presented with a sight that took my breath away.

The room was filled with an assortment of stones, salts, and herbs, their fragrances mingling in the air to create a heady, intoxicating scent.

A large, ornate bathtub stood in the center of the space, filled with steaming water that beckoned me with its promise of relaxation and rejuvenation.

I couldn't make sense of what was happening, but I was too weak and disoriented to protest as the native women gently guided me into the bath.

The water was warm and soothing, and I could feel my tense muscles begin to relax as the blend of salts and herbs worked their magic on my battered body.

The women tended to me with great care, using smooth stones to massage my aching limbs and applying fragrant oils to my skin. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to be carried away by the sensations, my mind drifting through a haze of confusion and wonder.

As I lay there, soaking in the luxurious bath, I tried to piece together the events that had led me to this strange and enchanting place. The memory of the storm and the powerful current that had nearly claimed my life still haunted me, but the details were blurry and elusive.

Hours seemed to pass as the women continued their ministrations, my body gradually growing stronger and more revitalized with each passing moment. The sweet scent of the oils and the warm embrace of the water lulled me into a state of blissful contentment, making it difficult to focus on anything but the sensations that enveloped me.

Eventually, the bath came to an end, and I was carefully lifted from the tub by the strong, capable hands of the native women.

The men gently carried me on the mobile bed to another room, this one filled with an array of exquisite garments. The opulent fabrics seemed to shimmer in the soft candlelight, their rich hues and intricate patterns reflecting the grandeur of the surroundings.

As we entered the room, the native women followed, their eyes sparkling with anticipation. They helped me sit up on the bed and began the process of applying what appeared to be makeup to my face. I felt the delicate brushes sweep across my skin, leaving a dusting of powder in their wake.

The women expertly blended various shades and textures, skillfully enhancing my features while maintaining a natural, ethereal appearance.

As they worked, the women chatted and giggled amongst themselves, their laughter light and musical. I couldn't understand their words, but their excitement was palpable, and I couldn't help but be drawn into their enthusiasm.

The process continued, with the women applying a hint of blush to my cheeks and a subtle, shimmering eyeshadow made from what seemed like ground herbs and rocks that made my eyes appear larger and more luminous.

Next, they carefully painted my lips with a rich, velvety color, the smooth texture of the cream gliding effortlessly across my mouth. I could taste the sweet, floral notes of the cosmetic, and the scent of the makeup was intoxicating, a blend of exotic flowers and earthy undertones.

The women then turned their attention to my wardrobe, selecting a beautiful dress from the assortment of garments. The fabric was a luxurious silk, its deep, saturated color reminiscent of a tropical sunset. The dress was adorned with intricate embroidery and embellishments, each detail painstakingly crafted to create a stunning masterpiece of design.

As they dressed me, I marveled at the sensation of the fine fabric against my skin, the silky smoothness caressing my body with every movement. The gown fit perfectly, as if it had been tailored specifically for me, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the craftsmanship and artistry that had gone into its creation.

Once I was fully clothed, the women began the final phase of their transformation, carefully placing a long, black wig on my head. The strands of hair felt soft and silky as they cascaded down my back, the weight of the tresses a comforting presence that seemed to ground me in this surreal experience.

When everything was complete, the women led me to a mirror, their faces eager and expectant as they revealed the results of their work.
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I stared at my reflection in disbelief, hardly recognizing the person who gazed back at me. The makeup, dress, and wig had transformed me into a stunning vision, making me appear almost like one of the native women themselves.

My initial shock was quickly replaced by a sense of unease, as I began to wonder if this elaborate transformation was some kind of joke or prank. My eyes darted nervously around the room, seeking some indication of the true purpose behind these strange events. The large, muscular men who had carried me here looked stern and imposing, their presence a silent reminder that I was in a foreign and potentially dangerous situation.

As I grappled with my thoughts, trying to make sense of the whirlwind of emotions and experiences that had led me to this point, I became acutely aware of my vulnerability.

I was a stranger in a strange land, my fate seemingly resting in the hands of these mysterious people who had taken me in and transformed me into one of their own.

I knew that I had no choice but to trust in their intentions and hope that they meant me no harm. It was a terrifying prospect, but it was also strangely exhilarating, the unknown nature of my situation adding an element of danger and excitement that I couldn't deny.

Soon after, the men carried me into another hut, this one resembling a dining room with a large, communal table set up in the center. A massive banana leaf served as a makeshift tablecloth, its vibrant green surface covered in a mouthwatering array of dishes.

The people gathered around the table were all dressed in luxurious silk clothing, their attire reflecting the same level of opulence and sophistication as my own.

Among the diners were four imposing, muscular men, and a young boy who appeared to be around 11 years old. I was guided to sit next to the boy, and as I did so, the women who had accompanied me scolded me for sitting on the floor in a masculine manner.

With gentle but firm guidance, they showed me how to sit like a woman, the unfamiliar posture feeling both strange and oddly graceful.

To my astonishment, the boy turned to me and spoke in perfect English.
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"Hello, I'm Maliksi," he said, a friendly smile lighting up his face. I could hardly contain my shock at hearing my native language, and I eagerly responded, "Hi Maliksi, I'm Tyler."

The boy seemed surprised by my name, his brow furrowing as he asked, "Why do you have a male name if you're a woman?" I hesitated, unsure how to respond without revealing the bizarre circumstances of my arrival in this place. Deciding to avoid the topic for the time being, I simply smiled and said, "It's a long story."

Maliksi went on to explain that he was a prince of the tribe, and that they were the last monarchy in Palawan, Philippines. He told me that he was the only member of the tribe who spoke English, as it had only recently been introduced to them through the arrival of books from the outside world.

As we spoke, the man who had saved me, Malaya, entered the room. Maliksi introduced him as his father, the crown prince, and the last prince of the tribe. He shared that his mother had died at a young age, and his father had been searching for a wife but had yet to fall in love with anyone he met.

The dining room fell silent as Malaya approached the table, his regal presence commanding the attention of everyone present. He took a seat at the head of the table, and the meal began.

As I took my first bite, my senses were overwhelmed by the complexity of flavors—the creamy sweetness of the coconut milk, the heat of the spices, and the freshness of the vegetables, all melding together in perfect harmony. I couldn't help but moan in appreciation, much to the delight of Maliksi and the others around the table.

"This is amazing, Maliksi!" I exclaimed, unable to contain my excitement.

"What's this dish called?"

His eyes lit up as he replied, "This is our traditional chicken adobo sa gata. It's a classic Palawan dish made with coconut milk. I'm glad you like it!"

As we continued to eat, he introduced the next dish, a steaming plate of fragrant rice topped with succulent slices of marinated pork and garnished with crisp, fresh vegetables.

"This one is called lechon kawali," he said with a smile.

"It's a favorite among our people."

I eagerly took a bite of the tender, flavorful pork and marveled at the contrast between the rich, savory meat and the refreshing crunch of the vegetables.

"This is incredible, Maliksi! I've never tasted anything like it!"

He beamed with pride, clearly pleased with my reaction to their traditional cuisine.

"I'm so glad you're enjoying our food, Tyler. It's an honor to share our culture with you."

As we continued to feast, the women brought out yet another dish—this one, a fragrant, spicy seafood stew, brimming with plump shrimp, tender fish, and succulent shellfish.

"This is sinigang na isda," he explained, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

"It's made with tamarind to give it a tangy, sour flavor. I hope you like it!"

I took a spoonful of the rich, flavorful broth and was immediately struck by the harmonious blend of sour, salty, and spicy flavors. "This is so unique! I've never had anything quite like it before. The flavors are so bold and vibrant!"

He smiled warmly, clearly pleased by my enthusiasm.

"I'm so happy you're enjoying it, Tyler. Sharing our food with you is a special experience for all of us."

As the meal continued, the women brought out the fourth dish, one that seemed to elicit a mix of excitement and apprehension from everyone around the table. It was a small, unassuming-looking egg, but there was something about it that made me feel slightly uneasy.

"This is called balut," he said hesitantly, noting my apprehension.

"It's a fertilized duck egg that's been boiled and eaten in its shell. It's a delicacy in our culture."

As I cracked open the egg and peered inside, I couldn't help but feel a wave of queasiness wash over me. The partially developed duck embryo stared back at me, its tiny features visible through the translucent membrane. I swallowed hard, trying to muster the courage to take a bite.

Despite my reservations, I decided to give it a try, not wanting to offend my gracious hosts. I scooped up a spoonful of the balut and hesitantly brought it to my lips. As I took a bite, I couldn't help but shudder, my stomach churning in protest.

A burst of laughter erupted around the table, and even Malaya couldn't suppress a smile. Noticing my reaction, Maliksi translated my response to his father, who nodded with understanding.

"I appreciate your bravery, Tyler," Maliksi relayed his father's words, his own stern demeanor momentarily softened.

[image: ]

"My father says it's not every day someone is willing to try something so different from their own culture."

Embarrassed, but also feeling a sense of camaraderie with the people around the table, I smiled sheepishly.

"Well, I'm here to experience your culture, and that includes the food. I'm glad I tried it, even if it's not my favorite."

The laughter around the table continued, and I could see Malaya's eyes twinkling with amusement. Though we couldn't communicate directly, it felt as if a bond was forming between us, bridging the gap between our languages and our worlds.

As we continued to eat, the atmosphere at the table became more relaxed and jovial. The people around me shared stories and jokes, Maliksi translating the most amusing bits for my benefit. Through it all, Malaya's eyes kept returning to me, his gaze softening with each stolen glance.

I then shared stories of my travels and my experiences as a lifestyle vlogger, describing the various cultures and places I had encountered along the way. Maliksi listened and translated with rapt attention, the tribe’s eyes wide with wonder and curiosity as I painted a picture of a world he had never known.

As our conversation continued, I couldn't help but be struck by the stark contrast between our lives. Here I was, a modern-day adventurer who had traversed the globe and shared my experiences with millions of viewers online, while they had grown up in a world steeped in tradition and isolation, with no knowledge of the vast, interconnected world that lay beyond the borders of their tiny kingdom.

As we spoke, I began to realize that our experiences were not entirely dissimilar—in many ways, we were both explorers, navigating the unfamiliar and seeking to broaden our horizons.

As the evening wore on, I noticed the other men casting occasional glances in my direction, their eyes filled with a mixture of curiosity and concern. I wondered what they must be thinking, seeing me dressed and made up like a woman with a deep voice and speaking in a different language.

Were they trying to decipher the enigma I presented, or did they see something more in me, something that stirred feelings they had not yet acknowledged?


Island - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

AS THE MEN CARRIED me on the mobile bed, Malaya and Maliksi walked alongside us. Their presence was both comforting and intimidating, and I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of curiosity and apprehension about what lay ahead.

We entered another hut, this one more regal in appearance than the others. The intricate carvings and lush fabrics adorning the walls hinted at the importance of the space, and I could sense that something significant was about to happen.

Maliksi began to explain the reason for the elaborate preparations and the attention I had been receiving.

"Tyler, my father has been struck by your beauty," he said, a note of awe in his voice.

"Your golden hair and fair skin are unlike anything he's ever seen before. He believes you to be the most beautiful person he has ever laid eyes on."

I felt a flush rise in my cheeks, both flattered and uncomfortable with the attention.

"But, Maliksi," I protested, "I'm a man, not a woman. I can't be what your father wants me to be."

He nodded solemnly, clearly understanding my concerns.

"I know, Tyler. But my father says that, in our tribe, you are a woman. He wants you to be called Mayumi, which means 'beautiful' in our language."

He then started explaining that his father considered me as a binukot. A binukot is a traditional Filipino practice in which a young woman is secluded from society to preserve her beauty, purity, and status.

It was common among certain tribes in the Visayas region of the Philippines, particularly among the Panay Bukidnon people. The binukot was kept away from manual labor, sunlight, and even from the gaze of men, with the exception of close family members.

She was often taught traditional arts and knowledge, such as poetry, music, and epic stories. The practice has largely disappeared in modern times due to the influence of Western culture and changing societal norms.

The thought of being forced to assume a new identity, and a female one at that, was overwhelming. Yet, I couldn't deny the strong pull of the culture and the sense of obligation I felt to honor their traditions, even if they were foreign to me.

Malaya, through Maliksi, conveyed a message to me.

"Mayumi, you should rest tonight, for tomorrow you will be introduced to the tribe as an esteemed guest."

I hesitated, my heart racing with fear and uncertainty. But the thought of disobeying Malaya and potentially offending the tribe was even more frightening. I reluctantly agreed, hoping that I could somehow find a way to navigate this unfamiliar world while staying true to my own identity.

As I lay down on the luxurious bed that had been prepared for me, my mind raced with a million thoughts and questions.

What would the tribe think of me?

Would they accept me as Mayumi, or would they see through the facade?

And what would become of me once the truth of my identity was revealed?

Despite the turmoil in my mind, I could not deny the allure of the tribe's customs and the sense of belonging that came with being a part of their world. The warmth and kindness they had shown me was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to them.

As I drifted off to sleep, I thought about Malaya's stolen glances and the gentle way he had looked at me during the meal. There was something there, a connection that went beyond language and cultural barriers.

The next morning, I awoke to the sound of birdsong and the soft rustle of leaves outside my window. Despite the uncertainty of the day ahead, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation as I prepared to meet the tribe.

However, my heart was also heavy with trepidation. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being forced into a life that wasn't my own, and all I wanted was to go home. But before I could dwell on those thoughts for too long, the women entered my room, their faces full of excitement and anticipation.

As they began to prepare me for the day's events, they couldn't help but marvel at the color of my hair, running their fingers through the golden strands with a sense of awe. They adorned me with traditional makeup made from crushed stones and flower petals, the vibrant colors transforming my face into a work of art.

Once my makeup was complete, they dressed me in exquisite garments and draped me in gold jewelry, each piece seemingly more intricate and beautiful than the last. As I looked at my reflection, I was once again struck by the incredible transformation that had taken place.
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The men arrived to carry me outside, and as we emerged into the daylight, I caught my first glimpse of the crowd that had gathered by the shore. There were tribe members of all ages—old, young, hunky, and beautiful—and they all stared at me in awe, captivated by my appearance.

Malaya stood in front of the crowd, his regal bearing commanding their attention. He introduced me as Mayumi, the new binukot (and the only surviving one in their tribe. Maliksi translated his words for me, and I felt a mixture of pride and anxiety as the tribe's eyes remained fixed on me.

The celebration began with a series of dances, each one a mesmerizing display of grace and skill. The tribe members moved in perfect harmony, their bodies telling the stories of their ancestors and their connection to the land. I watched, captivated by the beauty of their movements and the sense of unity that permeated the air.

As the dances continued, offerings were made to the gods, each one a symbol of the tribe's gratitude and devotion. I couldn't help but feel humbled by the reverence with which they approached their traditions, and I began to understand the importance of the role I was being asked to play.
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Throughout the morning, I was treated like royalty, each gesture and act of kindness reinforcing my status as the tribe's esteemed guest.

I was fed the finest foods, my every need attended to with care and devotion. And, despite my initial misgivings, I found myself enjoying the attention and the sense of belonging it provided.

They had welcomed me into their world with open arms, asking nothing in return but my willingness to embrace their traditions and become a part of their community.

Suddenly, there was a commotion outside. I could hear the frantic shouts of the servants, and before I knew it, they rushed into my room, swiftly covering me with a silk blanket. My heart raced as they hurriedly carried me back to my hut, and I couldn't help but wonder what was happening.

"Hey, what's going on?" I asked the servants, but they couldn't understand my questions. The confusion and fear only intensified, and I was left to ponder the situation in silence, my thoughts racing as I tried to make sense of it all.

Once we arrived at my hut, Maliksi hurried in to explain the situation.

"Mayumi, the sun is getting too hot. We covered you with the silk blanket to protect your fair complexion and purity."

I sighed with relief, realizing that it wasn't as serious as I had initially thought.

"Oh, I see. But, you know, purity isn't about skin color."

He frowned, not quite understanding my point.

"But it's important to our tribe. We must preserve your purity as a binukot."

We went back and forth, struggling to see eye to eye on this matter, given our vastly different cultural backgrounds. As our conversation continued, I could see the strain it was putting on Maliksi. He was struggling to reconcile his beliefs with what I was saying, and the conflict was clearly taking a toll on him.

"I can't... I can't do this," he said, his voice trembling. He ran out of the hut, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I sat there, reflecting on the exchange we had just had. I felt a mixture of guilt and frustration, knowing that I had upset the young prince. I wanted to bridge the gap between our cultures, but it seemed that my attempts to do so were only causing more tension and misunderstanding.

I couldn't shake the guilt I felt from my earlier conversation with Maliksi. The weight of my words and their impact on him weighed heavily on my heart. I knew I had to apologize, and I couldn't wait any longer.

Determined to make amends, I pushed myself up from the floor and headed for the door. But as I was about to step outside, my foot hovering just above the soil, Malaya appeared seemingly out of nowhere and pushed me back into the hut. Our bodies collided, and I found myself inches away from his face, my heart pounding even harder than before.

“What the!” I let out.

I could see the anger in Malaya's eyes as he scolded the servants, pointing at my foot and gesturing towards the soil. Although I couldn't understand his words, it was clear he was upset that they had allowed me to come so close to tainting my purity by letting my feet touch the ground.

As we sat in the room, the intensity of our earlier collision still lingering between us, I felt compelled to share my frustrations. Even though he couldn't understand English, I couldn't keep it bottled up inside any longer.

"I'm just so frustrated, Malaya," I began, the words pouring out of me in a torrent of emotion.

"I don't understand why my feet can't touch the soil, or why I have to be treated like some delicate flower that can't handle the slightest bit of dirt. I'm not some fragile, porcelain doll. I'm a person, just like you."

My voice grew louder and more impassioned as I continued.

"And what's worse is that I hurt Maliksi because of my own confusion and stubbornness. I didn't mean to make him feel bad, but I couldn't help but express my feelings about purity and fairness. It's just so different from the world I come from, and it's hard for me to accept it without question."

As I ranted, he just sat there, nodding along as if he understood every word I was saying. In reality, he probably couldn't make sense of any of it, but his patience and attentiveness were comforting nonetheless.

When my tirade finally came to an end, he motioned for one of his servants to fetch Maliksi. I was grateful for the opportunity to apologize to the young prince, but I was also nervous about how he would react. Would he be willing to forgive me, or had I burned that bridge beyond repair?

As we waited for him to arrive, I tried to gather my thoughts and find the right words to express my remorse. I knew that I needed to be genuine and heartfelt in my apology, but I also wanted to make it clear that I was committed to learning about and embracing the tribe's customs, even if they were difficult for me to understand at times.

When he finally entered the room, I could see the apprehension in his eyes. He was clearly unsure of what to expect, and I couldn't blame him. Our last encounter had been fraught with tension and misunderstanding, and I knew it would take time to rebuild the trust between us.

"Maliksi, I just wanted to say how sorry I am for our earlier conversation," I began, my voice wavering with emotion.

"I didn't mean to hurt your feelings or disrespect your beliefs. I'm just struggling to adapt to this new way of life, and sometimes it's hard for me to keep my frustrations in check."

I could see his expression soften as he listened to my words, and I felt a flicker of hope that maybe he could find it in his heart to forgive me.
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"Please understand that I am trying my best to learn and embrace your tribe's customs," I continued.

"I know it's a process, and I might make mistakes along the way, but I promise that I'm committed to understanding and respecting your way of life."

He nodded slowly, his eyes searching mine for sincerity.

"I understand, Mayumi. It's difficult for both of us to adapt to each other's worlds. I'm willing to be patient with you, and I hope you'll be patient with me as well."

Hearing his words, I felt a wave of relief wash over me.

"Thank you, Maliksi. I promise to be more open-minded and patient moving forward."

As we sat there, the tension between us began to dissipate. It was clear that both of us wanted to find a way to bridge the gap between our cultures and build a genuine connection.


Island - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE FOLLOWING DAY, I found myself sitting cross-legged on the floor of my hut, surrounded by books and eager to learn Palawano.

Maliksi, patient and attentive, guided me through the complexities of the language, gently correcting my pronunciation and offering helpful tips to help me remember new words and phrases.

The room was filled with the smell of incense, creating a calming atmosphere as we dove into our lessons. I marveled at the intricacies of the language, the way each syllable seemed to dance on my tongue, and the musicality of each phrase.

"Okay, Mayumi, repeat after me, 'Kumusta ka?' It means 'How are you?'" he instructed, his voice soft and encouraging.

"Kumusta ka?" I echoed, trying my best to mimic his intonation.

My voice felt foreign to me, as if I were speaking through a veil of unfamiliarity. Still, I pressed on, determined to learn.

"Very good!" Maliksi beamed, and I couldn't help but smile back at him. Our lessons continued, and I found myself becoming more comfortable with the language. I was determined to communicate effectively with the tribe and to fully immerse myself in their culture.

He taught me about the intricacies of the Palawano grammar, the way words changed based on context, and how certain phrases could only be used in specific situations.

We practiced greetings and polite expressions, and I began to understand the subtle nuances of the language. I learned how to ask for directions, how to inquire about someone's well-being, and how to express my gratitude. As my vocabulary grew, so did my confidence in speaking Palawano.

During our language lessons, I couldn't help but notice the way Maliksi's eyes lit up when he spoke about his culture and his people. His passion was infectious, and I found myself falling in love with the language and the tribe, even as I struggled with the unfamiliar words and phrases.

In addition to learning the language, I also found myself being taught traditional women's hobbies by my attentive servants. As they demonstrated various skills, such as weaving and embroidery, I took the opportunity to teach them English in return.

My days were filled with the exchange of knowledge, as we shared our cultures and traditions with one another.

I sat with the women of the tribe, learning how to weave intricate patterns from the soft fibers of native plants. The feel of the fibers in my hands was both soothing and satisfying, and I marveled at the delicate beauty of the finished products. I found a deep sense of pride and accomplishment in my newfound skills, and I eagerly looked forward to each day's lesson.

Embroidery, too, was a skill I quickly embraced. The women taught me how to create stunning designs using only a needle, thread, and my own steady hand. The hours slipped away as I lost myself in the intricacies of each stitch, the rhythmic motion of the needle soothing my restless soul.

As I taught my new friends English, I found myself growing closer to them. We laughed together, shared stories, and even shed a few tears as we navigated the challenges of language and cultural barriers. In those moments, I felt a deep sense of belonging, as if I were truly a part of this unique and beautiful community.

Malaya, too, began to learn English, and I found myself growing closer to him as we struggled through the language barrier together.

Each day, he would bring me fresh fruits and meats from his hunting trips, and I couldn't help but be touched by his thoughtfulness.

We practiced English together, and although his pronunciation was far from perfect, his determination and dedication to learning my language were endearing.

We spent hours working on simple phrases, like "How are you?" and "Thank you," and I could see the pride in his eyes as he began to grasp the basics of English. As our language lessons continued, I found myself becoming more proficient in Palawano, and my conversations with Malaya grew deeper and more meaningful.

We shared our thoughts and feelings, our dreams and aspirations, and I found myself drawn to his strength, kindness, and wisdom.

Meanwhile, my days were filled with the comforting routines of traditional tribal life. I learned to weave intricate patterns with the women of the tribe, creating stunning pieces of art with my own hands.

I marveled at the delicate beauty of the embroidered designs I stitched, and I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment in my newfound skills.

The scents of the earth, the forest, and the fragrant blossoms filled the air, creating a heady, intoxicating atmosphere that I couldn't help but lose myself in.

The rich, exotic flavors of the tribe's cuisine danced on my tongue, and I found myself eagerly anticipating each meal, eager to sample new and exciting dishes.

As I grew more comfortable in my role as a binukot, I began to understand the importance of touch in the tribe's culture. I felt the warmth of the sun on my skin, the softness of the silk blankets, and the gentle caress of the breeze as it whispered through the trees.

And I couldn't deny the electricity that seemed to hum between Malaya and me whenever our fingers brushed or our eyes met across a crowded room.

I tried to keep my growing feelings for Malaya in check, reminding myself that I was an outsider in this world, and our relationship was built on a foundation of mutual respect and understanding. But as the days turned into weeks, I found it increasingly difficult to ignore the undeniable chemistry between us.

One evening, as we sat together in the soft glow of the firelight, Malaya turned to me and spoke in halting English.
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"Mayumi, I... I have feelings for you."

My breath caught in my throat, and my heart raced at his words. I knew I should be cautious, should try to protect my heart from the uncertainties of our situation. But something within me couldn't resist the pull of his gaze, the sincerity in his eyes, and the vulnerability of his confession.

As the days passed, our feelings for each other continued to grow, and I found myself longing for stolen moments alone with Malaya.

We would sit side by side, our fingers entwined, as we shared our thoughts and dreams with one another. Our conversations were punctuated by laughter and tender touches, and I couldn't help but feel that we were building something truly special between us.

Despite my growing affection for him, I was constantly reminded that I was not truly a part of this world. Besides, we were both men, would he truly be interested in me beyond the makeup and elegant clothing?

I also struggled with the expectations placed upon me as a binukot, and I longed for the freedom and independence of my former life.

In quiet moments, I would sit by the window of my hut, gazing out at the vibrant world beyond my reach. I longed to feel the warmth of the earth beneath my feet, to run through the forest, and to swim in the crystal-clear waters that surrounded the island. And yet, I knew that such desires were forbidden, that my role as a binukot required me to remain sheltered and protected.

After taking a refreshing bath, I stood in front of the mirror as my servants began touching my hair. It had been more than six months since I'd become a binukot, and my hair had grown until it reached my breasts. My once short and practical hairstyle had been replaced by a cascade of wavy, golden locks.

The servants, who had become like sisters to me over the months, complimented my hair in their newly-acquired English.

"Your hair is so beautiful, Mayumi! You don't need a wig anymore. Your natural hair is much more stunning!" they exclaimed in unison.

I couldn't help but feel a surge of happiness at their words. I had grown to love my long hair, and I was proud of how I had managed to teach my friends English. Our communication had grown stronger, and our bond had deepened.

The excitement in the room was palpable as they all agreed that it was time for me to embrace my natural beauty. However, the joy was soon tinged with sadness as the servants and warriors realized that the protocols of me being a binukot had not been followed strictly.

As a binukot, I was to be kept away from the outside world and hidden from the eyes of others, especially men. I had to be covered with blankets when I was transferred from one place to another.

As we prepared to move me back to my hut, my heart weighed heavy with the burden of my role as a binukot. I longed for the freedom to show my true self, to let my hair flow freely in the wind and to be seen by others without fear of breaking tradition.

As the servants gently draped the silk blankets over me, I felt the familiar sensation of being hidden from the world. The soft, cool fabric enveloped me, and I was momentarily lost in the darkness it created.

When I arrived at my hut, I was surprised to find Malaya waiting there, his eyes filled with anticipation. As the blankets were lifted from me, his gaze fell upon my long hair, and I could see the awe in his eyes. The sight of my natural beauty seemed to have a profound effect on him, and I felt a deep connection with him in that moment.
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"Your hair... it's beautiful, Mayumi. It makes your blue eyes sparkle even more. You look truly stunning," he whispered, his voice filled with genuine admiration.

I blushed at his words, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. To be seen and appreciated by the man I had grown to like meant more to me than I could express. But in the back of my mind, the weight of the binukot protocols and being a man still lingered.
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He reached out to gently caress my blonde locks, his touch both tender and reverent. The intimacy of the moment caused my heart to race, and I could sense a similar nervousness in him. With a nod, he asked everyone to leave the hut, giving us the privacy we both craved.

As the last person left, the atmosphere in the room shifted. The air was heavy with anticipation, and the scent of the burning incense seemed to take on a new intensity. Malaya's eyes were locked on mine, and I could feel the magnetic pull between us growing stronger.

He slowly approached me, and I felt my breath catch in my throat. As he closed the distance, my mind raced with a mixture of excitement and fear. The moment I had longed for was finally here, and yet, there was a secret I had kept from him that I could no longer ignore.

Just as he was about to kiss me, I blurted out, "I'm a man, Malaya. You know that. You were the one who rescued me."

For a moment, he paused, but then, his gaze softened, and he spoke with a conviction that took my breath away.

"I don't care what you are, Mayumi. All I know is that my heart is drawn to you, and I want to follow it."

With that, he leaned in and kissed me passionately. I was momentarily taken aback, but as his lips met mine, I found myself succumbing to the intensity of the moment. Our kiss was filled with the pent-up longing and desire we had both been holding back for so long.

As I continued relishing his warm, wet, and soft lips, our hands began to explore each other's bodies, our touches respectful and loving as I stared at his handsome and chiseled face.

The warmth of his hands on my skin sent shivers down my spine, and the taste of his lips was intoxicating. In that moment, all my fears and reservations fell away, replaced by the all-consuming power of our love.

He pulled away and started unwrapping his bahag (a loin of cloth in between his thighs covering his penis), layer-by-layer and knot-by-knot, and giving me a full view of his beefy, strong, and tall body, teasing me with his most prized jewel. Shortly after, there he was, with nothing but thick gold jewelry on and his Filipino girthy, long, hairy, and veiny cock, looking like it needed attention.

I’ve never been with a man before, but after living as Mayumi, I started swallowing the possibility of succumbing to the ultimate stereotypical feminine role. It had been months and I thought that I still had stern heterosexual thoughts, but seeing how turned on he was by the sight of me, only piqued my curiosity.

Shortly after, he started removing my silk vestments, leaving me with nothing but a long silk skirt on. Our bodies pressed together, and I could feel the steady rhythm of his heart against my chest—his hard nipples grazing mine, sending jolts all throughout my body.

I didn’t want to admit it but being led by him made me really hard and cream, at that very moment, I knew that my heterosexuality was already on life support. He slid down then cupped my chest, squeezing them together to form a cleavage as he grazed his teeth and drowned my pink nipples with his warm saliva.

“Mmm… Mayumi.”

“Ah! That feels so good, Malaya!”
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Pinning my hand, he started getting more aggressive—occasionally biting my nipples and providing me with novel sensations I’d never felt before. All I could do was cling to his head by pulling his short black hair.

The connection between us was undeniable, transcending any barriers of gender or societal expectations. We were two souls brought together by fate, and in that moment, our love was the only thing that mattered. But then, as I was about to be cradled into a romantic immersion, he started pulling my golden locks and burying my face in between his thighs—bringing me back to an erotic disposition.

I was so lost in the aroma of his testosterone and the tickling sensation that his hairy crotch provided against my skin. He started grazing my mouth with his wet mushroom head and all I wanted to do was follow his lead.

Malaya, the once chivalrous man, choked his member and slapped my face with his cock.

“Sorry, I can’t help it!” he said before impaling my mouth without a warning.

“Gwak!” I let out.

As I tried to accommodate every inch from his huge cock, I feel his body shake like he was in a deliriously delicious disposition. His precum started flowing on my tongue, letting me know that he wasn’t only delicious to look at.

Circling his head—his eyes closed in euphoria, he started thrusting in and out of my throat. Being the sweet and submissive binukot that I was, all I could do was open my mouth wide and let him enjoy what I had to offer.

Suddenly, he knelt and leaned closer with a whisper, “I want to do what the others are doing. I’ve only heard about it through gossips.”

Furrowing my brows with eyes still teary, I asked what he meant.

[image: ]

“I want to put my penis inside your butthole.”

Too scared most especially that his dick wasn’t exactly built for first-timers, I pulled away.

“I—I don’t know… Malaya.”

“Mayumi… I don’t beg, I’m a prince, but please, just say yes, I don’t want to hurt you.”

Feeling like I had no choice, I started pumping the affirmative 40% within me and turned it to 51%. Not knowing what to do, I lay on the floor like a clam. But as I was contemplating things, he maneuvered my body into a dog-style position.

He parted my things like they were the red sea and burrowed his face under my skirt.

“Mmm… mmm…” he moaned.

Suddenly, I was provided with another yet novel and delectable sensation—his warm, heavy, and wet tongue, lapping on my walls of orgasmic pleasure.

“Oh!” I let out as soon as he darted in my hole—giving me a preview of what was about to cum.

“You taste so sweet, Mayumi,” he said.

Shortly after, he leaned closer and grabbed my face. He started kissing my as if his life depended on the air from my mouth. It was the most intense kiss I’ve ever experienced and I didn’t want it to stop.

I gave him full control of my body and I didn’t regret it any second of it, and I wanted him to explore me more. Never did I imagine that I’d have more fun having a man use my body than actually using my penis.

He started licking my balls—causing shivers down my spine before grazing his mushroom dick on my ass walls. Slowly, surely, gently, he inserted it—and that was when I started doubting if I did the right thing.

“Fuck!” I yelled.

He yanked my hair with utmost vigor—the one he treasured like gold as he inserted his remaining inches, letting me know what it was like to be part of the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Ma…yu…mi…” he said as soon as I embraced every inch of him. The pain was palpable, beating, and almost unenduring, but when he started leaning in and kissing my neck, I knew that I had to brave the sensation.

Briefly, I thought, he was now my man, and I’d do anything to make him happy. Suddenly, my patience must’ve been noticed by the harbinger of prostate pleasure as the sensations started turning from painful to pleasurable.

Too consumed and wanting to feel more, I started grinding and gyrating to check if I was hallucinating. However, I wasn’t, it really did start feeling good.

I pumped more, causing him to fill the hut with his screams and moans, letting me know that I was doing the right thing.

“Ahh! Mayumi!”

He started sinking his fingertips into my hips and pounded me like it was his first time to penetrate someone.

“It’s… so… tight!”

The faster and deeper he fucked me, the more pleasure I felt. He was drowning me in his lust and my penis seemed to have agreed. It was like magic, I wasn’t touching it but I was so hard.

“Yes! Malaya! Yes!” I cheered—causing him to growl and fuck me harder. As he continued to pouncing my ass, the world beyond our hut seemed to fade away. Time seemed to stand still as we lost ourselves in the depths of our passion, our bodies and hearts intertwining in the most intimate of ways.

The scent of our sweat, saliva, and lust filled the air, mingling with the sweet aroma of the incense and the earthy scent of the hut. Our breaths mingled, and our moans of pleasure created a symphony of passion that spoke to the depths of our connection.

As he clung harder to my hips, the soft glow of the firelight casting a warm, flickering light over our bodies, I knew that our love had reached its highest expression.

“Mayumi! Mayumi!”

“Yes! Fuck me!”
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“Finishing! Finishing! I will finishing!” he said in broken English.

I wanted to correct him but I was prostate-deep in euphoria. Suddenly, he started impaling me even harder.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

Finally, there he was, filling me with his unborn royal heirs. As his cum trailed in my orifice, my penis started leaking. We’ve created so much mess that I briefly felt bad for the servants. But then, he started leaning into me and kissing me again.

Our souls had become one, transcending the boundaries of our physical forms, and I couldn't imagine a more perfect moment.

“I… love… you…” he said—that time, in perfect diction and grammar.

“I love you too, Malaya, I didn’t know I could but I—”

Before I could start explaining, he stopped me by kissing deeply as the sounds of cicadas started drowning our orgasmic silence. In the aftermath of our passionate encounter, Malaya and I held each other close, our bodies still tingling from the intensity of our connection.

As we shared whispered words of love and devotion, I realized that our journey together was just beginning. And while the future was uncertain, I knew that our love was strong enough to conquer any obstacle that stood in our way.


Island - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS MALAYA CONTINUED TO CARESS my golden locks, the warm noontime sun filtering through the window of our hut, an unexpected commotion erupted outside.

A group of burly men approached, their skin tanned by the sun and muscles taut from years of physical labor. They wore clothing of a different style than the Palawano tribe, adorned with various shells and feathers.

As they neared, I could make out their distinct tribal markings, hinting at their affiliation with the Masakit tribe.

The leader of the group, a tall and imposing man with a chiseled jaw and piercing eyes, introduced himself as King Makisig. His voice boomed, echoing through the hut as he addressed Malaya.
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"I have come to meet the beautiful binukot with golden hair and skin as white as the moon," he declared, his gaze scanning the hut for any sign of me.

Malaya, however, remained firm in his denial.

"There is no such person here," he replied, his voice laced with defiance. But the men of the Masakit tribe were not easily swayed. They seemed skeptical, their eyes narrowing as they surveyed our home.

King Makisig then motioned to his men, who began to unload an array of gifts. Gold jewelry, intricately crafted with delicate patterns, glistened in the sunlight.

Lush fruits such as pineapples and mangoes, their vibrant colors and sweet scents filling the air, were piled alongside bags of rice. "We have brought these offerings in hopes of meeting this mysterious binukot," Makisig explained.

"If you allow us to see her, there will be even more gifts to come."

Despite the tempting array of presents, Malaya stood his ground.

"I've already told you, there is no such person here," he repeated, his voice unwavering. The tension in the room was palpable, and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I listened to the exchange.

Makisig's expression darkened, clearly unhappy with Malaya's refusal. He stared at Malaya for a few tense moments, then gestured for his men to gather their gifts.

"Very well," he said, his tone cold.

"But know this—we will not give up so easily. We are determined to find this binukot and see her beauty for ourselves."

With that, the Masakit tribe members departed, leaving Malaya and me in the aftermath of the encounter. My hands trembled as I realized the threat they posed, not only to my safety but to the stability of the Palawano tribe.

I feared that this wouldn't be the last we heard from King Makisig and his people.

As Malaya turned to me, his eyes filled with concern, I knew that we had to be cautious. The Masakit tribe's interest in me could lead to disastrous consequences, and we needed to prepare ourselves for whatever challenges lay ahead. The intensity of the situation weighed on me, and I could feel a knot forming in the pit of my stomach.

I couldn't help but ask him more about what had just transpired. The fear and curiosity gnawed at me, urging me to understand the true danger we faced.

Malaya, his face a mix of worry and determination, began to explain the true nature of King Makisig.
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"Makisig is known for enslaving beautiful women and adding them to his harem," he told me, his voice low and serious. "He cannot be trusted. He's ruthless and cunning, and will stop at nothing to get what he wants."

I felt a chill run down my spine at his words, the horrifying reality of my situation sinking in. My mind raced, imagining the terrible fate that could befall me if I were to end up in Makisig's grasp.

He looked me directly in the eyes, his gaze intense and unwavering.

[image: ]

"Promise me, Mayumi, that you'll trust me to protect you. I won't let anything happen to you. I swear it," he vowed, his voice firm with conviction.

Tears welled up in my eyes, and I nodded, giving him my word. I knew that I had no choice but to rely on him and the Palawano tribe to keep me safe.

In that moment, I felt a deep gratitude for their willingness to stand by me.

It was then that we realized Maliksi had been listening to our conversation, his young face etched with concern.

"I'll protect you too, Mayumi," he declared, his voice shaking but determined. "You're like a sister to me, and I won't let anything happen to you."

Hearing Maliksi's words, I was overcome with emotion. I had grown so close to both Malaya and Maliksi during my time with the Palawano tribe, and their loyalty and devotion meant the world to me. I felt a surge of love and appreciation for the two of them, and I knew that I was truly fortunate to have them in my life.

We all embraced, the warmth of our hug a symbol of the bond we shared. In that moment, I felt a renewed sense of hope and determination. Together, we would face whatever challenges lay ahead, and I knew that I could rely on Malaya and Maliksi to stand by me every step of the way.

As we eventually broke apart, I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the trials to come. My heart still raced with fear, but it was tempered by the knowledge that I was not alone. With Malaya and Maliksi by my side, I felt as though I could face anything, even the terrifying prospect of King Makisig's pursuit.

The next day, I found myself watching the Maligaya tribe from the safety of my hut as they trained for the potential war that loomed over us. Their movements were swift and strong, a testament to their determination and skill. The air was thick with tension, and I could sense the underlying fear that gripped the tribe, despite their best efforts to remain focused and resolute.

As I watched, my heart pounding in my chest, I noticed King Makisig and his men approaching once again. This time, they carried no gifts—only an arsenal of weapons that glinted menacingly in the sunlight. Their presence was a clear threat, a show of force meant to intimidate the Maligaya tribe.
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Malaya, ever the fearless leader, did his best to ignore the menacing visitors and continue with the training session. He led his men through a series of intricate drills, demonstrating their impressive capabilities and resolve. But it was evident that the Maligaya tribe was outnumbered by Makisig's forces, and I couldn't help but feel a growing sense of dread.

Beside me, Maliksi's small frame trembled with fear as he watched the scene unfold. We exchanged nervous glances, both of us acutely aware of the danger that loomed over us. I tried to put on a brave face for his sake, but my heart raced, and my breath came in short, shallow gasps.

“They’re really evil! I hate them!” Makisig let out.

Covering his mouth, I held him to my chest.

“Shh, they might hear you.”

As the Maligaya warriors continued their training, the tension in the air grew more palpable. The members of the Masakit tribe watched with cold, calculating eyes, their weapons gleaming as they observed the display before them. It was clear that they were sizing up their potential opponents, assessing the strength and capabilities of the Maligaya warriors.

Despite the fear that gnawed at me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride as I watched Malaya and his men refuse to be intimidated by their adversaries.

Their unwavering courage in the face of such a formidable threat was awe-inspiring, and I found myself silently praying for their safety and success.

The standoff continued for what felt like hours, the oppressive weight of the situation bearing down on all of us. The sun beat down mercilessly, and I could see the sweat glistening on the brows of the Maligaya warriors as they continued their drills, refusing to back down.

Finally, with a sneer of disdain, King Makisig ordered his men to leave, their mission of intimidation seemingly complete. As they retreated, I breathed a sigh of relief, my body trembling with the release of pent-up anxiety. The threat had been temporarily abated, but I knew in my heart that this would not be the last we'd see of the Masakit tribe.

The Maligaya warriors, exhausted from the intense training session and the strain of the encounter, slowly dispersed to rest and recover. Malaya approached the hut where Maliksi and I had been watching, his face a mixture of relief and determination.

"We must prepare for the coming storm," he said, his voice resolute.

"The Masakit tribe will not rest until they have what they want, and we must be ready to face them when the time comes."

I nodded, my heart swelling with admiration for Malaya's unwavering courage and commitment to protecting his people—and me.

A week later, I found myself seated at the dining hut with Malaya and Maliksi, enjoying a loving family-like dinner. The huge banana leaves were adorned with an array of delicious dishes, all served steaming hot. The flickering light from the oil lamps cast a warm glow on our faces, and the scent of the food wafted through the air, making my stomach rumble in anticipation.

We feasted on grilled fish, tender strips of marinated pork, and an assortment of fresh vegetables, all accompanied by steaming handfuls of fragrant rice. As we ate, we laughed and talked, the bond between us growing stronger with each passing day. It felt as if I had found a new family in this strange land, and I cherished every moment we spent together.

Suddenly, the hut's entrance was pushed open with a creak, and an imposing figure stepped in. Maliksi, sensing my confusion, leaned over and whispered in my ear, "That's King Masagana, my father’s father and the leader of the Maligaya tribe."

King Masagana's eyes bore into Malaya, his expression a mixture of disappointment and anger.

"Why did you not tell me about the threat posed by the Masakit tribe?" he demanded, his voice a low growl.

Malaya bowed his head in submission, replying softly, "I thought I could handle the situation on my own, Father. I did not want to worry you."

King Masagana's gaze then fell upon me, and his stern expression softened ever so slightly as he took in my appearance.
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"So, this is the beautiful binukot with the golden hair and skin as white as the moon," he mused, his eyes filled with understanding.

"I can see why they would fight for you."

With a sigh, the king turned back to Malaya.

"I will send thirty of my warriors and one of my generals to protect you and the tribe from any further threats," he declared, his voice firm but laced with concern.

"We cannot take this situation lightly."

As he left the hut, the mood at the table shifted. The once lighthearted atmosphere had been replaced by a somber undertone, and our conversation grew more subdued. We all knew that the threat of the Masakit tribe loomed large over our heads, and the stakes were higher than ever before.

Throughout the rest of the meal, my thoughts kept drifting back to the king's words. I couldn't help but feel responsible for the trouble that had befallen the Maligaya tribe, and the weight of that guilt weighed heavily on my heart.

As we finished our meal and prepared to retire for the night, I vowed to myself that I would do everything in my power to help protect the people who had become my family in this faraway land.

That night, as the moon cast its silvery glow upon our hut, I found myself standing by the window with Malaya. The soft, gentle breeze blew through the open window, carrying the sweet scent of night-blooming flowers with it. It was a perfect moment, ripe with the possibilities of love and passion.

As we gazed at the moon and the stars, his strong, warm hand found mine, and our fingers intertwined.
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"Mayumi," he began, his voice low and tender, "I know these are difficult times, but I want you to know that I will always be by your side, no matter what."

I looked into his eyes, seeing the sincerity and love that shone there, and my heart swelled with emotion.

"Malaya, I promise that I will never leave your side either," I replied softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I will stand with you and our people, and together, we will face whatever comes our way."

He leaned in closer, our faces mere inches apart, and his breath warmed my cheek as he spoke.

"In the midst of all this chaos and uncertainty, you are the one thing that brings me peace and happiness. I never thought I would find someone like you, Mayumi. You are my moon and my stars, and I will love you until the end of time."

I felt my cheeks flush with warmth at his sweet words, and my heart raced with excitement.

"Malaya, you are my everything. Before I met you, I was lost, unsure of who I was and where I belonged. But now, I have found a home in your arms, and I will treasure that always."

Our lips met in a tender, passionate kiss, and I felt as if time itself had stopped. The world around us faded away, leaving only the two of us and the love we shared.

As we broke apart, our breaths mingling in the night air, I knew with certainty that we were bound together, our destinies intertwined, and nothing could ever tear us apart.

"I promise you, Mayumi," he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear, "that I will fight for you, for us, and for our people. I will do whatever it takes to ensure our happiness and safety, even if it means going to war."

"And I promise, Malaya," I whispered back, my voice filled with determination and love, "that I will stand beside you, supporting you in every way I can. Together, we are strong, and together, we can face any challenge that comes our way."

As the night deepened, and the stars continued to twinkle above us, we remained by the window, wrapped in each other's arms. We exchanged more sweet nothings and promises, our love for one another growing stronger with every word.

In the midst of the chaos and danger that threatened our lives, we found solace in each other's arms, and that was enough to give us hope for the future.


Island - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, as I sat in my hut, weaving a beautiful tapestry with my newly-acquired skills, I could sense Maliksi growing restless beside me. He fidgeted, sighing loudly as he watched the threads intertwine under my deft fingers.

Finally, unable to contain his boredom any longer, he blurted out, "Mayumi, I'm tired of sitting here! I want to go outside and hunt for crabs!"
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I looked at him sympathetically, understanding his need for freedom and adventure, but I also knew the danger that lurked beyond the safety of our hut.
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"Maliksi, I know it's hard, but it's too dangerous for you to go outside right now. We must stay here, where it's safe," I reasoned, hoping to calm his restless spirit.

He slumped in defeat, his shoulders drooping as he acknowledged the truth in my words.

"You're right, Mayumi. It's just... I miss the fun and excitement of being outside, exploring the world."

Feeling a sudden surge of inspiration, I suggested, "Why don't you go fetch your books from your hut? We can study more English together, and that way, we can still have some fun while staying safe."

Maliksi's eyes lit up at the idea, and he quickly agreed. "Okay, Mayumi! I'll be right back with my books!" With that, he scampered off to his hut, leaving me alone to continue weaving.

As I worked, I couldn't help but glance out the window to watch the men of our tribe training in the distance. The new warriors that King Masagana had sent were now joining the exercises, their movements strong and precise as they honed their skills in preparation for the potential conflict that lay ahead.

My eyes sought out Malaya among them, and when I found him, I couldn't help but smile. There he was, his powerful body glistening with sweat as he led the training, his eyes focused and determined.

It was clear that he was wholly committed to protecting our tribe and ensuring our safety, and my heart swelled with love and pride for him.

As I watched, he glanced in my direction, and our eyes met for a brief, sweet moment. His lips curved into a tender smile, and I knew that he was thinking of me, just as I was thinking of him. It was a fleeting connection, but it was enough to fill my heart with warmth and hope.

As the sun began to dip toward the horizon, painting the sky in hues of pink and gold, a knot of worry formed in my stomach. Maliksi had not yet returned from fetching his books, and the sinking sun only served to heighten my anxiety. The longer he was gone, the more I feared that something terrible had happened to him.

Unable to sit idly by any longer, I asked one of my servants to fetch Malaya for me. She nodded, understanding the urgency of my request, and hurried away to find him.

As I paced the floor of my hut, my thoughts raced, and I was consumed with guilt. I shouldn't have suggested that Maliksi go out to retrieve his books.

What if he had been kidnapped, or worse? The weight of my decision weighed heavily on me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I had put him in danger.

He arrived shortly after, concern etched on his face.

"Mayumi, what's wrong?" he asked, his voice steady and calming.

I couldn't meet his gaze, my eyes filling with tears.

"It's Maliksi," I choked out, my voice trembling with fear.

"He went to get his books, and he hasn't come back yet. I'm so worried, Malaya. What if something happened to him?"

His expression grew even more serious, and he immediately took charge.

"We'll find him, Mayumi. I promise you, we'll find him." He turned to the servants, barking orders for them to gather a search party.

As the men of the tribe assembled and prepared to search for Maliksi, I stood by, my heart pounding in my chest. The sounds of the gathering search party filled the air—the murmur of worried voices, the rustling of leaves as torches were lit. My senses were heightened by my fear, and every sound seemed to echo through my very soul.

With a final, reassuring squeeze of my hand, Malaya led the search party out into the darkening jungle, leaving me behind with my thoughts and my guilt. I could only stand at the window, my eyes scanning the shadows as I silently prayed for Maliksi's safe return.

Time seemed to crawl by as I waited, each minute stretching into an eternity. The sounds of the jungle outside were both comforting and ominous—the distant call of a bird, the rustle of leaves as the wind whispered through them, the gentle lapping of water on the shore. I tried to focus on these familiar sounds, but my mind kept returning to Maliksi and the danger he might be facing.

As the darkness deepened and the search continued, my fear and guilt grew stronger. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was responsible for whatever had happened to Maliksi. I should have been more cautious, more aware of the potential dangers lurking just beyond the safety of our hut. But instead, I had sent him out into the unknown, and now he was lost.

I don't know how long I stood there, my heart aching and my mind racing, but suddenly, the sound of approaching footsteps caught my attention. My heart leapt into my throat, and I strained to see through the darkness, praying that it was Maliksi, safe and sound.

As the search party returned without Maliksi, my heart dropped, and I felt as if I were standing on the edge of an abyss, consumed by darkness and despair. Malaya was not among them, having continued his search for Maliksi elsewhere, and my guilt only intensified.

The tribe members moved about, weary from their efforts, but still determined to find the missing boy. I could hear the hushed whispers and quiet sobs of the women as they consoled one another, their fear for Maliksi palpable. The air was thick with tension and worry, and it clung to me like a heavy, suffocating shroud.

I couldn't bear to remain in my hut, so I tried to step outside, but the guards and my servants stopped me before my bare feet could sink into the cool, damp earth.

“No! My lady!” One of the servants said—motioning me to sit on the steps instead.

The scent of the ocean hung heavily in the air, a mixture of earth and water that was both familiar and comforting. But it did little to ease the turmoil that churned within me.

As I sat there, covered by a sheer blanket, the sounds of the night seemed to mock me—the distant call of a bird, the rustle of leaves as the wind whispered through them, the gentle lapping of water on the shore. These sounds, once a soothing lullaby, now taunted me with their indifference to the pain that gripped my heart.

I thought of Malaya, still out there in the darkness, searching for Maliksi. I knew he wouldn't give up, not until he had found his only child. And the knowledge that my thoughtless suggestion had put them both in danger was almost too much to bear.

I wrapped my arms around myself, trying to find some comfort in the face of this overwhelming guilt. I replayed the moment I had sent Maliksi to fetch his books over and over in my mind, each time wishing I could change the outcome, take back my words, and keep him safe.

As the night wore on, the air grew colder, and I felt the chill deep in my bones. I shivered, but I couldn't bring myself to go back inside my hut, to retreat from the reality that lay before me. Instead, I stood there, my gaze fixed on the darkness, willing Maliksi and Malaya to return safely to us.

The moon climbed higher in the sky, its silvery light casting eerie shadows across the shore. My senses were heightened by my fear, and every sound seemed to echo through my very soul. I strained to hear any sign of their approach, but all I was met with was the relentless silence of the night.

As the hours passed, and my hope began to wane, I tried to imagine what life would be like without Maliksi's laughter, his boundless energy, and his infectious enthusiasm. I couldn't fathom it, and the thought brought fresh tears to my eyes.

My legs grew weak as I buried my face in my hands, my sobs wracking my body as I gave in to the crushing weight of my guilt and fear. I prayed to the spirits of the ocean, to any power that would listen, to bring Maliksi and Malaya back to me, to forgive me for my thoughtlessness, and to grant me the chance to make things right.

As the first light of dawn began to chase away the darkness, I remained there, my heart aching and my mind racing, still clinging to the fragile hope that they would return, safe and sound.

The sun was high in the sky when Malaya returned, his face etched with defeat and sadness. He gently lifted my sleeping body, carrying me inside the hut, where we lay down together, our tears mingling as we held each other. He remained strong, his arms wrapped tightly around me.
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"Mayumi, I promise you, we will find Maliksi and bring him back," he whispered, his voice full of determination.

In the afternoon, we were awakened by the sudden arrival of the Masakit tribe. They had captured Makisig and held him captive, his small body trembling with fear.

"We found this child playing with crabs on the shore," announced the leader of the Masakit warriors in the language that I have learned to speak.

"We will return him to you if you give up the binukot."

Malaya's face hardened, and he refused to give me up, his love and loyalty unwavering.

"We will never hand her over to you!"

With that, war erupted between the two tribes, a brutal and bloody battle fought with swords and knives. I could feel the ground tremble beneath me as the men fought with fierce determination.

As the Masakit tribe began to gain the advantage, I knew that the time had come for me to act. I stepped up to the window of my hut, allowing the sunlight to illuminate my hair, making it gleam like spun gold.

I could see the awe and astonishment on the faces of the Masakit tribe, and even Makisig's eyes widened in disbelief.

"Stop!" I shouted, my voice ringing clear and steady.

"If you do not release Malaya and Makisig, I will step out of this hut, tarnishing my purity by allowing my bare feet to touch the earth, rendering me useless to you."

"Mayumi, no!" Malaya cried out, but I held up a hand to silence him.

Makisig, realizing that I was prepared to follow through with my threat, reluctantly agreed to let Malaya and Makisig go.

"Release them," he ordered his men, "but take the binukot with us."
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As the Masakit tribe's men lifted me from the hut floor, I looked back one last time, my eyes meeting those of Malaya and Maliksi. The tears streamed down Maliksi's face, and I could see the pain etched in every line of Malaya's expression.

"Mayumi!" Malaya called out, his voice cracking with emotion.

"Malaya…" I whispered though I knew he couldn't hear me.

As the Masakit tribe began their journey back to their village, with me in tow, I stared back at the place that had become my home, the people who had become my family.

As the distance between us grew, my tears fell freely, my heart heavy with sorrow, but I held onto the hope that one day, I would find a way to return to them.


Island - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

WE REACHED THE MASAKIT VILLAGE by nightfall, and I couldn't help but be struck by its grandeur.
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The huts were larger and more elaborate, and even the commoners wore gold ornaments. I glimpsed this new world through the sheer fabric that covered me, a constant reminder of my status as a binukot.

As we arrived, I was led to a luxurious hut to bathe and refresh myself after the long journey. The female servants who attended me gasped when they undressed me and discovered that I had the body of a man.

Panicked whispers filled the air, and I knew it wouldn't be long before King Makisig learned the truth.

A tense silence followed as the servants left the hut, leaving me to wonder what would become of me now. Moments later, King Makisig himself entered, his expression a mixture of shock and curiosity.

He approached me cautiously, his body shuddering as his eyes took in my male form, but his gaze soon returned to my face, lingering on my delicate features and long blonde hair.

"You… you're a man?" he stammered, his voice barely concealing his astonishment.

"Yes," I replied, even if I wasn’t sure anymore—hoping to turn him off and give me back to the Maligaya village as I braced myself for his reaction.

But to my surprise, he didn't seem angry or disgusted. Instead, he studied my face for a moment before sighing and addressing the servants who had returned to the hut.

"Fine," he said, his voice firm.

"Do as I instructed. Dress her in the finest clothes and adornments befitting a binukot of her beauty. It does not matter to me whether she is a man or a woman—her face is still the most beautiful I have ever seen."

As the servants hurried to obey, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of relief and dread. While it seemed that King Makisig was willing to accept me as I was, I knew that life in the Masakit village would be far from easy.

I would be expected to live up to the expectations of a binukot, despite my true identity. And as I was dressed in the elaborate clothing and jewelry, I couldn't help but wonder what had become of Malaya and Maliksi, and whether I would ever see them again.

Soon after, I was carried to King Makisig's royal hut, which was even more grand and opulent than the one I had been in before. Rich tapestries adorned the walls, and the scent of exotic incense filled the air. The room was bathed in the warm glow of torchlight, which cast flickering shadows over the sumptuous furnishings.

As I entered, several harem slaves greeted me flirtatiously. They were beautiful women, their bodies adorned with shimmering fabrics and glittering jewelry.

"Well, well, well," one of them said with a teasing smile, "you're the talk of the village, you know? You may have fooled everyone else, but we know you're not a real woman."

Another chimed in, "Oh, don't worry, we won't tell. It's actually quite exciting to have a man in our midst."

Before I could respond, the harem slaves began to attend to the warriors who had gathered in the royal hut. I watched in shock as they provided them with various pleasures, my heart pounding in my chest. I couldn't believe what was happening around me and felt incredibly out of place.

Makisig approached me, a lascivious grin on his face.

"Your eyes," he murmured, "they're the most beautiful shade of blue I have ever seen. Like the depths of the Pacific Ocean."

He leaned in to kiss me, but I couldn't bring myself to reciprocate. I tensed up and turned my face away, making it clear that I didn't want his advances.

His expression darkened, and he looked hurt and angry.

"So be it," he spat, before turning to his guards.

"Take her away. Put her in a prisoner's hut. If she refuses to give herself willingly, she will be treated like the captive she is."

The guards roughly grabbed me and dragged me away from the opulence of the royal hut. My heart raced, and my mind swirled with fear and confusion.

I had been thrown into this strange new world, and I desperately wished I could go back to the simpler times with Malaya and Maliksi. As I was thrown into the prisoner's hut, the door slamming shut behind me, I couldn't help but wonder if I would ever see them again.

A month had passed since I was thrown into the prisoner's hut, and my days were filled with hard labor and endless weaving. My once delicate hands had become rough and calloused from the relentless work.

I spent my evenings in solitude, often crying myself to sleep as I longed for the life I had left behind with Malaya and Maliksi.

One day, as I was absorbed in my weaving, King Makisig paid me a visit. He looked at me in astonishment, his eyes wide with disbelief.
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"How is it possible," he marveled, "that even after a month of toil, your beauty remains undiminished?"

His gaze lingered on my face before moving to my hands. He reached out and touched them gently, his face etched with sorrow.

"I'm sorry," he whispered, tears filling his eyes. "I never meant for this to happen. I have thought of nothing but you, day and night, and I don't care if you're not a woman."

At that moment, something clicked within me. I realized I could use his adoration to my advantage, and perhaps find a way to escape this wretched place. I feigned gratitude, my voice gentle and soothing.

"Thank you, King Makisig," I murmured. "Your words mean more to me than you know."

He instructed his guards to carry me to a new hut, one fit for a royal. It was the most opulent and beautiful dwelling I had ever seen.

The walls were adorned with intricate carvings and colorful tapestries, and the air was filled with the intoxicating scent of exotic flowers. My heart raced with both excitement and fear as I realized the potential power I now held.

King Makisig ensured that I was pampered and attended to in every way possible. My hands, once weathered and rough, were now massaged with fragrant oils, restoring their softness. I was adorned in the finest silks and fed the most sumptuous foods. My every desire was catered to, and I felt like a queen.

But even as I reveled in my newfound luxury, I knew that it was all a means to an end. I would use King Makisig's infatuation with me to my advantage, in the hopes that I could one day escape this gilded prison and find my way back to Malaya, Maliksi, and the life I had been so cruelly ripped away from.

As the days went on, King Makisig continued his relentless pursuit of my affection. Each night, he presented me with a new piece of exquisite jewelry, a testament to his devotion.

He would look into my eyes, and with a sincerity that almost made me believe him, he would say, "I am willing to wait for the day you are ready to share your lips with me."

One day, as I was enjoying a brief moment of solitude in the lush gardens surrounding my hut, I noticed two women observing me from a distance.

They approached me with an air of confidence and elegance that left no doubt as to their status within the tribe. Introducing themselves as Queen Marikit and her best friend, the concubine Mariwasa, they regarded me with a mixture of curiosity and disdain.
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"You may have fooled our king," Queen Marikit sneered, "but we see through your little charade. A fake woman, taking the attention of our beloved king away from us! It's preposterous."

Mariwasa chimed in, her voice dripping with venom, "Yes, and we won't let you have him. Just because you've caught his fancy doesn't mean you'll have an easy time here."
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I met their gazes evenly, refusing to be intimidated. "You have nothing to worry about," I replied firmly. "My heart belongs to Malaya, and my only desire is to find a way to return to the Maligaya village."

To my surprise, their expressions softened at my words, and a conspiratorial gleam appeared in their eyes. Queen Marikit leaned in closer, her voice barely above a whisper. "If that's what you truly want, we can help you."

Mariwasa nodded in agreement. "Yes, we have no love for Makisig, and if we can hurt him by helping you, we will."

Over the next few weeks, the two women and I devised a plan to escape the Masakit village. They would use their influence and cunning to create a diversion, allowing me to slip away unnoticed. I knew the risks were high, but the thought of returning to Malaya and Maliksi, and the life that had been stolen from me, was worth any danger I might face.

And so, with a newfound sense of determination, I prepared to leave behind the gilded cage that had become my home, fueled by the hope of reuniting with those I loved most.

A day later, Queen Marikit and Mariwasa led me to a luxurious bath chamber, adorned with glistening tiles and fragrant flower petals floating on the surface of the water. They ordered the attending servants to leave us alone, ensuring our privacy as we prepared to execute our plan.

"Now, listen carefully," Queen Marikit instructed as she began to mix a concoction of brown dye and oil in a small bowl.

"We need to make you look like a common slave so that you can slip out of the village unnoticed."

Mariwasa nodded in agreement, her eyes locked on mine.

"Yes, we'll dye your hair and skin to match the color of the other slaves. It's the only way you'll blend in."

I hesitated for a moment, but the thought of reuniting with Malaya and Maliksi strengthened my resolve. I nodded my consent, and the two women began applying the brown dye mixture to my golden hair and fair skin.

The oil felt cool and slick as they worked it into my hair, transforming my appearance with each stroke. As the dye darkened my skin, I could hardly recognize the person staring back at me in the mirror. It was both disconcerting and thrilling.

After they had finished, Queen Marikit turned her attention to my feet.

"Your purity must be protected," she said, carefully wrapping my feet in thick, soft silk cloth.

"This will keep you safe during your journey."

As the women guided me to a waiting carriage, the weight of the silk on my feet served as a constant reminder of the sacrifice I was making for my loved ones. I couldn't help but feel a mixture of apprehension and anticipation as the carriage began to move, carrying me away from the Masakit village and towards the uncertain future that awaited me.

Queen Marikit and Mariwasa exchanged knowing glances as we traveled. "Remember," Mariwasa whispered, "you must act like a slave, just look on the ground at all times even if people are talking to you. Keep your head down and be subservient. It's the only way to ensure your safety."

I nodded, steeling myself for the challenges ahead. The desire to reunite with Malaya and Maliksi burned within me, driving me forward on this perilous journey.

As we continued our journey, the carriage slowed, and I heard the approaching footsteps of the guards from the royal village. I held my breath, praying that our disguise would hold up under scrutiny.

"Open up," one of the guards commanded, and the door to the carriage swung open. I kept my head down, trying to appear as subservient as possible. The guard looked closely at me, and then at Queen Marikit and Mariwasa.

"Proceed," he grunted, apparently satisfied with our appearance. The carriage door closed, and we resumed our journey, the sound of our beating hearts drowning out the rhythmic thud of the hooves outside.

We kept our voices low as we spoke, not wanting the men carrying our carriage to overhear our conversation.

"How much longer until we're out of the Masakit village?" I whispered to Queen Marikit and Mariwasa.

Mariwasa glanced out of the small window, assessing our progress.

"It should take about three hours," she replied in hushed tones.

Queen Marikit turned her attention back to me.

"You don't remember your journey here, do you?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

I shook my head.

"All I could think of was Malaya and Maliksi. Everything else was a blur."

The two women exchanged sympathetic looks, understanding the depth of my devotion to my loved ones. We spent the rest of the journey in quiet contemplation, each of us lost in our own thoughts.

As the hours passed, I couldn't help but feel an overwhelming mixture of anxiety and anticipation. I knew that we were taking a great risk, but the chance to reunite with Malaya and Maliksi was worth any danger. And as the sun began to set, casting long shadows across the landscape, I felt a renewed sense of determination, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

The carriage came to an abrupt halt, and we were jolted from our seats. Queen Marikit quickly opened the window to see what had caused the sudden stop. To our horror, it was King Makisig himself, his eyes narrow with suspicion.

"Who's inside?" he demanded, his voice cold and commanding.

Thinking quickly, Queen Marikit replied, "I'm on my way to purchase gold, Your Highness. Nothing more."

King Makisig peered into the carriage, his gaze sweeping over Mariwasa and me. I held my breath, praying that he wouldn't recognize me beneath the disguise. To our immense relief, he merely nodded and stepped back.

"Very well. Proceed," he said, and the carriage lurched forward once more.

We exchanged looks of relief, our hearts pounding in our chests. But our celebration was short-lived, for soon we heard the sounds of battle outside. Screaming men and the clash of swords filled the air, and I felt a surge of fear for what was to come.

The battle raged on, and it became clear that it was the Maligaya tribe, led by none other than Malaya, fighting against the Masakit warriors. They fought with fierce determination, and eventually emerged victorious. The Masakit tribe was forced to retreat, leaving the Maligaya warriors standing tall on the battlefield.

With the battle won, Malaya demanded to know where I was. The sweet anticipation of our reunion swelled within me, and I could hardly wait to see him again.
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The moment the coast was clear, I opened the carriage window, my blue eyes sparkling amidst the dark night even though I was covered in dye.

"Malaya!" I called out, my voice filled with joy.

He rushed to the carriage, his eyes widening in disbelief as he saw me. With a strength born of love and relief, he lifted me into his arms and we shared a passionate kiss, the warmth of our love banishing the chill of the night air.

I turned to Queen Marikit and Mariwasa, gratitude shining in my eyes.

"Thank you for your help," I said, my voice thick with emotion.

They nodded, smiling warmly at us, and we bade them farewell as they were carried back to the Masakit village. Cradled in Malaya's arms, we returned to the Maligaya village.

As Malaya held me close, he whispered, "I thought I'd lost you forever, my love."

I smiled through my tears, answering, "You'll never lose me, Malaya. Our love is stronger than any force that tries to separate us."

He brushed a strand of hair from my face, his eyes filled with adoration. "You're my sun and my moon, Mayumi. Without you, my world is dark."

"And you are the air I breathe, the fire that keeps me warm," I whispered back.”


Island - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE DAY AFTER OUR TEARFUL REUNION, Malaya, Maliksi, and I were happily eating lunch together, savoring each other's company. I had donned my old Maligayan garb once more, feeling at home in the familiar, comfortable clothing. Little did we know that our lives were about to change dramatically.

That evening, we received word that King Masagana, Malaya's father, had successfully ambushed King Makisig and his generals, taking them captive. With the Masakit tribe now under his control, King Masagana was officially proclaimed the King of the Masakit tribe. In a surprising turn of events, he chose to abdicate his throne in Maligaya, leaving Malaya as the new king.

Before the announcement was made to the people, Malaya took me aside, his eyes filled with love and determination. He presented me with an array of gold jewelry, each piece more exquisite than the last.
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"Mayumi, my love, our lives have been a whirlwind of trials and tribulations. But through it all, we have remained strong, our love never wavering. I cannot imagine ruling Maligaya without you by my side. Will you marry me and become my queen?"

Tears welled up in my eyes as I gazed at the beautiful jewelry and, more importantly, at the man who had captured my heart. Overwhelmed by emotion, I managed to choke out a single word… "Yes."

The morning of my wedding day dawned bright and clear, the sun casting a golden light on the lush foliage that surrounded our village. It was as if nature itself was celebrating our union, bathing the world in a warm, ethereal glow.

My wedding preparations began with a ritual bath, a symbol of purification and renewal. I was led to the royal bath where fragrant flowers and herbs had been scattered on the water's surface.

As I stepped into the cool, clear water, I felt a sense of calm wash over me, the gentle current carrying away any lingering doubts and fears. The scent of jasmine and ylang-ylang filled the air, their sweet perfume mingling with the earthy aroma of the riverbank.

Once I had been cleansed and refreshed, I was wrapped in a soft, intricately woven cotton blanket, the fabric still warm from the sun. My attendants, young women from the village who had been chosen for their skill and grace, led me back to my hut, where the next phase of my transformation would take place.

Inside the dimly lit hut, the air was cool and fragrant with the scent of incense. The women worked silently, their nimble fingers weaving a complex pattern of flowers and leaves into my damp hair. Each blossom was carefully chosen for its beauty and symbolic meaning, creating a stunning, fragrant crown that spoke of love, fertility, and abundance.

As my hair was adorned, another attendant carefully applied delicate patterns on my face and body using a paste made from crushed rice and turmeric.

The intricate designs accentuated the natural curves and planes of my body, highlighting my features and transforming me into a living work of art.

The cool, earthy scent of the paste mingled with the sweet aroma of the flowers in my hair, creating a sensory tapestry that mirrored the visual beauty of my adornments.

Finally, it was time to dress in my wedding attire. I donned a traditional tapis, a handwoven skirt that hugged my hips and flared out at my knees. The fabric was dyed a deep, vibrant red, symbolizing love and passion.

Over the tapis, I wore a delicate, sheer blouse made of piña fabric, the intricate patterns of the embroidery shimmering like gold in the sunlight.

My transformation was nearly complete, but one crucial element remained—the jewelry. My attendants presented me with an array of stunning gold pieces, each one a testament to the skill of our village's artisans. I felt the weight of the gold as it was placed around my neck, the metal cool against my skin.

The gleaming bangles encircled my wrists, and the delicate rings adorned my fingers, their intricate designs glinting in the soft light of the hut.

As I stood before the mirror, the girl I had been seemed like a distant memory, replaced by the vision of a bride ready to join her beloved in marriage. The scent of flowers and spices clung to my skin, the taste of sweet anticipation on my lips.

In that moment, I knew I was ready to begin this new chapter of my life, hand in hand with Malaya, my love and my king.

And so, with my heart full of hope and joy, I stepped out of the hut and into the sunlight, ready to embrace the future that awaited us.

I was carried on a palanquin, draped in sheer fabric adorned with golden threads and intricate patterns that shimmered as it caught the sunlight. The moment had finally come for me to be revealed to our people. I could hear the excited murmurs of the crowd as they eagerly awaited their first glimpse of their queen.

As the fabric was pulled back, I felt a collective gasp rise from the crowd, their awe and admiration washing over me like a wave. My heart swelled with pride and gratitude, knowing that I was about to marry the man I loved and become a queen in my own right.

The wedding venue was a breathtaking sight, with colorful flowers and lush greenery adorning every surface. The air was heavy with the scent of blossoming flowers and the sweet nectar of ripe fruits, which seemed to taste the air itself.

As I was carried towards the altar, the joyful sound of traditional music filled my ears, and the soft touch of flower petals rained down upon us, showering us with blessings and good fortune.

As I reached the altar, Malaya stood there, a vision of strength and regal beauty. Our eyes locked, and for a moment, it was as if the rest of the world melted away. The shaman began the ceremony, leading us through the sacred rites and ancient vows that would bind us together for eternity.
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"I, Mayumi, take you, Malaya, as my husband, my king, and my partner in all things. I promise to love and honor you, in times of joy and sorrow, for as long as we both shall live."

"I, Malaya, take you, Mayumi, as my wife, my queen, and my partner in all things. I promise to love and honor you, in times of joy and sorrow, for as long as we both shall live."

As we exchanged our vows, the shaman blessed our union, and the time had come for our first kiss as husband and wife. Our lips met, and a surge of love and passion flowed between us, a tangible force that seemed to envelop us both.

The shaman then spoke, his voice filled with warmth and wisdom.

"Mayumi, you are now a full woman and a queen. You are ready to experience the world, to walk upon the earth and feel its strength beneath your feet."

With Malaya's help, I stepped out of the palanquin and onto the soil. The cool, rich earth beneath my feet longed for such a long time, a connection to the world that I had been denied for almost a year. As we kissed again, I felt the full weight of my new life settling around me, the promise of love, adventure, and freedom.

Maliksi joined us, wrapping his arms around us both in a sweet, loving embrace. Our family was whole, and our hearts were full of joy.

As the celebration continued around us, with laughter and music filling the air, I knew that I had found my place in the world. I was Mayumi, the Golden-Haired Queen of Maligaya, and my future was brighter than I could have ever imagined.

A week later, the sun was high in the sky as the village bustled with the activities of the day. I had decided to share my knowledge of reading, writing, and speaking in English and Palawano with the people of our village. Although I had never taught before, I was excited and eager to see how my lessons would be received.

We gathered beneath the shade of a large, ancient tree, its branches stretching out like a protective canopy above us. The scent of freshly-cut grass and blossoming flowers filled the air, creating a serene and inviting atmosphere.

"Alright, everyone," I began, "today, we're going to start with learning the English alphabet."

I carefully wrote the letters on a large piece of bark, the rough texture of the surface beneath my fingers providing a tactile reminder of the importance of our task.

"A, B, C," I continued, my voice filled with enthusiasm.

The villagers listened intently, their faces a mix of curiosity and determination.

"Now, repeat after me," I instructed. They hesitated for a moment, then began to echo my words, their voices growing in confidence with each new letter.

As I moved on to teach them basic Palawano phrases, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. Each word they spoke, each sentence they constructed, was a testament to their dedication and desire to learn.

[image: ]

From the corner of my eye, I spotted Malaya watching us from a distance, his face alight with pride. I knew that he, too, appreciated the importance of what we were doing, and his support only fueled my passion further.

"Very good!" I praised my students, as they successfully completed a Palawano exercise.

"Now, let's try a conversation. Remember, practice makes perfect."

One of the students, a young girl named Lila, hesitated before speaking.

"M-Mayumi, how do you say 'I am happy to learn' in English?" she asked, her eyes wide with curiosity.

I smiled at her, touched by her eagerness to learn.

"You say, 'I am happy to learn,'" I replied, enunciating each word clearly. Lila repeated the phrase, her voice filled with excitement and pride.

As the afternoon sun began to cast long shadows across the village, our lesson came to an end. My students, eager and grateful for the knowledge I had shared, thanked me profusely. I was filled with a sense of purpose and satisfaction, knowing that I had made a difference in their lives.

And as Malaya approached, his face beaming with pride and love, I knew that together, we would continue to change the world, one lesson at a time.

Later that night, as we enjoyed our dinner together, the warm glow of the firelight flickering against the walls of the hut, I couldn't help but revel in the love and support I felt from my people. I was their queen now, and I was determined to serve them to the best of my ability.

Malaya, seated beside me, took my hand and squeezed it gently. "You've done so much for us already, my love," he whispered, his voice filled with admiration.

I blushed at his praise, but before I could respond, the peace of our gathering was shattered by the sudden arrival of a group of police officers. They barged into our village, their uniforms stark against the earthy tones of our surroundings.

"We're looking for a missing white man named Tyler Voss," the leader of the group announced, his voice firm and unyielding.

The villagers exchanged worried glances, their happy expressions replaced by confusion and fear. I stood up, my heart pounding in my chest as I faced the officers.

"I am Tyler Voss," I declared, my voice strong and unwavering.

"But I am now the queen of this tribe."

The officer raised an eyebrow, clearly taken aback by my revelation.

"Were you kidnapped?" he asked, his tone suspicious.

"No," I replied firmly.

"I chose to stay here, with my husband and my people."

The officer's expression hardened.

"Well then, you're overstaying in this country illegally, and you need to fix your papers," he informed me, his voice cold and unfeeling. I felt a wave of panic wash over me, the implications of his words hitting me like a physical blow. Reluctantly, I knew that I had to comply with their demands. Maliksi, sensing my distress, began to cry, his small body trembling with fear and sorrow.

Malaya, his face etched with confusion and concern, tried to make sense of the situation.

"What do you mean by immigration and papers?" he asked, his voice laced with desperation.

I tried to explain the situation to him, my heart breaking as I realized that once again, we would be torn apart. The officers grew impatient, and I knew that I had no choice but to leave my family and my people, at least for a time.

As I prepared to depart, the villagers gathered around me, their faces filled with worry and sadness. Malaya held me tightly, his eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"I will wait for you, my love," he whispered, his voice choked with emotion.

"No matter how long it takes, we will be together again."

I nodded, my throat tight as I fought to hold back my own tears.

"I will return, I promise," I told him, my voice barely audible.

With a heavy heart, I turned to face the officers, who escorted me from the village and toward an uncertain future. As we left, I glanced back one last time, my eyes locking with Malaya's, our love a beacon in the darkness that surrounded us.

Over the next several days, I was transported to the city, where I was forced to navigate the complex bureaucracy of immigration and paperwork. Each day, I missed my family more and more, the ache in my heart growing stronger with each passing moment.

At night, I would lie awake in my sterile, unfamiliar surroundings, listening to the distant sounds of the city and yearning for the warmth and comfort of my village, my husband, and my people. My dreams were filled with memories of the life I had left behind, the laughter of my people, the taste of our food, and the gentle touch of Malaya's hand upon my skin.

As I tried to explain my situation to the authorities, I insisted that I hadn't entered the country illegally. I told them how I had been washed away from Malaysia to the Philippines, how I had found a home and a family with the people of the tribe, and how I had become their queen. I could see the skepticism in their eyes, but I held my ground, determined to clear my name.

One day, as I sat in the small, cramped room that had become my temporary home, I picked up a newspaper and was shocked to find my story plastered across the front page. The headlines were sensational, branding me as an "American crossdresser who became a queen." I felt my cheeks burn with humiliation and anger as I read the words.

The articles went on to describe the jewelry I had worn during my time with the tribe, insinuating that I was exploiting the people and brainwashing them in order to steal their riches. My hands shook with rage as I read the accusations, knowing that they couldn't be further from the truth.

During my time with the tribe, I had grown to love and respect the people, and they had accepted me as one of their own. The jewelry I wore was a symbol of our bond, not an attempt to exploit them for personal gain. I knew I had to set the record straight, not just for myself, but for the people I had come to care for so deeply.

I reached out to the media, determined to share my side of the story. I gave interviews, describing my journey from Malaysia to the Philippines and my life with the tribe. I explained how I had become their queen, and how the jewelry I wore was a symbol of my love and respect for the people and their traditions.

As the days went by, I could feel the weight of public opinion slowly shifting in my favor. People began to understand that I wasn't some conniving crossdresser seeking to exploit the tribe for personal gain, but rather a lost soul who had found a home and a family in a foreign land.

I continued to share my story, hoping that by doing so, I could dispel the hurtful rumors that had been circulating about me and the tribe. I wanted the world to understand the depth of my love for Malaya, Maliksi, and the people who had taken me in and shown me such kindness.

At times, the pressure and scrutiny felt overwhelming. I longed for the simplicity of my life with the tribe, where I could be myself without fear of judgment or ridicule. I missed the warmth of Malaya's embrace, the laughter of my people, and the comforting scent of the jungle that had become my home.

Despite the challenges, I knew that I had to continue fighting for the truth. I couldn't let the lies and misconceptions stand unchallenged, for the sake of the tribe and the love I had left behind. I held onto the hope that, one day, I would be able to return to my life in the village, and be reunited with my family once more.

One day, while I was still dealing with the seemingly endless bureaucratic hurdles, I received a visit from the ambassador. He had heard my story and wanted to speak with me personally.

"Mayumi, I've heard about your situation, and I'm here to see how I can help," he said, his eyes filled with empathy.
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"Thank you, Ambassador," I replied, my voice trembling with emotion. "I just want people to understand that I'm not crazy, and I truly am the queen of the tribe."

"I understand that, but you must know how unbelievable your story sounds to some people," he said gently.

"I know it's hard to believe, but I am a transgender woman now, and I'm not pretending to get money or exploit the tribe. I just want to live my life with my husband and son," I insisted, my eyes pleading with him to understand.

"I'll do my best to help you, Mayumi, but it won't be easy," he warned me.

Just as we were deep in discussion, the door to the room opened, and to my astonishment, Malaya, Maliksi, and even Makisig entered. My heart leaped with joy at the sight of them, and I rushed to embrace Malaya and Maliksi, tears streaming down my face.

"Malaya, Maliksi, how did you find me?" I asked, my voice choked with emotion.
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"Everything was explained to me, my love," Malaya said, his eyes filled with determination.

"We're here to bring you back home."

Makisig nodded in agreement.

"We have more than enough resources in gold to take care of you and ensure your safety, Mayumi," he said, his voice sincere.

The ambassador looked surprised but impressed by their presence.

"Well, this certainly changes things," he admitted.

"However, there's still the issue of your legal status, Mayumi. Unfortunately, the Philippines doesn't recognize same-sex marriage. You have two options—either take Malaya and Maliksi to the USA with you, or renounce your American citizenship and become a Filipino citizen."

I felt a mixture of relief and uncertainty, knowing that I had a difficult decision to make. The ambassador told me I would have the night to think it over, and I agreed, grateful for the time to consider my options.


Island - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THAT EVENING, after they bailed me out, I sat with Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig, discussing the future and the choices before us in the hotel that they rented close to the immigration office. Each option had its own challenges and consequences, and I struggled to determine which path would be best for our family.

As we settled into the luxury suite, I couldn't help but find laughter in the situation. I took it upon myself to explain everything to Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig—the amenities, the television, the jacuzzi, the lights, and even the air conditioning.

Their reactions were a mixture of shock and awe, completely amazed by the technological wonders surrounding them.

Malaya's eyes widened as I turned on the television.
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"What kind of sorcery is this?" he exclaimed, staring at the moving pictures on the screen.

"How can people be trapped inside that box?"

I laughed, trying to explain the concept of television and how it worked.

"It's not magic, Malaya. It's a form of technology that allows us to see images and hear sounds from far away."

Maliksi, who had been staring in fascination at the lights, suddenly asked, "How do these bright things on the ceiling work? Are they like the sun?"

I smiled, gently explaining the concept of electricity and how it powered the lights in the room.

Next, I showed them the jacuzzi, their eyes growing even wider as they took in the sight of the bubbling water.

"It's like a hot spring, but inside the room!" Malaya marveled, dipping his hand into the warm water.

As we continued exploring the suite, Makisig seemed preoccupied with the cost of our stay.

"I can't believe all of this costs only 25,000 pesos for the night," he muttered, clearly astounded by the luxury around us.

I couldn't help but chuckle at their astonishment.

"Well, when we sold just one of our gold bars, we received around $60,000 USD. And we have so much more in the tribe," Malaya reminded.

Their eyes went wide with realization, and they started discussing the possibilities of bringing some of these modern amenities back to the tribe. I found their enthusiasm endearing, and their ignorance of just how rich they were quite amusing.

As they excitedly brainstormed ideas, I couldn't help but feel a pang of affection for them. I knew that whichever decision I made about my citizenship, I would always be connected to these people who had become my family.

As the night wore on, we continued to marvel at the luxury suite and all its wonders. Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig were like children in a candy store, their eyes filled with delight at each new discovery. I watched them, my heart swelling with love and affection.

Despite the weight of the decision that lay before me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of happiness and contentment in that moment. I was surrounded by the people I loved most, and together, we were facing an uncertain but exciting future.

As the hours ticked by, I found myself drawn to the window, gazing out at the city skyline. The bright lights twinkled like stars, casting a soft glow over the bustling streets below.

At that moment, I knew that I had to make a choice that would not only affect my own future but also the future of my family and our tribe.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the cool, crisp air, and I knew that no matter what decision I made, I would never forget the love and support of my family, both in the village and within the walls of that luxury suite.

As the sun began to rise, casting a golden glow over the city, I knew it was time to make my choice. I turned to Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig, my heart pounding in my chest. I looked into their eyes, filled with love and anticipation, and knew that whatever path I chose, we would face it together, as a family.

Everyone had fallen asleep, their bodies finally giving in to the exhaustion of the day. I, however, found myself unable to sleep, my mind racing with thoughts of the future and the decision I had to make.

I was standing by the window, staring out at the cityscape, when Malaya joined me. The soft padding of his footsteps alerted me to his presence, and I felt a warm, comforting energy envelop me as he stood by my side.

"What are you thinking about, Mayumi?" he asked gently, his voice low and tender.

I sighed, trying to put my thoughts into words.

"I'm thinking about my life back in America, and how I don't really have much of a life there. But renouncing my citizenship... it's a scary thought."

He nodded, taking my hand in his.

"Maybe we could all go to America," he suggested.

"We could bring our people and our traditions with us, and start a new life there."

"But what about the people of the tribe?" I countered, worry evident in my voice.

"How can we just leave them behind?"

As we stood there, bathed in the soft glow of the city lights, I finally voiced my greatest fear.

"Malaya, what if you change your feelings about me in the future? What if I'm left in a country where I don't know how to survive, with no job or means to support myself?"

He looked at me with such intensity that it made my heart skip a beat.
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"Mayumi, that will never happen. You are my queen, now and forever. I love you," he said, the words slightly awkward in English but all the more endearing because of it.

I was so touched by his effort, my heart swelling with love for him. We shared a tender kiss, our lips meeting in a silent promise of devotion and loyalty.

Then, with a sheepish grin, he reached into his bag and pulled out a gold bar.

"I brought this for you, just in case you were worried about money," he explained, a hint of embarrassment coloring his cheeks.

"I'm sorry I only brought one extra with me."

I couldn't help but laugh at his endearing ignorance, and I kissed him again, filled with gratitude and love for this incredible man who had become such an important part of my life.

As we continued to stand by the window, exchanging sweet words and tender touches, I couldn't help but feel that, no matter what decision I made, he would be by my side, supporting me and loving me every step of the way.

Our conversation continued, the words flowing easily between us as we discussed our hopes and dreams for the future. He shared his vision for our tribe, of preserving our traditions while embracing the opportunities that the modern world had to offer.

I listened, my heart filled with pride and admiration for the man who would be my king, my partner, and my love for the rest of our lives.


Island - Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I managed to secure a tourist visa, which gave me some relief. However, Malaya and I quickly realized that obtaining Filipino citizenship for me was going to be a much more complex and challenging process than we had anticipated. We couldn't get married in the Philippines because same-sex marriages were not recognized, and the process for changing my name and citizenship was fraught with legal obstacles.

As our case became more widely known, it sparked a worldwide discussion about love, tradition, and the preservation of cultural heritage.

People from all walks of life weighed in on our situation, and many expressed their support for our union and our efforts to maintain the unique culture of the Maligaya tribe.

With each passing day, our story continued to gain momentum, eventually reaching a point where it could no longer be ignored.

The day before the final hearing, I knew that I would have to present myself in modern female clothing. Though I had come to embrace my identity as a transgender woman, the prospect of dressing in contemporary attire still made me incredibly nervous.

As I stepped into the room where the clothes had been laid out for me, my heart raced. I took a deep breath, steadying myself as I prepared to face this new challenge. I approached the dresser, my fingers trembling as I picked up the first garment: a delicate pair of lacy panties.

The fabric felt soft and smooth between my fingers, and I marveled at the intricate pattern of the lace. I carefully stepped into the panties, the fabric hugging my hips as I pulled them up.

Next, I picked up the matching bra, its cups shaped and lightly padded for support.

As I put on the bra, I felt the unfamiliar sensation of the underwire and the straps against my skin. It took me a moment to adjust the straps and fasten the hooks, but once it was in place, I felt a surprising sense of comfort and security.

My hands then reached for the stockings, their silky texture smooth and cool to the touch. I carefully rolled them up my legs, the elastic band holding them securely in place. The sensation of the fabric against my skin was both foreign and exhilarating, making me feel both feminine and powerful.

With the foundation garments in place, I turned my attention to the dress that had been chosen for me. It was a simple, yet elegant black sheath dress, its fabric smooth and slightly stretchy. I carefully stepped into the dress, pulling it up over my hips and adjusting it until it fit snugly against my body.

The dress fell just above my knees, its modest length and cut making me feel more at ease in the unfamiliar clothing. I looked in the mirror, studying my reflection as I took in the sight of myself dressed in modern female attire for the first time.

Next, I picked up the black blazer that would complete my outfit. The fabric was smooth and luxurious, with a subtle sheen that added an air of sophistication. I slipped my arms into the sleeves, feeling the weight of the blazer on my shoulders as I buttoned it up.

Finally, I reached for the pair of black pumps that had been selected for me. The shoes were both stylish and practical, their modest heel providing just enough height without sacrificing comfort. I slipped my feet into the pumps, adjusting to the feel of the shoes as I took a few tentative steps.

As I stood before the mirror, fully dressed and ready for my day in court, I felt a mix of emotions. There was a sense of vulnerability and nervousness, as I faced the unfamiliarity of my new attire. But there was also a sense of pride and confidence, as I embraced my identity as a transgender woman.

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest as I prepared to face the world outside. I knew that the journey ahead would be filled with challenges and uncertainties, but I also knew that I had the love and support of Malaya and the Maligaya tribe behind me.

As I stepped out of the room, I felt a surge of determination and courage. I knew that no matter what obstacles I might face, I was ready to stand up for my love and my right to be recognized as the woman I had become.
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In the hours leading up to the hearing, I found myself constantly fidgeting and adjusting my clothing, my nerves making me hyper-aware of every sensation against my skin. But as I sat in the courtroom, waiting for the proceedings to begin, I felt a sense of calm wash over me.

“Congratulations! You are now officially Mayumi Maligaya, Queen of the Maligaya tribe and wife of King Malaya Maligaya.”

In a remarkable turn of events, the Philippine government decided to make an exception for us, allowing me to marry Malaya and change my name, thereby granting me Filipino citizenship.

The day we appeared in court to finalize our marriage was one I'll never forget. I was a bundle of nerves, my hands shaking as I signed the necessary documents.

He stood by my side, his unwavering support and love providing me with the strength I needed to navigate the unfamiliar legal process.
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Suddenly, Malaya leaned in and passionately kissed me infront of the crowd—sealing our commitment to one another in the eyes of the law. Our supporters erupted into applause, and I felt a warmth and happiness fill my heart that I had never experienced before.

With our legal struggles behind us, we were finally free to return to the Maligaya village and begin our life together as husband and wife. The journey back to our home was filled with laughter and love, as we shared our hopes and dreams for the future.

As we neared the tribe, I could feel the excitement building within me. I was eager to share our good news with our people and to begin the work of preserving and strengthening our unique cultural heritage. I knew that together, Malaya and I could accomplish anything we set our minds to.

Upon our arrival, we were greeted by our friends and family, their faces alight with joy and pride as they welcomed us home. We shared our story with them, recounting the challenges we had faced and the incredible journey that had led us to this moment.

The tribe celebrated our union with a feast and dancing, the air filled with the scent of delicious food and the sound of laughter and music. As Malaya and I danced together, our bodies moving in perfect harmony, I felt a profound sense of belonging and love for the people who had become my family.

The days that followed were filled with activity, as Malaya and I set to work on our plans for the future of the Maligaya tribe. We discussed how we could preserve our traditions while also embracing the opportunities that the modern world had to offer.

As I taught the villagers English and Palawano, I marveled at their eagerness to learn and their unwavering dedication to our shared goal of preserving our unique culture.

Malaya, for his part, continued to train and lead the tribe's warriors, ensuring that our people would be protected from any threats that might arise.
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In the quiet moments, when we were alone together, we would share our dreams for our future. Together, we would face the challenges and joys that life would bring, and together, we would ensure that the Maligaya tribe would continue to live and prosper.

THE END <3


Red Light - Chapter 1
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AS I SAT IN MY CRAMPED CUBICLE, hunched over my keyboard, I squinted at the computer screen, trying to focus on the words of my latest article for the Citadel Eye. The fluorescent lights overhead hummed softly, casting a sterile glow on the dull white walls that surrounded me. I could feel the tension in my shoulders, the result of hours spent hunched over, trying to perfect every sentence.
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I leaned back in my chair, rubbing my eyes, and in the reflection on the darkened screen, I caught a glimpse of myself. My short brown bangs hung untidily over my forehead, and I instinctively reached up to brush them back into place. I'd been told more than once that my blue eyes had a certain intensity to them, but right now, all I could see was exhaustion.

The faint scent of stale coffee wafted through the air as I heard a quiet voice beside me.

"Hey, Mathew," my colleague Tyra whispered, peeking over the top of the cubicle divider. I turned to face her, and she continued, her voice barely audible, "I overheard Margaux talking to one of the producers earlier. She mentioned that you might be on the chopping block if you don't come up with something sensational soon."
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My stomach dropped, and I felt a surge of panic coursing through my veins. I had been at the Citadel Eye for eight years, and the thought of losing my job now was almost too much to bear.

"Thanks for the heads up," I whispered back, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I just thought you should know," she said, her brown eyes filled with genuine concern.

"I know you've been working really hard, Mathew. Just keep your head down and keep pushing."

I gave her a weak smile, appreciating her support, and turned back to my computer screen. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, my mind racing with thoughts of what I would do if I lost my job. I knew I couldn't afford to let that happen.

Later, as I made my way to the break room for a much-needed cup of coffee, I caught sight of Margaux Greene, our formidable editor-in-chief.

She stood in the middle of the room, engaged in conversation with another colleague. Her sleek black hair was pulled back into a tight bun, and her dark eyes seemed to bore into whoever she was speaking with. I couldn't help but feel a little intimidated.

I quickly averted my gaze, doing my best to avoid any interaction with her. I could almost feel the weight of her stare on my back as I filled my cup with steaming coffee, the familiar bitter aroma filling my nostrils. I knew that if I wanted to keep my job, I would have to come up with something truly groundbreaking—and fast.

I took a deep breath, the smell of coffee momentarily calming my nerves, and resolved to work even harder. I didn't know what my next story would be, but I knew I couldn't let this be the end of my career. Determination swelled in my chest as I turned away from Margaux and headed back to my cubicle, already brainstorming ideas for the story that would save my job.

I sat at my desk, trying to focus on my article about Project Bluebeam, another conspiracy theory that I knew wouldn't generate the buzz she was looking for.

My heart raced as I heard the sound of her heels clicking on the vinyl floor, growing closer and closer. I braced myself for the conversation I had been dreading all day.
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"Mathew," she said, her voice cool and authoritative.

"Can I have a word with you?"

I swiveled my chair to face her, my heart in my throat.

"Sure, Margaux," I replied, trying to sound calm.

Her dark eyes bored into mine, and I felt my palms begin to sweat. I knew I had to say something, so I blurted out, "I'm working on this piece about Project Bluebeam. I think it has some potential."

Her expression remained impassive.

"I'm not here to discuss that," she said—causing my heart to sink to the pit of my stomach.

"I just wanted to let you know that I sent you an email asking you to edit five articles from one of our temporary writers. Can you have them done by tomorrow?"

A wave of relief washed over me, and I nodded eagerly.

"Of course, Margaux. I'll get right on it."

"Good," she replied, giving me a curt nod before turning on her heel and walking away.

Later that night, as I worked alone in the dimly lit office, my colleagues said their goodbyes and left for the night. The sound of their footsteps and laughter gradually faded away, leaving me with the silence and the hum of the air conditioner. I tried to find inspiration for my next story, but nothing seemed to come to mind.

Finally, I decided to call it a night and go for a walk in the streets of New York. The city had always been a source of inspiration for me, and I hoped that it might help me come up with a new angle for a story.

As I stepped out of the building and into the bustling streets, the sounds of honking horns, laughter, and distant music filled my ears. The city was alive with energy, and I felt invigorated by its pulse. The scent of street food vendors wafted through the air, mingling with the slightly acrid odor of exhaust fumes.

I walked aimlessly, my thoughts drifting as I took in the sights and sounds around me. The neon signs cast a multicolored glow on the wet pavement, and the reflections of passing cars danced across the slick surface. I could feel the cool night air on my face, a welcome contrast to the stuffy office I had left behind.

As I strolled down the streets, I marveled at the sheer variety of people who called this city home. Businessmen and women rushed by, their eyes glued to their phones, while street performers dazzled passersby with their acrobatics and magic tricks.

Tourists gawked at the towering skyscrapers, their cameras clicking away as they tried to capture the magic of the city in a single frame.

The city was a tapestry of stories, each one waiting to be discovered and told. And yet, as I walked, I couldn't seem to find the one that would save my career. I felt a growing sense of frustration and despair, wondering if I would ever be able to uncover the sensational story that Margaux so desperately wanted.
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Despite my growing anxiety, the city continued to captivate me. The vibrancy of New York's nightlife, the symphony of sounds, and the kaleidoscope of colors all served as a reminder of why I had become a journalist in the first place. I knew that somewhere in this vast metropolis, there was a story waiting.

I continued my walk through the city, aimlessly turning corners and soaking in the sights and sounds. Before I knew it, I found myself in SoHo, a neighborhood I hadn't visited in quite some time. As I rounded a corner, my gaze was immediately drawn to three tall, gorgeous women standing on the sidewalk.
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They were scantily clad, despite the chill in the air, each one dressed in an outfit designed to catch the eye. The first woman had long, platinum-blonde hair cascading down her back and was wearing a tight, red mini-dress that clung to her curves. She paired the dress with thigh-high black boots and smoky eye makeup that made her green eyes stand out.

Beside her stood a woman with cocoa-colored skin, her short, dark hair styled into an edgy pixie cut. She wore a black leather bustier and matching miniskirt, fishnet stockings, and towering stilettos that made her legs seem endless. Her lips were painted a bold, crimson red, and she chewed her gum with an air of defiance.

The third woman had long, raven-black hair that framed her heart-shaped face. She was dressed in a shimmering, silver halter top and skintight black leggings that accentuated her hourglass figure. A pair of strappy silver heels completed her outfit, and her dark eyes were rimmed with kohl, giving her a sultry, smoldering look.

All three women smoked languidly, plumes of smoke swirling around them as they chatted and chewed gum. They seemed to be striking up conversations with the men who passed by, their laughter ringing out into the night.

Suddenly, one of the men seemed to anger the woman in the red dress, and she exploded with fury.

"What the hell do you mean you don't want to go with me?" she yelled, her voice shrill and full of indignation.
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"Do you know who I am?!"

The man, taken aback, stammered out a response.

"I – I just... I don't know, I'm sorry."

Her anger only seemed to grow, her green eyes flashing with rage.

"You're damn right you're sorry, you piece of shit!" she spat, her hands on her hips.

As the argument continued, that’s when I knew that they were transgender women. I couldn't help but be riveted by the raw, visceral emotion on display. The scene was hypnotizing, and I felt my heart race as I watched from a distance. Realizing that I was staring, I quickly ducked into a nearby coffee shop to avoid drawing attention to myself.

As I sat down with my steaming cup of coffee, the scent of roasted beans filling my nostrils, I couldn't shake the image of those women from my mind. There was something so fascinating about their lives, something that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

An idea began to take shape in my head. What if I could get to know these women, delve into their world and tell their stories? It was risky, certainly, but the thought of uncovering the truth behind their glamorous façades was undeniably alluring.


Red Light - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NIGHT AFTER, I stood under the hot spray of the shower, letting the water wash away my nerves and doubts. The steam filled the small bathroom, and I breathed in the humid air, feeling the tension in my muscles begin to ease. I knew I had to look my best if I was going to approach one of the women from last night, so I took my time, lathering my hair with fragrant shampoo and scrubbing every inch of my body until I felt thoroughly cleansed.

Once I was out of the shower, I dried off with a fluffy towel and spritzed myself with my favorite cologne. The scent was warm and inviting, a mix of bergamot and sandalwood that I hoped would make a good impression. I carefully styled my short brown hair, fixing my bangs so they framed my face just right.

I stared into my closet, searching for the perfect outfit to make myself look as handsome as possible. After much deliberation, I settled on a crisp, white button-down shirt, slim-fit black jeans, and polished leather shoes. The ensemble was simple, but I knew it made me look good. I checked myself in the mirror one last time, took a deep breath, and set off into the night.
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The streets were just as lively as they had been the night before, the neon lights casting a colorful glow on everything around me. My heart raced as I made my way back to SoHo, knowing that I was about to step into an unfamiliar world.

As I rounded the corner, I spotted her almost immediately. Sarah Flight, the angry blonde woman from the night before, stood in the same spot, looking even more stunning than I remembered. She was dressed in a pink mini-leather skirt that hugged her shapely hips, thigh-high black boots, and a tight tube top that accentuated her small breasts.

Her long, platinum-blonde hair cascaded down her back, and her green eyes sparkled like emeralds under the streetlights. I approached her cautiously, my palms sweating and my throat dry.

"Hi, um, I saw you here last night," I stammered, trying to sound confident.

Her green eyes locked onto mine, and she gave me the most inviting smile I had ever seen.
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"What can I do for you, handsome?" she replied, her voice deeper than I remembered but still undeniably feminine.

I hesitated for a moment before finally blurting out, "How much do you charge?"

Her smile never wavered as she answered, "$300 per hour."

My heart sank as I thought of how expensive that was. I reached into my wallet, only to find that I had a meager $30.

"I—I can withdraw some money," I stammered, hoping she would believe me. She looked at me skeptically but then said,

"Fine. I'll come with you. I’ll take you to the nearest ATM."

As we walked side by side, I couldn't help but feel both attracted and terrified by her presence. Her beauty was captivating, but there was a hardness in her eyes that I found intimidating. The tension between us was palpable as we made our way through the crowded streets, each step bringing me deeper into her world.

The ATM loomed ahead of us, its green glow a beacon of hope in my otherwise nerve-wracking situation. I could feel her eyes on me as I approached the machine, and I prayed that it would dispense the money I needed to spend time with her. I knew I was taking a risk, but the prospect of getting to know her and her world was too enticing to resist.

I knew I only had around $500 in my savings account, but I needed to come up with a plan. As I typed random digits into the ATM, I feigned frustration, pretending that the machine wasn't working. She watched me from a distance, her impatience growing more evident by the minute.

After several more failed attempts, she finally snapped. "What the hell is wrong with you? Are you playing games with me? I have better things to do than waste my time with someone who can't even get money out of an ATM!"

"I'm sorry," I apologized, feeling the heat rise in my face.

"I don't know what's going on with these machines. Let's try another one?"

She rolled her eyes but agreed, and we began our trek to the next ATM. As we walked, I couldn't help but notice how much she was struggling in her high-heeled boots. I felt a pang of guilt for putting her through this ordeal, but I needed to find a way to spend time with her without draining my savings completely.

At the second ATM, I put on the same performance, pretending that the machine was malfunctioning. Her patience was wearing thin, but she suggested yet another ATM nearby.

This exhausting cycle repeated itself until we had visited five different ATMs. By the time we reached the fifth one, an hour had passed, and Sarah's frustration had reached its boiling point.

"I've had enough of this!" she shouted.

"You've wasted an entire hour of my time, and I'm not going to put up with it anymore!"

Feeling defeated and apologetic, I pulled the $30 from my wallet and handed it to her.

"I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to cause you any trouble. Here, take this for your time."

She snatched the money from my hand, her eyes filled with anger.

"You have got to be kidding me," she seethed before hailing a taxi. Within moments, she was gone, leaving me standing on the sidewalk, wondering how my plan had gone so terribly wrong.

As I made my way back home, my thoughts were consumed by the night's events. It was clear that my initial plan to get close to Sarah wasn't going to work. I couldn't afford to spend $300 an hour just to learn about her life and the lives of the other women on the streets. There had to be another way.

Back at my apartment, I crawled into bed, feeling both physically and emotionally drained. The excitement of the evening had given way to disappointment and self-doubt. I lay there in the darkness, trying to come up with a new plan to gain her trust and get the story I desperately needed. But for now, all I could do was sleep and hope that tomorrow would bring a fresh perspective and new opportunities.

As I sat at my desk the next day, I couldn't help but think about how to get closer to Sarah without spending so much money. My thoughts were consumed by the previous night's events, and I was struggling to focus on my work.

Margaux appeared at my desk, her expression unreadable.

"How's your Project Bluebeam piece coming along?" she asked.

"I'm more than halfway done," I replied, trying to sound confident.

"Let me see the current draft," she said, her tone making it clear that this wasn't a request.

I rushed to print the pages, my heart pounding as I handed them over to her. She stood there, reading my work intently as I nervously pretended to be absorbed in my computer screen. When she finally left without saying a word, I couldn't help but feel even more anxious about the possibility of losing my job.

Tyra, sensing my unease, came over to my desk.

"What did Margaux want?" she asked, her voice filled with concern.
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I tried to reassure her.

"She just wanted to read the draft of my Project Bluebeam piece. It's nothing to worry about."

She seemed unconvinced, but she changed the subject.

"Hey, have you seen this?" she asked, pulling up a video on her phone.

"It's a compilation of funny moments from RuPaul's Drag Race."

As we watched the video together, I became mesmerized by the incredible transformations of the men into stunning women. Their makeup, their clothes, their confidence—it was all so captivating. And then, in a flash, inspiration struck.

"Tyra, you're a genius!" I exclaimed, giving her a hug.

"What? Why?" she asked, taken aback by my sudden enthusiasm.

I couldn't reveal the details of my plan just yet, so I simply said, "You've just helped me in ways you can't even imagine. Thank you."

With that, I turned back to my computer, my mind racing with ideas. If men could transform themselves so convincingly into women, maybe I could do the same to get closer to Sarah and the other women on the streets. It was a risky plan, but it just might work.

I spent the rest of the day researching makeup techniques, clothing styles, and everything else I would need to know to convincingly present myself as a woman. The more I learned, the more confident I became in my plan.

As the day drew to a close, I was filled with a renewed sense of determination. I knew I had a long road ahead of me, but I was finally on the path to getting the story I needed. And it was all thanks to Tyra and her love of RuPaul's Drag Race.

With my plan in place, I headed to Fifth Avenue, eager to shop for makeup, a wig, and a dress. As I entered the bustling stores, I felt completely out of my element. I had no idea where to start or what I was doing.

I approached a saleswoman, trying to sound casual as I asked for her assistance. She guided me through the aisles, showing me the various makeup products I'd need. I was taken aback by the sheer number of items I'd have to purchase and the cost of everything. I'd never considered how expensive makeup could be.

Next, I visited a wig store, browsing through a vast selection of styles and colors. I settled on a brown bob, hoping it would suit me well. Lastly, I went to a clothing store and picked out a simple dress that I hoped would make me look feminine and approachable.

The following day, a weekend, I decided to put my plan into action. I locked myself in my bathroom and began the transformation. I had watched countless tutorials online and felt confident in my ability to pull this off.

I started with the makeup, carefully applying foundation, blush, and eyeshadow. Despite my best efforts, my handiwork looked amateurish at best. Next, I struggled with the lipstick, my hands shaking as I tried to create the perfect pout.

After I had applied the makeup to the best of my abilities, I moved on to the wig. I fumbled with it, trying to position it correctly on my head. The brown bob seemed to take on a life of its own, refusing to cooperate with me.

Finally, I donned the dress and looked at myself in the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was both amusing and unnerving. My makeup was a mess, the wig looked like it belonged on a high school principal, and my hairy legs were a dead giveaway that I wasn't the woman I was trying to be. But at that moment, I couldn't fully comprehend the absurdity of my appearance.

I stood there, staring at my reflection, feeling a strange mix of emotions. I was proud of myself for taking this bold step, but I also couldn't help but feel embarrassed by how ridiculous I looked. I knew I needed to improve my skills, but at least I had taken the first step towards my goal.

As I continued to examine my transformation, I tried to remind myself that this was all for a greater purpose—to get closer to Sarah and the other women on the streets. I needed to break through the barriers that had prevented me from truly understanding their lives, and this was the only way I could think of to do it.

I nervously sipped my fifth coffee of the day, the clock striking 8:00 PM. Doubt crept into my mind, and I wondered if I could really go through with this plan. I looked at my reflection in the mirror again and reminded myself of the beautiful Sarah, my inspiration for doing all of this. It was dark outside—maybe no one would notice my many flaws.

With a deep breath, I slid my sneakers on and hesitated before leaving my apartment. The nerves were getting the better of me, but I knew I couldn't back out now.
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As I stepped out into the night, I could feel people's eyes on me, and their judgmental stares pierced through my poorly constructed disguise.

My nerves got the best of me, and I broke into a run, trying to escape the uncomfortable gazes. I closed my eyes, focusing on moving forward as quickly as possible. Suddenly, I collided with someone and heard a sharp scream.

"Watch where you're going!"

[image: ]

I opened my eyes to see a beautiful woman with long, raven-colored hair and a heart-shaped face. She was slim with a generous bust, glaring at me with indignation.

Another woman, with pixie-cut hair and flawless dusky skin, and a voluptuous body stared daggers at me from her side. But to my surprise, there she was, Sarah, showing me kindness, stepping forward, and asking if I was okay.

I felt my face flush red, a mixture of embarrassment and nerves. I managed a shaky smile and apologized, unsure of what else to say. The women exchanged glances before scattering to their respective spots, leaving me standing alone.

As I stood there, trying to blend in and observe the women, I couldn't help but feel out of place. My disguise felt like a flimsy armor, barely protecting me from the judgmental eyes of those around me. But I had come this far, and I knew I couldn't back out now.

The night air was chilly, and I shivered in my ill-fitting outfit. I watched the women from the corner of my eye, trying to learn their mannerisms and behaviors. My heart raced with each passing minute, wondering if I would be discovered for the fraud that I was.

Despite my fear, I couldn't help but feel drawn to Sarah. Her warmth and kindness had left an impression on me, and I wanted to know more about her. I studied her as she interacted with potential clients, her movements graceful and captivating.

As the night wore on, I found myself growing more comfortable in my disguise. The initial nerves began to subside, replaced by a growing determination to get closer to these women and understand their lives. I knew that the road ahead would be difficult, but I was ready for the challenge.

The city lights cast a soft glow on the streets, illuminating the faces of passersby. I watched as they interacted with the women, some with curiosity and others with disdain. It was a stark reminder of the harsh reality these women faced every day, and I knew I had to do something to help them.

As the hours passed, I continued to observe, taking in every detail I could. I knew that my time here was limited, and I needed to make the most of it. I reminded myself of my goal—to tell their stories and break the stereotypes that society had placed on them.

I stood on the cold pavement, my feet aching and my body shivering, but my resolve was unwavering. I knew that this was just the beginning of my journey, and I was prepared to do whatever it took to give these women the voice they deserved. And as I glanced one last time at Sarah, her beautiful smile etched into my memory, I knew that I had made the right choice.


Red Light - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

ON MY THIRD NIGHT of observing the women, I began to feel a sense of familiarity with the area. But just as I started to feel comfortable, the Asian-looking woman with a busty figure approached me, followed by the voluptuous woman with a pixie haircut and Sarah. I could feel my heart racing as she confronted me.

"I've been seeing you here night after night," she accused, her voice sharp and cold.

"Are you trying to take our business?"

Before I could stammer out a response, Sarah interjected.

"Nikita, just let her be. I don't think she's here to look for customers, just look at how she's dressed."

The voluptuous woman laughed mockingly, and I felt my face flush with embarrassment. My nerves were getting the better of me, and all I could do was agree with Sarah.

"Y-yeah, Sarah’s right, I'm just here to hang out," I stuttered.

Sarah's eyes narrowed, clearly mystified by my response.

"How do you know my name? I never introduced myself."

I panicked, quickly coming up with a lie.

"Oh, I heard one of the other women call you by your name last night," I said, still stuttering slightly.

Nikita wasn't convinced, and her anger only seemed to grow.

"You dumb bitch, you think you can waltz in here looking like a damn hot mess and steal our clients?!" she screamed at me, accusing me of ruining their business with my ridiculous appearance. In a rage, she removed her heels and threatened, "Get the hell out of here before I bash your ugly face in with these!"

Just as things were about to escalate, a customer approached Nikita. She slipped her shoes back on and changed her demeanor instantly, sweetly engaging with the man. As they walked away together, she shot me one last glare, clearly warning me to stay away.

The voluptuous woman, seemingly more intrigued than angry, asked for my name. "Mat- Matilda," I replied, nearly revealing my true identity.
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“That’s cute, I’m Keisha,” she said.

She exchanged a few glances with Sarah before bombarding me with questions.

"So, Matilda, what brings you here?" she asked, her tone still slightly mocking.

"I, uh, I'm new in town, and I just wanted to make some friends," I lied.

The two women exchanged glances once more before Sarah finally spoke up.

"Listen, Matilda, if you're just here to make friends, a damn hooker's corner isn't exactly the best place to start. And for Christ's sake, at least try to dress the part. You don't want to give off the wrong impression or scare off our customers."

She raised an eyebrow and continued with the interrogation.

"Where are you from?"
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"Upstate New York," I responded, trying to keep my story as simple as possible.

"And what do you do for a living?" the voluptuous woman inquired, her eyes narrowing.

"I'm a… waiter—ess," I lied again, hoping my cover would hold up under their scrutiny.

As the night went on, Keisha seemed to find me endearing, despite my hot-mess appearance. She laughed and chatted with me, making me feel more at ease. Suddenly, a strong black man approached her and grabbed her by the butt. They flirted with each other, their conversation filled with suggestive remarks and innuendo.

"Hey, sexy. You know I've been waiting all night for you," the man said, smirking.

Keisha giggled, "I'm worth the wait, baby. You know that."

After exchanging a few more flirtatious words, she said goodbye to us and left with the man, leaving me alone with Sarah.

I saw this as the perfect opportunity to get to know her better. I asked about her background, her age, and why she became a hooker. She told me she was 22, had been kicked out of the house for being transgender, and resorted to this life to survive. She seemed annoyed by my questions, and asked me about my job as a waiter, which I had lied about earlier.

"$100 a day with tips," I answered, trying to sound convincing.

She shook her head, looking sympathetic.
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"That's rough, girl. You should work as a hooker too. I could help you get started, but I'd take 10% from your earnings."

I laughed, unsure whether she was serious or not.

"No, it's fine. I'll manage." She insisted, though.

"I was just like you before, but you're rougher around the edges. You need some work, butch queen," she said with a smile.

I nodded, agreeing to her offer, but deep inside, I wasn't sure about the whole thing. I couldn't help but observe how beautiful she was and feel bad for her circumstances.

Suddenly, a man in a suit approached our spot. He interjected, "Bitch, you owe me an hour more. Last time, you didn't make me cum."

Her expression turned angry.

"It's a done deal, asshole. It's not my fault you're impotent!"

As the man raised his hand to slap her, I quickly stepped in, blocking his blow. My strength surprised even me, and the man backed off, intimidated.

"You don't get to treat her like that," I said, my voice firm and powerful.

She stared at me in shock, grateful for my intervention. Then I remembered I was pretending to be a trans woman, and I tried to soften my demeanor, blushing slightly.

Realizing that I had an early day at work, I bid her goodbye.

"I'll see you later, Sarah," I said, leaving her with a mix of relief and newfound respect for her fellow worker on the streets.

The night after, I prepared myself to go out again. I put on the same frumpy outfit from before, complete with the unflattering brown bob wig. I was still a hot mess, a far cry from the beautiful and polished women I had met the previous nights.

I excitedly stepped out onto the streets and headed for the spot where I had seen Sarah before. When I arrived, she was nowhere to be found. Instead, Keisha and Nikita approached me, their faces a mix of curiosity and annoyance.

"Why are you here again?" Keisha asked, her eyes narrowing.

"I'm looking for Sarah," I replied, feeling a little anxious.

Nikita scoffed. "She's not here. She spent last night with some rich Wall Street guy and probably crashed at his place. With all the coke she took, I bet she's sleeping it off."

Keisha nodded in agreement. Just as they finished speaking, a man approached me, seemingly uninterested in the two beautiful women standing nearby.

"What's your name?" he asked, his eyes scanning me up and down.

They exchanged surprised looks, clearly insulted by the man's choice. I hesitated before responding, "I'm Matilda, but I'm not available tonight."

The man persisted.

"I'll pay whatever you want. There's something about your innocent beauty that I like."

I refused again, feeling uneasy. The man finally gave up and turned to Nikita.

"Fine, I'll go with the Asian chick."
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Nikita was visibly insulted, but when he agreed to pay $500, she went with him anyway. As they left, Keisha and I discussed what had just happened, laughing at the absurdity of it all.

"Come on," Keisha said, grabbing my arm.

"I'm hungry. Let's go get something at 7-Eleven."

As we entered the store, she grabbed a few snacks along with a disposable razor and some makeup items. She led me to the restroom, and I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what was about to happen.

"Trust me, girl," she said confidently.

"You'll look so much better without all that scruff."

Reluctantly, I agreed, and Keisha started to shave my face. The sensation of the razor gliding over my skin was unfamiliar and somewhat unsettling. I had never allowed anyone to shave me before, and the intimacy of the situation made me feel vulnerable. However, I knew I needed to go along with this if I wanted to keep asking her questions and get closer to Sarah.

After carefully removing my beard and mustache, she wiped my face clean with a wet tissue and began to apply makeup. She started with a light layer of foundation, which felt surprisingly smooth and cool on my freshly-shaven skin. The foundation was a perfect match for my complexion, and I marveled at how it instantly evened out my skin tone.

Next, she applied a soft pink blush to the apples of my cheeks, giving me a subtle, healthy glow. I could feel the soft bristles of the brush tickling my face, and I couldn't help but smile at the sensation.

She then moved on to my eyes, expertly applying a neutral eyeshadow to my lids. The colors she chose were soft and understated—shades of beige, taupe, and light brown that blended seamlessly together. She lined my eyes with a dark brown pencil, making them appear larger and more expressive.

Finally, she applied a coat of mascara to my lashes, which instantly made them appear longer and more voluminous. I had never realized what a difference makeup could make to one's appearance.

As she finished my makeup, she handed me a tube of lipstick.

"Here, put this on. It's the perfect color for you."

I hesitated for a moment before carefully applying the soft rose shade to my lips. The lipstick felt creamy and luxurious, and I couldn't deny that it completed the transformation.

When she was done, she stepped back and gasped.

"Damn, girl, you look like a hot librarian!" she exclaimed, her voice filled with genuine surprise.
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I looked at myself in the small mirror she handed me, and I couldn't believe the transformation. The makeup had hidden my rough features, and without the beard and mustache, I looked much more feminine. I felt a strange mix of excitement and trepidation—excited by my new appearance, but also anxious about how it would affect my interactions with Sarah and the others.

It was strange to see myself like this, but I knew it was all part of the plan to get closer to her and learn more about her life.

I sat in the office, munching on my sandwich as I tried to focus on the work in front of me. My mind, however, kept drifting back to the events of the previous night. The sensation of the razor against my skin, the feeling of the makeup being applied, and the transformation I had undergone—it all felt so surreal.

As I took another bite of my sandwich, I sensed someone approaching my desk. I looked up to see Tyra, her eyes wide with surprise.

"Wow, you look so different without your beard and mustache," she exclaimed.

"You look way younger!"

I couldn't help but smile at her compliment.

"Thanks," I replied, trying to sound casual. I didn't want her to know about my secret excursions and the real reason behind my clean-shaven face.

Throughout the day, I struggled to concentrate on my work. The anticipation of the night ahead, along with the curiosity about what I might learn about Sarah, gnawed at me. I kept checking the clock, willing the time to pass more quickly.

Finally, the workday ended, and I rushed back to my apartment. As I stood in front of my closet, I felt a sudden wave of uncertainty. My usual attire wouldn't do for my nighttime escapades, but I didn't know much about fashion.

I hesitated for a moment before settling on a conservative yet feminine outfit—a knee-length skirt, a white button-up blouse, and a pair of black flats.

After getting dressed, I turned my attention to my makeup. I tried to replicate what Keisha had done the night before, carefully applying the foundation, blush, eyeshadow, and mascara. It took me longer than I had expected, but eventually, I felt satisfied with the results.

As I stepped out of my apartment, I felt a mixture of excitement and nerves. The cool night air brushed against my newly-smooth face, making me shiver slightly. I started walking towards the street where I knew I would find Sarah and her friends, my heart pounding in my chest.

As I approached the familiar spot, I saw Keisha and Nikita chatting by the side of the road. They looked up as I approached, their expressions a mix of surprise and amusement.

"Look who's back," Keisha said with a grin.

"And looking like a whore roleplaying as a Sunday school teacher."

Nikita rolled her eyes but didn't say anything, which I took as a small victory. I tried to ignore her icy gaze and focused on scanning the area for Sarah.

"She's not here yet," Keisha informed me, sensing my intentions.

"She's probably still resting from the other night."

I nodded, trying to hide my disappointment. I knew I needed to be patient, but it was hard not to feel discouraged.

As the night wore on, I found myself feeling more and more out of place. My conservative outfit and makeup made me stand out amongst the more provocatively-dressed women on the street, and I couldn't help but feel self-conscious.

However, as the hours passed, I also found myself becoming more comfortable in my new persona. I started to engage in conversation with some of the other women, listening to their stories and learning more about their lives. It was a side of the city I had never experienced before, and I couldn't help but be fascinated by it.

I stood there waiting for Sarah when two imposing black trans women approached me. Their faces were a mixture of annoyance and anger.
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"Hey, you," one of them snapped, her voice deep and menacing.

"What are you doing on our turf?"

They stood around the same height as mine, but they were taller with heels and their bodies were built with muscle and visceral fat. I tried to stammer out a response, but the fear caught in my throat. The other woman stepped closer, towering over me as she glared down at my face.

"You think you can just waltz in here with those ugly sneakers and take our business?" she demanded, her eyes narrowing.

"We don't need another whore saturating the market!"

My heart pounded in my chest as I struggled to find the right words.

"I-I'm not here to take anyone's business," I stuttered, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "I'm just… hanging out."

The first woman sneered at me.

"Well, you picked the wrong place to do that, honey. We don't take kindly to strangers around here."

Before I could respond, the second woman grabbed my arm, her grip tight and painful.

"You better leave, or we're gonna beat you up real good!"

Just as panic began to set in, I heard the familiar sound of Keisha and Nikita rushing towards us, their heels in their hands.

"Hold up!" Nikita shouted, her voice filled with fury.

"What the hell do you think you're doing!?"

The two women turned to face Nikita and Keisha, their expressions defiant.

"This new bitch is trying to steal our business," the first woman spat.

"We're just teaching her a lesson."

Nikita rolled her eyes, planting her hands on her hips.
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"First of all, I'm the only one allowed to bully Matilda," she snapped, gesturing at me.

"Second, get out of our corner before I call my cop boyfriend and send you brick-faced whores to jail for the third time."

The second woman scoffed, but there was a hint of fear in her eyes.

"Bitch, shut up, you think we're scared of your cop boyfriend?" she challenged, trying to sound tough.

Keisha stepped forward, her face twisted into a snarl.

"You better be," she hissed.

"Or you'll end up behind bars again and bumping uglies with prisoners."

The two women exchanged glances, seeming to weigh their options. Finally, the first woman released my arm and took a step back.

"Fine," she growled, glaring at Nikita and Keisha.

"But if we catch her around here again, we won't be so nice."

As the two women stalked off, I let out a shaky breath, my heart still racing. I turned to Nikita and Keisha, gratitude filling my chest.

"Thank you," I whispered, my voice trembling.

"I don't know what I would've done without you."

Nikita gave me a small, tight-lipped smile.

"Just remember, this is our turf," she warned, her tone softening slightly.

"Don't make us regret helping you."

Keisha placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"You're one of us now, Matilda," she said gently.

"We've got your back."

Nikita looked at me expectantly.

"If you're really thankful, you'll buy me a pack of cigarettes from 7-Eleven," she said, smirking.

"Sure thing," I agreed, relieved at the chance to repay her in some small way. I made my way to the convenience store, my heart still pounding from the confrontation.

As I entered the store, I spotted Sarah browsing the aisles. She was wearing a tight red mini dress that hugged her curves, paired with thigh-high black boots. Her makeup was flawless, and her eyes sparkled when she noticed me.

"Matilda!" she exclaimed, her voice filled with excitement.

"Wow, you look amazing with that makeup on! So pretty!"

I blushed, feeling a little shy under her gaze.

"Thank you," I mumbled.

"You look very pretty too."

We exchanged smiles, and then I remembered the purpose of my visit.

"Hey, Sarah, do you know what kind of cigarettes Nikita smokes?" I asked.

"Yeah, she smokes Marlboro Lights," she replied, nodding. I made my way to the counter and purchased the cigarettes, then rejoined her.

We walked back to our corner together, chatting in the cool night air.

"So, how's your night going?" I asked, genuinely curious about her life.

She shrugged.

"It's alright, I guess. I had a client earlier, but it's been slow since then."

I nodded, trying to think of something else to say.

"How long have you been doing this?" I asked tentatively.

She sighed, looking up at the night sky.

"Feels like forever, but it's only been a couple of years. Ever since my parents kicked me out for being transgender."

"That's really tough," I empathized, feeling my heart ache for her.

"I'm sorry you had to go through that."

She shrugged again, offering me a sad smile.

"It is what it is. We all have our reasons for being out here."

I hesitated for a moment, then decided to ask her about the other girls.

"What about Nikita and Keisha? What are their stories?"

Her eyes narrowed, and she seemed to consider whether or not to answer.

"Nikita's been here the longest," she finally said.

"Her family disowned her too, but she's always been kind of a troublemaker. Keisha's got a kid she's trying to support, and she's just doing what she's gotta do."

I nodded, understanding the desperation that drove each of them to this life.

"It's not easy, is it?" I murmured.

She glanced at me, her eyes filled with a mix of sadness and determination.

"No, it's not," she agreed.

"But we make it work. We look out for each other."

As we reached our corner, I handed Nikita the pack of cigarettes, trying to express my gratitude with a smile. She accepted them with a nod, and for a moment, I felt a sense of belonging among these women who fought to survive in a world that had rejected them.


Red Light - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A GOOFY MIDDLE-AGED JAPANESE MAN wandered over to us, a wide grin on his face. He asked each of us our names, looking us over with an appreciative gaze. After a moment of consideration, he decided to hire Nikita and Keisha for a threesome.

"Sorry, Sarah and Matilda," he said, bowing apologetically.

"I'm only into women of color tonight."

I was secretly relieved, as it meant more time to talk to Sarah. She didn't seem too bothered either, and we watched as Nikita and Keisha walked away with the man.

"So, tell me about yourself," Sarah said, turning to me.

"What's your story?"

I hesitated for a moment, deciding to lie about my real life.

"I got kicked out too, and I live with three roommates in a tiny studio apartment," I told her.

Her face softened with sympathy.

"That's rough," she said quietly.

"I'm sorry you're going through that."

Before I could respond, we noticed a young boy, no older than eleven, smoking a cigarette nearby. Sarah's eyes flashed with anger, and she rushed over to him, swatting the cigarette out of his hand.

"I told you not to be hanging around these streets at this time, and definitely not to smoke, Hugo!" she scolded, her voice full of concern.

"If I catch you doing this again, I'm going to tell your school principal and stop giving you allowance!"

The boy looked genuinely remorseful, his eyes wide with fear.

"I promise, Sarah," he said earnestly.

"I won't do it again."

I couldn't help but ask who the kid was, as I watched her fuss over him.

"He's just a random kid I found on the streets, selling weed and turning tricks," she explained.

"I treat him like a little brother, and I'd adopt him if I could. But business isn't good these days, and sometimes we have to go with men for as low as $50 an hour just to make ends meet."

Despite the hardship she faced, there was a spark of hope in her eyes.

"But I'm hopeful," she added.
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"Things will get better."

I couldn't help but feel inspired and impressed by her strength and resilience. In the midst of her own struggles, she still found the capacity to care for others and hold onto hope for a better future. It made me all the more determined to get to know her better and find a way to help her escape this life.

Just as she was about to light her cigarette, the heavens opened, and a torrential downpour began. Instinctively, I took off my jacket and held it over our heads, trying to shield us from the rain as we dashed to find shelter beneath a nearby awning.

She shivered from the cold, her hands shaking as she struggled to light her cigarette. I steadied her hands and helped her, and we both laughed at the sudden turn of events.

"I used to spend hours reading in this library," she recalled, her eyes scanning the darkened windows of the building we were standing beneath.

"Back when I first arrived in the city and worked as a janitor at a fast food joint."

The rain showed no signs of stopping, and it was nearly 11 pm.

"Let's call it a night," she suggested, her eyes twinkling.

"Why don't you come back to my place?"

I hesitated, knowing I had to work early the next morning. But when she took my hand, I found myself unable to resist her invitation.

"Alright," I agreed, my heart pounding.

She shouted for a taxi, and we climbed inside. As we drove to her place, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and anxiety.

When we arrived at her apartment, I was surprised by its size—it was even bigger than mine. And there were books everywhere. She noticed my amazement and explained, "Most of them were stolen from the library back in the day."

As we sat on her sofa, Sarah told me about her love for reading and writing.

"I was an editor for my high school paper," she shared, her voice soft and proud.

"Writing has always been my escape, you know?"

I nodded, knowing full well what she meant. Our conversation delved into the depths of literature, and I couldn't help but be impressed by her extensive knowledge. As a journalist myself, I was especially struck by this, but I kept that information to myself.

"What's your favorite book?" I asked her, genuinely curious about her preferences.

Without missing a beat, she responded, "Murder on the Orient Express by Agatha Christie. I just love the way she weaves a mystery."

"Ah, Hercule Poirot at his finest," I agreed.

"What do you think about her other books?"

"I adore them," she enthused.

"And Then There Were None is another favorite. But really, anything by Christie is a treat. How about you? What's your go-to book?"

I hesitated for a moment before answering, "To Kill a Mockingbird. Harper Lee's portrayal of prejudice and injustice really resonates with me."

She nodded appreciatively.

"It's a powerful book, and so relevant today. Speaking of which, have you read any James Baldwin? I recently read Giovanni's Room, and it left a lasting impression on me."

As we continued talking, we explored various authors, genres, and themes. Our conversation was a delightful, intellectual back and forth, with both of us sharing our opinions and making discoveries.

"I've always admired Toni Morrison's work," I said.

"Her storytelling is so captivating and the way she delves into the complexities of the human experience is remarkable."

"Yes! I couldn't agree more," she exclaimed.

"Beloved is such a haunting and evocative novel. It stayed with me long after I finished reading it."

Our conversation continued and I was amazed at the depth of her literary understanding. The connection between us only grew stronger as we shared our love for the written word.

In the midst of our literary conversation, Sarah suddenly stopped and stared at my legs.
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"Girl, those hairy legs are killing me," she said, rolling her eyes.

I looked down at my legs, feeling a bit self-conscious.

"Yeah, I guess I never really thought about it," I admitted.

"Well, it's time we did something about that," she declared, rummaging through her drawers. She pulled out a bottle of hair removal cream she'd been eager to try but never found the time for.

My eyes widened, and I hesitated.

"I don't know, Sarah. I've never done anything like that before. What if it looks weird?"

She waved off my concerns.

"Don't worry, it'll grow back. Besides, smooth legs are in, honey. Trust me, you'll love it."

With a deep breath, I reluctantly agreed, and she began to apply the cream to my legs. I could feel the coolness of the cream as she spread it on, and I couldn't help but shiver.

"Sorry, it's a bit cold, huh?" she said, smirking.

"But it'll be worth it, I promise."

As the cream did its work, I couldn't help but feel vulnerable. I had never considered shaving my legs before, and the thought of it made me uncomfortable. But I couldn't deny that there was something about Sarah that made me want to try new things, even if they scared me.

"So, how long do we have to wait?" I asked, trying to distract myself from the odd sensation on my legs.

"About ten minutes," Sarah replied.

"But don't worry, we can pass the time. You were saying something about your favorite book?"

As we continued discussing literature, the minutes ticked by. Finally, it was time to remove the cream. Sarah grabbed a towel and gently wiped away the cream, revealing smooth, hairless skin underneath.

"Wow," I breathed, running my hand over my newly smooth legs.

"I never thought my legs could look like this."

She grinned proudly.

"Told you you'd love it! Now you're officially a hot librarian."

I blushed at the compliment, still feeling a little unsure about my new look. But as I glanced at the clock, I realized it was getting late.

"I hate to cut this short, but I have an early day at work tomorrow," I said, reluctantly pulling myself away from our conversation.

"Of course, no problem," she replied, walking me to the door.

"But you better come back soon, okay? I had a great time tonight."
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Just as I was about to leave, she leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. The soft, warm touch of her lips on my skin ignited a fire within me, and I couldn't resist any longer. Turning my head, I captured her lips in a passionate kiss.

She pulled away, looking shocked, her eyes wide.

“I’ve never been with a transgender woman before,” she said.

“Neither have I,” I replied—squeezing her waist and pulling her closer to me, and then as if something clicked within her, she leaned in and kissed me back, our lips colliding with a fiery intensity that took my breath away.

The suddenness of our passion left me reeling, my heart pounding in my chest as we lost ourselves in each other. The taste of her lips, the warmth of her breath, and the gentle caress of her hands on my face were intoxicating—I didn’t feel like I was kissing a man. She tasted all-woman, and my trepidations started blowing out the window of her apartment.

"Damn, girl," she whispered between kisses, "I didn't see this coming."

"Neither did I," I admitted, pulling her closer.

"But I'm not complaining."

As our kisses deepened, she grabbed my arm and led me further into her apartment, our mouths never parting. She pressed me against the foyer wall, her hands wandering over my body as our kisses grew more heated and desperate.

"Watch the wig," I mumbled against her lips, trying to protect the delicate disguise that still adorned my head.

She chuckled, her breath hot against my skin.

"Don't worry, baby, I got you."

She guided me to the sofa, where we collapsed, entwined in each other's arms. Our hands roamed, exploring every curve and angle, as we continued to kiss with a fervor that seemed impossible to quench.

"I've never felt like this before," I gasped, as she trailed kisses down my neck.

"Me neither," she murmured, her voice low and sultry.

"But I don't want it to stop."

There I was, cross-dressing and pretending to be a transgender woman, and there she was, a gorgeous transgender woman, all over me on her sofa.

I knew that she would have different parts compared to what I was used to, but feeling her body against mine didn't repel me. On the contrary, I was dying to find out what was underneath her clothes.

I nodded, my heart beating faster with anticipation. She took my hand and led me to her bedroom where she slowly undressed me, revealing my manly body and soiled underwear.

"Eww, why are you wearing briefs? Let's get you some real undies tomorrow," she said.

As her skirt fell to the floor, I saw that she was wearing lacy black panties, and I could see the outline of something hard pressing against the fabric. I reached down and cupped her through her panties, feeling her pulse quicken as she moaned softly.

Shortly after, as she carefully removed her panties, I caught a glimpse of her hardening member, and a thrill of excitement shot through me. She noticed my interest and grinned.

"Do you want to touch it?" she asked.

Taking her cue, I began to kiss down her neck, my hand still firmly planted between her legs. I could feel her breathing quicken as I teased her, and I knew that I wanted to taste her.

I dropped to my knees and came face to face with her throbbing cock. As her hard cock began to push past my wet lips, I was full of lust and desire and my heart was pounding with excitement.
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“Woah, Matilda…”

Without hesitation, I leaned in and took it into my mouth, feeling it harden as I sucked and licked.

"Mmm..." I said--thinking it wasn't so bad. Luckily, my view of her was so erotic—her tiny tits were jiggling in delight and her beautiful face was locked into mine. Not a single moment did I ever question my heterosexuality even if my mouth was gagged by her huge cock.

As she moaned and gasped above me, I felt my own arousal building. She cupped her breasts using my hands as I did my best to please her.

Suddenly, she gently raised my chin and started kissing me once more.

"You have the most beautiful eyes," she said.

She led me to her bed and pinned my hands then started rubbing my hard cock.

"Yes..." I said in agreement as she continued fondling me.

My dick had grown larger as she was kissing me—and now, was throbbing in her hand.

"I think you've got a lot of cum to give me."

Our breathing became heavier and heavier as I began to thrust towards her.

"Ahh, I need to be inside you," I moaned.

She raised herself and reached into her nightstand then pulled out a condom and a packet of lube.

As she slowly rolled the rubber down my shaft, I saw something very different in her eyes. It was like a fire had been lit, and I knew that she was ready to welcome my dick into her ass. Never did I imagine I'd be so excited to try the backdoor until I met her.

But before I could get in, she started sucking my balls.

"You're so tasty, Matilda," she said.

I moaned in pleasure as she licked and alternated between my balls, working me to full hardness. I continued to rock my hips back and forth as she began to suck me, finally getting my dick ready to slip into her.

"God, I want you so much, Sarah," I said.

"I want to lick your ass..." I said.

Suddenly, she flipped on top of me, straddling my face.

I took a moment to just stare at her gorgeous body, to the curves of her hips, the roundness of her ass, and the flatness of her tummy, before my tongue began to explore her walls of orgasmic pleasure.

"Mmm, mmm," I groaned.

I could feel my ass contracting as I anticipated finally fucking her tight rear. She rolled a finger around her ass and injected herself with lube before she reached over and gently pressed it against her asshole.

The anticipation was overwhelming, and I slowly pushed it against her. She slowly began to moan, and I responded by slowly pushing it inside her.

She was so tight that I could feel myself growing even harder.
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"B-baby just go slow. I haven't bottomed in a while."

I was still pushing and as my dick was almost completely inside her, I had this feeling that I was going to cum at any moment. Her ass was gripping me tightly and it was the strictest confinement my penis has ever been in.

She bent down, guiding me inside her. She grabbed my waist and pulled me in deeper, moaning with each inch.

"Ahh! Ahhh!" I screamed in ecstasy as she rolled her head in euphoria.

My cock was able to easily slide into her, and I could feel her muscles gripping me as I thrusted inside her. She gasped for air, but never let go of me.

"That's it, fuck that ass!" she cheered.

I was gasping for air as I fucked her harder and harder, until I heard her scream, "I'm gonna cum!"

Her hips began to thrust back onto me and I could feel her body contract around my cock. The feeling of her ass gripping me triggered my orgasm.

My thrusts got harder and faster, and my whole body rocked with each powerful thrust. I could feel myself getting so close to cumming.

"Cum for me... fill me up," she moaned.

I fucked her harder and harder until she could no longer hold out.

"I'm very close," she said as she started to shake.

I grabbed her by the waist as I felt her body tense. She laid back down and worked her ass harder.

"Oh god!" I screamed.
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My body was shaking as my cum began to flow through me. "Oh god!" I screamed again. I moaned as my warm cum flowed into the condom. I didn't know I had so much cum in me. It was like a fire hose in her ass. My body continued to work as I filled the rubber with more cum. I was shaking and groaning in pleasure as her body rocked underneath me.

"God it feels good, baby!" she said, collapsing onto my chest.

I felt her pressing her cold lips against my nec while her legs shook with pleasure.

"I've never had anything so good," she said.

After we both came down from our sexual high, she said, "I can't believe I just had someone like you fuck me."

I nodded and said, "We should probably do it again."

With a giggle, "I'd have to start charging you with that big dick, Matilda," she jested.

We both laughed and I told her, "You were incredible, Sarah."

Our passion continued to build, the room filling with the sounds of our ragged breaths and whispered endearments. We were two lost souls, finding solace and connection in each other's arms, our bodies telling a story that our words could never fully express.


Red Light - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP WITH A START, sunlight streaming through the curtains and the unfamiliar surroundings causing a moment of disorientation. Panic set in as I realized I was late for work, my mind racing as I frantically tried to remember where I'd left my makeup remover.

As I stumbled out of the bedroom, I was surprised to see Sarah in the kitchen, humming softly as she prepared breakfast. The sight of her in a cozy robe, her hair pulled back in a messy bun, made my heart swell with affection.

"Morni—oh, you… wow," she teased—seeing me in male mode, grinning at me. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, nervous that she might recognize me from the ATM incident without my makeup and wig. I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do.

"I, uh, need to use the bathroom," I mumbled, darting into the small room and hurriedly hopping into the shower, hoping that she wouldn't make the connection. With a deep breath, I emerged back into the kitchen, feeling more like my usual self.

"You know, you look familiar," she said, eyeing me curiously as I took a seat at the table.

"Have we met before?"

My heart skipped a beat, but I managed to keep my voice steady. "I don't think so. Must be one of those faces, I guess," I said, relieved by the fact that when we first talked, my face was full of hair.

She shrugged, seemingly satisfied with my response, and handed me a plate of scrambled eggs and toast.

"Well, sit down and eat something before you go, I don’t make breakfast, you know I work at night and this is especially for you," she insisted.

"You can't work on an empty stomach."

Feeling relieved and grateful for her kindness, I dug in, savoring the simple but delicious meal. We chatted easily about the previous night, our conversation light and playful.

"So, how did you end up working as a waiter?" she asked, pouring herself a cup of coffee.

"I needed a job, and they were hiring," I shrugged, taking a bite of toast.

"It's not glamorous, but it pays the bills."

She smiled warmly at me, her eyes sparkling with affection. "Well, I think it's great. And you know what? You look handsome without all that makeup on."

“You look more beautiful without makeup on too,” I said.

I felt my cheeks heat up, suddenly feeling exposed and vulnerable without the mask I'd grown accustomed to wearing. But at the same time, there was something incredibly freeing about being seen and accepted for who I was – not as Matilda, but as the person beneath the disguise.

We continued to talk, our conversation effortlessly flowing from one topic to the next, as I struggled to finish my breakfast. I knew I was cutting it close, but I couldn't bring myself to leave, not when the connection between us felt so strong and real.

Finally, with a sigh, I pushed away my empty plate and glanced at the clock.

"I really have to go, Sarah. I can't be any later for work."

She nodded, her expression a mix of understanding and disappointment.

"I know. Just promise me you'll come back tonight, okay? I'll be waiting."

I hesitated, torn between my responsibilities and the undeniable pull of the life she represented. But as I looked into her eyes, I knew there was only one choice I could make.

"I'll be here," I promised, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I was truly living for something greater than myself.

Rushing out of her apartment, I hurried toward work, my heart pounding in my chest. The anxiety of being late for our monthly staff meeting gnawed at me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I was on the verge of getting into trouble. The thoughts of my double life weighed heavily on me, making it hard to focus on anything else.

As I entered the office, I noticed the hushed conversations and the way my coworkers glanced at me nervously.
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I could feel the tension in the room as we gathered around the conference table, waiting for Margaux to begin the meeting.

"Good morning, everyone," she said, her voice cool and authoritative.

"As you know, today is our monthly review, and I have some exciting news to share."

She looked around the room, pausing for dramatic effect, before continuing.

"Our website has seen a significant increase in traffic, thanks in large part to a certain article that went viral."

I could feel my heart racing, wondering if she was talking about my Project Bluebeam piece. As she continued speaking, it became clear that she was indeed referring to my work.

"Congratulations, Mathew!" she exclaimed, clapping her hands together.

"Your article on Project Bluebeam has not only generated a lot of traffic for our site but has also sparked a wave of social media content and discussions. Fantastic job!"

My coworkers erupted into applause, Tyra beaming at me from across the table.

"Way to go, Mathew!" she called out, her eyes sparkling with pride.

"Thank you," I stammered, feeling a mixture of relief and disbelief.

"I, uh, couldn't have done it without everyone's support."

Margaux nodded, her expression serious.

"Now, we need to capitalize on this momentum. What are you working on next, Mathew?"

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to broach the subject of my undercover work. But something inside me urged me to take the risk, and I finally spoke up.

"Well, I've been working undercover for the past few days... as a transgender prostitute."

The room went silent, everyone staring at me with a mixture of shock and curiosity. Margaux raised an eyebrow, her interest clearly piqued.

"Really? That's certainly a unique angle. How has it been going?"

"It's been... eye-opening," I admitted, thinking of the people I'd met and the experiences I'd had.

"I've learned a lot about a world I never knew existed."

She nodded thoughtfully.

"Alright, here's what we'll do. You'll continue your undercover work and focus on that for your next piece. Since prostitutes typically work at night, you're excused from working during the day. Just make sure you keep us updated on your progress."

I couldn't believe my ears, a feeling of immense relief washing over me. My double life was no longer a secret burden, and I could finally focus on uncovering the truth about the world of transgender prostitution.

"Thank you, Margaux," I said, my voice barely audible.

"I won't let you down."

With a nod of approval, she turned her attention back to the rest of the team, outlining our goals for the coming month.

The moon was full when I arrived at the corner where the transgender prostitutes often gathered. As I approached, I could see Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita waiting for me, their faces lighting up with excitement.

"Hey, girl!" Sarah called out, waving me over.

She was laden with shopping bags, a gleeful smile on her face.

"I've got everything we need for your big makeover!"

Keisha and Nikita exchanged amused glances as they walked over, Nikita taking charge.

"I've decided to splurge on a motel room for tonight, so we have a proper place to transform you into the sexiest creature on this corner," she declared, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

My heart raced with a mix of excitement and trepidation as we made our way to the motel. I couldn't help but wonder what the night had in store for me.

Once inside the room, the girls wasted no time in stripping me of my frumpy librarian outfit, bad wig, and poorly applied makeup. As I stood there, exposed and vulnerable, I could see the surprise on their faces at the handsome man that had been hiding beneath the unflattering getup.

"Damn, Matilda," Nikita whistled appreciatively.

"You're quite the looker when you're not all dressed up like a schoolmarm."

Keisha giggled, a playful smirk on her lips.

"Yeah, who knew there was such an Adonis hiding under all that polyester?"

Sarah quickly intervened, jealousy painted on her face, and gave a gentle reminder of our purpose.

"Alright, ladies, let's focus. We're here to turn Matilda into the most irresistible woman on the streets."

For the next hour, they fussed over me, debating which outfits would best accentuate my figure and which wig would suit my features. Finally, they settled on a skin-tight red dress that hugged every curve, paired with a luxurious, wavy brunette wig. The transformation was completed with a pair of black thigh-high stockings and stiletto heels.

The outfit felt restrictive but I really enjoyed the feeling of stockings on my legs. I didn’t know what it was but I could barely contain my erection and my panties seemed like they were about to give up from my repressed erection.

As I stood before the mirror, I hardly recognized the bombshell staring back at me. The girls had worked their magic, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence in my new persona.

Nikita, ever the protective mother hen, took a moment to give me some advice.

"Now, Matilda, you need to be careful out there. Always trust your instincts, and if something doesn't feel right, get out. Your safety comes first."

“Oh—and always have these,” she followed, placing condoms and a bottle of lube on the handbag that they bought for me.

Keisha, never one to miss an opportunity for humor, chimed in. "And remember, when in doubt, give 'em a good kick in the family jewels!"

Laughter filled the room, but I could sense the genuine concern behind their words. These women had taken me under their wing, and I felt a deep sense of gratitude for their friendship.s

Sarah, beaming with pride, put her arm around me.

"You're gonna knock 'em dead out there, Matilda. Just remember, we've got your back."

As we made our way down the street, I struggled to walk in the sky-high stiletto heels, leaning heavily on Sarah for support.
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I was painfully aware of the catcalls and whistles directed at us from the men we passed, and I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of humiliation.

Suddenly, a sleek Rolls Royce limousine pulled up beside us, and a large, intimidating man stepped out. He looked like a bodyguard, complete with a stern expression and bulging muscles.

"How much for all of you?" he asked gruffly.

Nikita, ever the confident negotiator, shot back, "Five hundred each."

Without batting an eye, the man gestured for us to climb into the limo. Nikita and Sarah practically squealed with excitement at the prospect of such a high-paying client. My heart raced, my nerves overwhelming me. I had only dressed up as a prostitute; I hadn't intended to actually become one. But, seeing the excitement in my friends' eyes, I knew this money could make a significant difference in their lives, so I reluctantly climbed into the limo after them.

As we settled into the plush leather seats, Nikita and Keisha wasted no time in flirting with the bodyguard. They ran their hands over his muscular arms, giggling and cooing, "Where are you taking us, you sexy beast?"

The bodyguard, maintaining his professionalism, simply handed us glasses of champagne and replied, "Just wait and see, ladies."

I could tell that Sarah sensed my anxiety, and she leaned over to whisper in my ear, "Don't worry, Matilda. We'll stick together, okay? I’ll take care of you, just follow our lead."

I nodded, trying to steady my breathing as I sipped my champagne. The limo glided smoothly through the city streets, and I couldn't help but wonder what awaited us at our destination.

As the journey continued, the conversation in the limo grew more animated. Nikita and Sarah exchanged playful banter with the bodyguard, while I mostly sat back and observed. Despite my apprehension, I was fascinated by the ease with which they interacted with this stranger, their flirtatious demeanor a stark contrast to my own nervousness.

Eventually, the limo came to a stop, and the bodyguard announced, "We've arrived, ladies."

Nikita, always eager for a new adventure, clapped her hands in delight.

"Well, what are we waiting for? Let's go see what our mysterious client has in store for us!"

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for whatever was about to happen. As we stepped out of the limo, I knew there was no turning back. I glanced at Sarah, her reassuring smile giving me the strength to continue. Together, we followed our imposing escort into the unknown.
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I couldn't believe my eyes. We arrived at Luxuria Heights, the most expensive hotel in Manhattan. The gleaming building towered above us, its shimmering glass exterior reflecting the city lights. I could hardly contain my awe as we stepped into the opulent lobby, with its marble floors and grand chandeliers casting a warm glow over the lavish furnishings.

The bodyguard ushered us into a private elevator, its polished brass doors closing behind us. As we ascended to the penthouse floor, Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah excitedly chattered about what awaited us.

"Our client must be super rich to afford this place," Keisha mused, her eyes wide with amazement.

The elevator finally came to a halt, and the bodyguard explained, "The client owns the entire floor. Please, follow me."

We stepped into the penthouse, and I was struck by the sheer grandeur of the place. The living room was larger than my entire apartment, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city skyline.

Plush velvet sofas and chairs were arranged around a massive fireplace, while priceless artwork adorned the walls. The entire space exuded wealth and extravagance.

As we took in our surroundings, a familiar figure emerged from a dimly lit corner of the room. Dressed in nothing but leather briefs and a chain choker, it was none other than Senator Fletcher, a vocal anti-gay politician.
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Keisha, unable to contain her shock and disgust, blurted out, "What the hell? I can't stand this guy!"

Senator Fletcher raised his hands in a placating gesture, attempting to calm her.

"I know, I know. I'm sorry. My political stance is just for the votes. Tonight, I just want to have fun and treat you all very well. I'll give you everything you want, as long as you fulfill my fantasies."

I exchanged uneasy glances with the girls, unsure of how to proceed. But, given the luxurious surroundings and the promise of ample compensation, we decided to go along with the senator's request.

As the night progressed, Senator Fletcher was surprisingly generous, indulging us with fine food, expensive champagne, and more. Despite our initial misgivings, it seemed that he genuinely wanted to ensure our comfort and enjoyment.

Our conversations were filled with laughter and playful banter, and I found myself gradually letting my guard down. It was a surreal experience, to say the least, sharing this intimate, unexpected encounter with a man whose public image was so at odds with the person we were getting to know.

"Wow, I can't believe tonight's a jackpot, four gorgeous transgender women in my room," the senator said.

"I want the four of you to fuck each other," he said.

"That's easy," Keisha said before leaning closer to me and rubbing my dick against my red dress.
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"Is that all you want?" Nikita asked before removing her top and exposing her breasts—leading my hand to caress them.

"We've got you covered, senator," Sarah said before walking to my back and rubbing her cock against my ass.

"Oh yeah," I said, feeling my cock become erect.

"I want the four of you to fuck each other so hard the walls shake," he said. I looked at the three other women, and we all looked like we were going to explode.

"Hold on, hold on," he said, motioning for someone to come in.

He opened the door and someone brought in condoms, anal beads, lube, and a dildo. I've never participated in an orgy before but having three gorgeous transgender women fondling me made my decision-making process easier.

The senator sat on the luxurious sofa and started wanking his hairy fat cock. They started licking my body in a myriad of directions—their tongues explored my body and their hands caressed my every nook and cranny.

My mouth fell open when Sarah wrapped a condom around her cock.

"I'll go first," she said before walking behind me and placing me on my knees.

"I've never—" but before I could retaliate, she kissed me hard.

"I'll be gentled and put some lube on it," she said before squeezing some lube on her cock and my ass.

"Oh yeah, that feels good," I said, feeling Sarah rub my ass.

"Can you feel the tip of my cock?" she asked before lightly poking my asshole.

"Yes," I said.

Nikita and Keisha straddled me as they inserted the anal beads inside my ass. At that moment, I thought I would die in pain but to my surprise, the beads felt ticklish in a good way and my body was begging to bust a nut. But I refused to—I needed to feel it more.
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Keisha then pulled Nikita and unleashed her big black cock.

"Woah! That's huge!" the senator exclaimed.

Keisha winked at him and Nikita started going down on her.

"Come here, put your dick in my mouth," he said to me. Reluctantly, I walked closer with the anal beads in my ass while Sarah followed me. I’d never had a guy suck my dick before but what have I got to lose? I already had something fat and long in my ass.

"Sarah..." I softly said. She rubbed my back as the senator started giving me a blowjob. Soon after, she took the anal beads out of my ass and then started grazing my opening with her mushroom head.

"Fuck!" I screamed in agony after she inserted half of her yearning. The senator ignored my scream and continued choking on my dick.

"Shh, shh, it's going to be fine," she said.

"Oh, wow, it's going in," the senator said as Sarah stretched my ass with her pinkish and girthy dick.

After a few painful moments, to my surprise, it started feeling like the most orgasmic and tactile sensation my body has ever experienced. Sarah's dick was smaller than mine but it was so hard and she knew how to use it well. She knew how to use it as a woman, not as a man, and I didn’t feel gay at all.

"Oh yeah, that feels good," I said, hearing her moan next to me.

The senator started sucking my balls like a hungry tiger.

"Why does it feel good?" I murmured. Sarah answered my question with a deep kiss—heightening the pleasure I was getting from her. Shortly after, she pulled me away from the senator then Nikita and Keisha took turns in slapping the senator's mouth with their hard dicks.

Sarah continued fucking me at a romantic pace, letting me know that she was true to her word and that she would take care of me.

"Oh, fuck, Sarah," I moaned.

"Oh, does that feel good?" Nikita said, watching Sarah thrust in and out my freshly deflowered hole.

The senator started moaning as he sucked on Nikita and Keisha's dicks. Sarah's tongue kept lapping on my neck as she relished the feeling of my extra tight orifice.

"Oh yeah, that feels so good," I said.

"You gotta go faster, Sarah," the senator said.

"My turn!" Keisha said before getting on her knees and taking the senator's cock inside her mouth.

"Oh wow, yes," the senator said.

"Keisha, you're going to make him cum fast if you keep sucking him like that," Nikita said.

"Don't worry, baby, I took some Viagra," he assured.

"Oh yeah," Keisha said, taking half of his cock inside her mouth.

"Oh my God," Nikita exclaimed at the sight of his thick member.

I pulled Sarah closer and kissed her. I let her take me to the edge and she didn't disappoint. She felt me getting close to the edge and she sped up her thrusts and gave me a multitude of kisses and caresses.

"Oh my, I'm close," she said, fucking me harder.

She was moaning, screaming, and panting in ecstasy. I was impressed at how many emotions an orgasm brought out.

"Matilda, I'm about to cum," she said, fucking me as hard as she could as she wanked my cock like a mad woman.

"Mmmm, go ahead," I said, panting.
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"Oh, oh, oh, oh, I'm going to--" she followed before collapsing on my back—tickling it with her hard nipples.

"I want the black girl to fuck you while you fuck the Chinese girl," the senator said.

Keisha's dick was no joke, but at that very moment, I felt like Sarah has stretched me amply. As Sarah rested on the senator's chest—watching the three of us perform for him, Nikita started lubricating our dicks.

"Don't worry, girl, I'll go easy on you," Keisha whispered in my ear.

Without a warning, Nikita grabbed my hands and used them to cup her huge tits. As Keisha entered me, I felt like my life was flashing right in front of me, but then, Nikita pushed her ass and took every inch of me like a pro.

There I was, in a sandwich of two gorgeous transgender women—drowning in different orgasmic sensations. Keisha was fucking me with her big black cock while I went in and out of Nikita's tight Asian asshole.

"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," I said. I couldn't control myself.

"Say you love black cocks, Matilda," the senator said.

I was fucked up in the head, I couldn't even form a single word, so I just yelled out of pure pleasure.

"That's it, say it, say you love black cocks," he said.

"I fucking love big black cocks!" I yelled.

"Do you love big black cocks?" the senator asked once more.

"I love big black cocks!" I screamed at the top of my lungs. I moaned in ecstasy as my orgasm began to build.

"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Nikita said, feeling the rhythm of the music.

"This is so fucking hot," Sarah said, touching herself as she watched us have an orgy.

"It's just the beginning, baby," I said before turning around and screaming, "Fuck, fuck, fuck," as Keisha fucked me faster, causing Nikita's asshole to clench on my cock.

"Oh yeah, fuck, fuck," Nikita said, watching Keisha fuck my white ass.

Nikita was so tight and cute. Her cock was so small, but the way it felt jiggling on my palm felt nice.
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"Do you like that?" she said. I had no energy to answer. All I could say was "Oh my...God."

"Oh, fuck, this is the best!" the senator exclaimed.

"Oh my God, I'm going to cum," Keisha said, panting.

"Wait, Keisha, I'm close too," I said, caressing Nikita's hair.

"Oh yeah, come on bitch, take this big black cock," Keisha said as she gave me a big kiss on the cheek.

"I'm fucking cumming too," I said, biting Nikita's neck—drowning in the sensation of my penis going in and out of her tight orifice, my g-spot poked fast and hard by Keisha, and the look of Sarah’s face as she wanked in front of me.

"I’m cumming too," Nikita said, panting.

Shortly after, the most expensive hotel room in Manhattan was filled with the chorus of our orgasmic recitations and the smell of lube, sweat, perfume, and jizz filled the air.

Shortly after, Keisha pulled out, leaving me with a penis full of cum that spilled on Nikita's back. Sensing that Sarah was jealous, she pulled me to her and started impaling my mouth with her dick.

“You like big white cocks too, don’t you?” she said—causing me to nod and relish her taste.

And just like that, she filled my mouth with her ivory gravy—letting me know that I mattered to her. She leaned forward—kissing me as hard as she could as Keisha and Nikita started cuddling with the middle-aged senator.

In the end, our night at Luxuria Heights was one I would never forget, a whirlwind of emotions and experiences that both challenged and exhilarated me.


Red Light - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE NIGHTS AFTER OUR ENCOUNTER with Senator Fletcher, the four of us—Sarah, Keisha, Nikita, and I, were hanging out at a 7-Eleven, casually chatting and munching on snacks. The atmosphere was light and comfortable, a welcome break from the high-stress situations we often found ourselves in.
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As we laughed and joked around, three large men entered the convenience store. They shot us disdainful glances and began hurling insults at us, saying things like, "You freaks are the reason this country is a sinking ship!"

Keisha, never one to hold her tongue, started to snap back, but Nikita stopped her.

"Let it go," she cautioned, "it's not worth it."

I was furious, but Sarah echoed Nikita's sentiment.

"They're not worth our time. Let's not stoop to their level."

Unfortunately, the men weren't content to let things lie. They approached us, getting in our faces and invading our personal space. One of them began touching Keisha's chest, asking lewdly, "Are these real?" Another grabbed at Sarah's crotch, demanding, "Is this real?"

That was the breaking point. Nikita and I couldn't take it anymore. She threw a punch at one of the men, and all hell broke loose. Our peaceful night quickly descended into a chaotic brawl, with high-heeled shoes flying through the air as makeshift weapons and beer bottles shattering upon impact.

I found myself on the forefront of the fight, my protective instincts kicking in. As a man, I couldn't stand to see these women I had come to care for being treated so horribly. We were outnumbered, but we refused to back down.

Eventually, the police arrived and broke up the melee, but to our dismay, they took the men's side. We were the ones who ended up in handcuffs, our bruises and cuts a testament to the unfairness of the situation. It was blatant discrimination—we were being punished for our identities and profession.

At the police station, I was allowed a phone call. I dialed Margaux and explained the situation. She quickly pulled some strings, and before we knew it, we were bailed out. But, not wanting to reveal my true identity to the others, I told them it was a wealthy client who had come to our rescue.

As we left the police station, battered but free, I couldn't help but reflect on the injustices we had faced—both in that fight and in our daily lives. It only served to strengthen my resolve to expose the truth about the lives of transgender sex workers.

As we walked out of the police station and onto the pavement, the three ladies quickly pulled out their makeup and began retouching their faces, doing their best to conceal their bruises. I was shocked by how nonchalant they seemed about the whole ordeal.

"Are you seriously going to keep working after what we just went through?" I asked, unable to hide my disbelief.
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Nikita, ever the pragmatist, replied, "It's still early. We can still get some clients tonight."

I shook my head, incredulous.

"How can you just go back out there after all that? Don't you need a break?"

That's when Sarah and Keisha chimed in, explaining the reasons behind their resilience.

"Nikita's been sending money back home to her sick mother," Sarah shared.

"And I've got to pay for my kid's tuition," added Keisha.

"My ex-wife refuses to put him in a public school, and I can't let him down."

My heart ached for them. I couldn't imagine the pressure and hardship they faced every day. Impulsively, I pulled out the $500 I'd earned from our night at Luxuria Heights and handed it to Nikita and Keisha.

“Here, split this between the two of you. I want to help."

Sarah, moved by my gesture, did the same. The two women were visibly touched, their eyes filling with tears.

"Thank you," Nikita whispered, her voice cracking with emotion. "This means more than you can ever know." Keisha nodded, wiping away her tears.

"You have no idea how much this will help."

The four of us shared a heartfelt group hug, each of us finding solace and comfort in the embrace. The night had taken a dark turn, but at that moment, we found strength in our bond and in our shared determination to persevere.

As we broke our embrace, I realized that my time with these women had changed me. It had opened my eyes to the reality of their lives, and in doing so, it had made me more determined than ever to tell their stories, to give voice to those who were too often silenced and marginalized.

Two nights later, we were all hanging out when Keisha's phone rang. The call left her visibly shaken. She stared at the screen for a moment before announcing, "Gemma's dead."

We were all stunned.

"What happened?" I asked, my heart sinking.

"She was found this morning, brutally murdered," Keisha replied, her voice trembling. "They're looking for the suspect."

Nikita spoke up, her voice full of concern.

"We should attend her funeral. She was one of us, after all."

We all agreed, and later we found ourselves at Nikita's place, rummaging through her closet to find black dresses for the somber occasion. As we picked out our outfits, we couldn't help but feel the weight of the moment, the gravity of the loss we were all experiencing.

"Remember that time Gemma showed up in that red sequin dress?" Sarah reminisced. "She looked so glamorous."

Keisha nodded. "She was the life of the party, always cracking jokes and making us laugh."
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When we arrived at the funeral, it was clear that there weren't many people in attendance. The only other person there was Gemma's boyfriend, Marcus. He worked the streets as well, selling marijuana.

"Hey, Marcus," Nikita said, giving him a somber hug.

"We're so sorry for your loss."

"Thanks for coming," he replied, his voice heavy with grief.

"Gemma would have appreciated it."

As we all stood there, Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita shared more memories of Gemma. I listened attentively, feeling a sense of loss even though I'd never met her.

"I still can't believe she's gone," Sarah said, wiping a tear from her eye.

"She was always so full of life."

Marcus explained that Gemma's family had disowned her early in her teen years.

"She tried to reach out to them and even bought a house in Arkansas for her family, asking them to sign the transfer of the name, but they refused to meet her. They were deeply religious and couldn't accept Gemma's life choices."

Keisha shook her head.

"It's so unfair. She deserved better."

As we listened to their stories, I couldn't help but feel a connection to Gemma through the memories and experiences they shared. We all stood together, honoring her memory, and vowing to support each other in the uncertain times that lay ahead.

Two nights later, I found myself alone in my apartment, getting ready for another night on the streets. This time, I was determined to get better material for my article, so I decided to go out alone. I carefully selected my hooker outfit, a tight red dress that clung to every curve, and paired it with fishnet stockings and black stiletto heels.

As I applied my makeup, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at how far I'd come in such a short time. My hands moved expertly, shaping and contouring my face with ease. I carefully applied my false lashes, marveling at the transformation taking place before my eyes.

With my outfit complete, I took a deep breath and stepped out into the night. I chose a different corner than usual, hoping to find a fresh perspective on the world of street life.

Before long, a sleek black car pulled up alongside me. The tinted window rolled down to reveal the driver, a man wearing sunglasses despite the darkness.
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He gestured for me to get in, and I hesitated for a moment before deciding that this was exactly the kind of experience I needed for my article.

I climbed into the backseat and was shocked to find the president of our company sitting there. He reached for me immediately, trying to grope and kiss me. I pulled away, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Wait!" I exclaimed, trying to catch my breath.

"It's me, Mathew! I work for the Citadel Eye. I'm just... I'm doing research for an article."

The president's eyes widened in shock, and he quickly pulled back.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry," he stammered.

"Please, you can't tell anyone about this. It would ruin my family."

I hesitated, weighing the consequences of my silence. Finally, I decided that it was best to keep this encounter a secret.

"Don't worry," I reassured him.

"I won't say anything."

The president visibly relaxed, and we spent the rest of the ride in awkward silence.
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He dropped me off at a nearby corner, and I couldn't help but feel a strange mixture of relief and disappointment as the car disappeared into the night.

This encounter had been a stark reminder of the secrets and lies that lurked beneath the surface of even the most seemingly respectable lives.

For three days straight, I locked myself in my apartment, determined to transform my experiences into an article that would make people sit up and take notice. As I typed furiously, the words poured out of me like a torrent, filling page after page. The article began to take on a life of its own, evolving into something more akin to a novel than a simple piece of journalism.

My fingers flew over the keyboard, barely pausing for breath as I recounted the gritty details of my nights on the streets. I could still feel the rough texture of the sidewalk beneath my feet, the sting of cold air on my exposed skin, and the sharp bite of fear that had accompanied each new encounter.

The sounds of the city echoed in my ears, the cacophony of honking horns and distant sirens providing a soundtrack to my memories.

The conversations I'd had with my fellow streetwalkers played out in my head as if they were happening in real-time. I could hear Sarah's laugh, warm and infectious, as she recounted her latest escapade with a client.

I could see the fire in Keisha's eyes as she argued her point, refusing to back down even in the face of danger. And I could feel the quiet strength of Nikita, the mother hen of our little group, guiding and protecting us with her wisdom and experience.

As I wrote, I found myself delving deeper into the lives of these women, exploring their hopes, dreams, and fears. I wanted to do them justice, to paint a picture of the reality of their lives that went beyond the stereotypes and misconceptions that so often defined them in the eyes of others.

I could taste the cheap, greasy food we'd shared at the 7-Eleven, and the bitter tang of cigarette smoke that clung to our clothes. I could smell the overpowering mix of perfume and sweat that filled the air as we got ready for another night on the prowl.

And I could feel the weight of the secrets we carried, the hidden truths that bound us together in a world that seemed hell-bent on tearing us apart.

As the words continued to flow, I found myself consumed by my writing, my entire existence narrowed down to the steady rhythm of my fingers on the keys. I barely noticed the passage of time, each day blurring into the next as I fought to capture the essence of my experiences on the page.

My apartment became a whirlwind of discarded coffee cups, half-eaten takeout containers, and crumpled drafts as I pushed myself to the limit, driven by an insatiable need to tell the stories of the women who had welcomed me into their world.

At times, I would pause to re-read my work, my heart swelling with pride as I recognized the power and beauty of the words that had spilled from my fingertips.

Other times, I would be seized by doubt, my stomach twisting into knots as I worried that I was not doing my subjects justice, that I was failing to capture the complexity and depth of their lives.

I lost track of the hours I spent hunched over my laptop, my body aching from the strain of sitting in one position for so long. Sleep became a distant memory, my mind racing with ideas and images that refused to be silenced.

And then, on the third day, something shifted. I could feel it in my bones, a sense of completion and satisfaction that told me I had finally managed to do justice to the lovely transgender women with their stories. I sat back in my chair, my fingers aching and my eyes bleary, and knew that I had created something truly special.
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As I read through my work one last time, I marveled at the way the words seemed to leap off the page, the vivid descriptions and punch.

I sat nervously in the conference room, my heart pounding as Margaux prepared to present my work to the team. She looked at me with a proud smile before turning to face the others, a sense of determination in her eyes.

"Today, I'd like to present a truly groundbreaking piece that Matthew has written," she began, her voice steady and confident. "This article shines a light on the lives of transgender sex workers, giving them a voice and challenging the stigma that surrounds them."

As she spoke, I could feel the eyes of the others on me, their gazes a mix of curiosity and skepticism. But I held my head high, knowing that my work had the power to make a difference.

The CEO, a middle-aged man with a carefully cultivated air of authority, frowned as he listened to her pitch. When she finished, he leaned back in his chair, his face a mask of disapproval.

"I have to say, I'm not convinced," he said dismissively.

"We have to consider the consequences of publishing such a controversial story, especially one that implicates a senator. We can't afford to alienate our sponsors and jeopardize the future of this company."

Margaux bristled at his words, her eyes flashing with anger.

"With all due respect, sir, this story is about more than just one senator. It's about giving a voice to a marginalized community and challenging the prejudice that they face every day."

The CEO scoffed, his tone dripping with condescension.

"These are transgender prostitutes we're talking about, Margaux. They chose their path in life, and they must deal with the consequences of their actions. Our job is to report the news, not champion the cause of every social outcast who crosses our path."

My blood boiled at his words, my fists clenched beneath the table. I could hardly believe that someone could be so callous and ignorant, especially someone in a position of power.

As the tension in the room reached a breaking point, my eyes met those of the company president, the man I'd encountered in the backseat of a car just a few nights earlier. He looked at me for a moment, his expression unreadable.

And then, to my surprise, he spoke up.

"Publish it," he said, his voice firm and decisive.

"This story deserves to be told, and I'm willing to stand behind it, no matter the consequences."

The CEO looked stunned, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Margaux, on the other hand, beamed with pride, her eyes shining with gratitude as she turned to me.

"Matthew," she said, her voice filled with emotion, "you've done something truly remarkable here. This story has the potential to change lives and open minds, and I couldn't be prouder to stand beside you as we bring it to the world."

As I looked around the room, I knew that I had accomplished something truly meaningful. My work had given a voice to those who had been silenced for far too long, and now, their stories would finally be heard.
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As I approached their usual spot, I saw the three of them huddled together, animatedly discussing something. My heart leaped into my throat as I realized they were holding a copy of the newspaper, my article front and center.

Before I had a chance to say anything, Nikita rounded on me, her eyes blazing with fury.
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"What the fuck is this, Matilda?" she demanded, shaking the paper in my face. "Or should I say, Matthew Bloom?"

Keisha and Sarah chimed in, their voices dripping with anger and betrayal.

"You compromised our fucking livelihood, you piece of shit!" Keisha spat, her eyes flashing dangerously.

"What if my son finds out? What if the fucking cops start watching us more closely?"

Sarah's hurt was palpable, her voice quivering with raw emotion.
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"Was it all just a fucking lie, Matilda? Are you even really trans? Or were you just some sick fucking pervert using us for your twisted little fantasy?"

I stammered, trying to defend myself.

"No, it wasn't like that, I swear. I just wanted to help, to give you all a voice and bring attention to your struggles."

Nikita cut me off, her voice dripping with disdain.

"Oh, you wanted to help, did you? By turning our lives into some goddamn spectacle for the whole world to gawk at?"

"Yeah, and now every fucking creep in the city is gonna be sniffing around here, trying to figure out who we are," Keisha snapped.

I tried again to explain, my voice trembling with emotion.

"I didn't mean for it to turn out like this. I thought I was doing something good, something that could make a difference in your lives."

Sarah's voice cracked as she fought back tears.

"Well, you didn't. You just made everything worse. You think you're some kind of fucking hero, but all you've done is put us all in danger."

My heart sank as I realized the full extent of the damage I'd caused.

"I'm so sorry, I never meant to hurt any of you. Please, let me try to fix this."

But they weren't interested in hearing my side of the story, their rage boiling over as they practically shoved me away from them.

"You've done enough," Nikita snarled, her eyes cold and unyielding. "Just get the fuck away from us."

Keisha glared at me, her expression full of disgust.

"Yeah, we don't need your fucking 'help' anymore, Matthew. Just leave us the fuck alone."
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And with that, they turned their backs on me, leaving me standing there, my heart heavy with regret and the bitter sting of betrayal. Feeling defeated and utterly alone, I stumbled to the nearby 7-Eleven in my tattered prostitute outfit, my mind reeling from the confrontation.

I thought I'd done something good, something that could make a difference in their lives. Instead, I'd only succeeded in making things worse.

As I stood there, the harsh fluorescent lights of the convenience store casting a cold glow on the rows of candy and soda, I couldn't help but question everything I'd done. I'd wanted to help, to use my writing to make a real difference in the world, but instead, I'd managed to alienate the very people I'd hoped to save.

Tears filled my eyes as the weight of my actions settled on me, my heart aching with regret. I'd let my friends down, and now, I was left to face the consequences of my actions, alone and unsure of how to move forward.

I knew I had to find a way to make things right, to show Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah that I truly cared about them and their well-being. But for now, all I could do was stare at the rows of brightly colored packages, the sounds of the bustling city outside fading to a dull roar as I grappled with the enormity of my mistake.

At that moment, I vowed to myself that I would do everything in my power to make amends, to prove to them that my intentions had been pure, even if my methods had been flawed. I would find a way to make them understand and earn back their trust, no matter how long it took or how difficult the journey was.


Red Light - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I SAT AT MY DESK, my thoughts consumed by Sarah and the hurt I had caused her. It felt like a physical pain—this knowledge that I might never see her again—might never be able to make things right.

As I wallowed in my misery, Tyra approached me, her expression full of concern.
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"Hey, Mathew, are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

I sighed heavily and began to explain what had happened the night before. Tyra listened, her eyes widening with shock and sympathy as I recounted the girls' reactions and my own feelings of guilt and remorse.

"I can't believe it turned out like this," I told her, my voice cracking. "I just wanted to help them, and instead, I've made everything so much worse."

She reached out and squeezed my hand reassuringly.

"It's not your fault, Mathew. You were just trying to do something good, and sometimes things just don't work out the way we hope they will."

I shook my head, unconvinced.

"I don't know if they'll ever forgive me, especially Sarah. I hurt her so badly."

At that moment, Margaux burst into the room, her face practically glowing with excitement.

"Mathew, you won't believe it! I showed your full draft to Prime Papyrus Press, and they're interested in turning it into a book!"

My heart skipped a beat, but I hesitated, unsure if that was the right course of action.

"No, I can't. I've already caused enough pain and trouble for the girls."

Margaux and Tyra exchanged a determined look before Margaux continued.

"Mathew, I understand that you're worried about the consequences, but this book could change their lives for the better. It could raise awareness and help create a safer environment for them."

Tyra chimed in, her voice full of conviction.

“She's right, Mathew. This is a chance to make a real difference, not just for Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita, but for so many others like them."

Margaux placed a hand on my shoulder, her eyes shining with encouragement.

"We're having a dinner meeting with the publisher later. I think you should come and hear what they have to say."

I sighed, the weight of the decision heavy on my shoulders. But as I looked into the hopeful faces of Margaux and Tyra, I knew I had to at least give it a chance. Maybe this really could make a difference, not just for the girls, but for everyone in their situation.

"Alright," I agreed, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I'll go to the meeting."

The night later, as I sat in the hotel restaurant, waiting for the meeting to begin, I couldn't stop fidgeting. The weight of the decision I had to make rested heavily on my shoulders, and my anxiety was at an all-time high.

Margaux leaned over and whispered, "Relax, Mathew. Just be yourself, and everything will work out."

Before I could respond, the publisher entered the room. He was a distinguished-looking man in his fifties, with a neatly-trimmed beard and piercing blue eyes. He radiated confidence and authority as he approached our table.

"Mathew, Margaux, it's a pleasure to meet you both," he said, extending his hand for a firm handshake. "I'm Richard, and I must say, I'm very excited about your manuscript."

We exchanged pleasantries before diving into a conversation about the book. He was surprisingly open and candid as he shared his personal connection to the story.

"You see," he explained, "my wife is a transgender woman, and I've seen firsthand the challenges and discrimination she's faced. That's why I'm so passionate about this project. I believe it could make a real difference."

We talked more about my experiences and the time I'd spent with Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita. He listened intently, nodding thoughtfully as I recounted the highs and lows of our time together.

Finally, he got to the point.

"Mathew, I'm prepared to offer you a million dollars for your book, with half a million as an advance. We'll also provide benefits for the trans women featured in the story."

I was stunned, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to process what I'd just heard. The money could change the lives of the girls, but how could I tell them without making them feel like I was trying to buy them out?
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"Can I have some time to think about it?" I asked, my voice shaky.

He smiled warmly.

"Of course, take all the time you need."

As I left the meeting, my mind raced with possibilities. I knew that accepting the offer could improve the girls' lives in ways I never imagined, but I also knew that I had to approach them with care, sensitivity, and respect.

Whatever the outcome, I was determined to make things right, for Sarah, Keisha, Nikita, and all the other women whose stories needed to be heard.

My thoughts raced as I walked through the hotel lobby, trying to come up with the right words to say to Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita. How could I explain everything without them feeling betrayed or used?

As I was lost in thought, I suddenly bumped into someone, and my heart skipped a beat when I realized it was Sarah.

"Sarah," I stammered, shocked to see her standing in front of me.

"What are you doing here?" she snapped, her eyes filled with anger and hurt.
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"Have you come to gloat about your stupid article?"

"No, no, it's not like that," I tried to explain, but she cut me off.

"You think you can just come here and pretend that everything is fine? After what you did to us?" she spat out, her voice shaking with emotion.

As we walked together, I desperately tried to make her understand.

"Sarah, I didn't mean for any of this to happen. I just wanted to help."

"You call this helping?" she shot back, tears streaming down her face.

"You exposed us, put us in danger, and ruined our lives!"

"I know I messed up, but I want to make it right," I insisted, my own voice cracking.

"Please, just give me a chance to explain."

She stopped in her tracks, her eyes narrowing.

"You have one minute."

Taking a deep breath, I blurted out the truth.

"I love you, Sarah. I've loved you since the day I first saw you."

Her eyes widened in shock, and for a moment, she was speechless.

"I saw you standing up to that guy, and I knew I had to know you," I continued, my heart pounding.

"You were so strong, so fearless. You inspired me to tell your story, and I never meant to hurt you or anyone else."
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Her expression softened, and her eyes filled with tears once more. Without saying a word, she reached up and pulled me into a tender, passionate kiss. Our lips met, and at that moment, it felt like all the pain and anger between us began to fade away.

As we broke apart, I whispered, "I'm so sorry, Sarah. I'll do whatever it takes to make things right."

She looked into my eyes and nodded, her hand reaching out to gently touch my face.

"I know you will, Mathew. I know you will."

Two days later, Sarah managed to convince Nikita and Keisha to attend a meeting with me and the publisher. She told them about the benefits he had mentioned, and they seemed intrigued.

As we gathered at Sarah's apartment, Nikita and Keisha teased her about how lucky she was to have someone like me head over heels for her, and how I was inspired to write an article about them.

"Girl, you got him whipped," Keisha joked, playfully nudging Sarah.

"Shut up!" Sarah laughed, blushing at the teasing.

I couldn't help but smile as I watched the three of them getting ready for the meeting. They were determined to look their best, choosing dignified outfits and leaving their usual provocative attire behind for the day.

"So, what do you think?" Nikita asked as she emerged from her bedroom, wearing a sleek black dress that hugged her curves just right.

"Damn, girl!" Keisha exclaimed, giving Nikita a high five.

"You look like a CEO’s wife… or mistress.”

"Thanks!" Nikita said, grinning.

"Now it's your turn. Let's see what you've got."

As Keisha disappeared into her room, Sarah turned to me and said,

"You know, this means a lot to us, Mathew. Thank you for giving us this opportunity."

"I just want to help make things better for you all," I replied sincerely, touched by her gratitude.

A few minutes later, Keisha stepped out of her room, wearing a stunning red dress that complemented her caramel skin perfectly.

"How do I look?" she asked, striking a pose.

"Like a sugar baby of a music mogul," Sarah said, clapping her hands in approval.

"You guys are going to knock Richard's socks off," I said, grinning at their transformations.

As we prepared to leave, the mood was light and sweet, filled with laughter and playful banter.
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"Can you believe we're going to meet a real publisher? What the Carrie Bradshaw is going on?" Keisha asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"I know! I feel like we're about to walk the red carpet or something," Nikita replied, giggling.

Sarah turned to me and said, "We couldn't have done this without you, Mathew. Thank you for believing in us."

I smiled at her, feeling a warmth in my chest that I hadn't felt in a long time.

"It's my pleasure, my love. Let's go show them what you're made of."

As we waited for the publisher in the hotel lobby, Keisha and Sarah couldn't stop fidgeting. Their nerves were palpable, and I couldn't blame them. This was a huge opportunity, and we all felt the weight of the moment.

Nikita, ever the composed one, tried to calm them down by sharing some of her experience with esteemed gentlemen.

"Listen up, ladies," she began, her tone dripping with sass.
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"I know we're all a hot mess right now, but we got this. I've been on plenty of fancy outings with high-class clients, so let me give you a few pointers."

Sarah and Keisha leaned in, eager for any advice they could get.

"First," Nikita continued, "when we sit down, remember to place your napkin on your lap. And don't start eating until everyone at the table has been served. I mean, come on, you don't want to look like a starving animal."

"Got it," Keisha said, nodding her head.

"Also," Nikita added, "don't talk with your mouth full. It's not cute, and I don't want to see what you're chewing."

Sarah laughed.

"Thanks, momma."

"Hey," Nikita shot back playfully, "I'm just trying to help you not embarrass yourself. Now, when it comes to utensils, work your way from the outside in. The smaller fork is for your salad, and the bigger one is for your main course."

"How do you remember all this stuff?" Keisha asked, her eyes wide with admiration.

Nikita shrugged.

"Honey, you pick up a thing or two when you're wining and dining with the rich and powerful."

"Anything else we should know?" Sarah inquired, genuinely curious.

"Well," Nikita said, thinking for a moment, "if you're not sure what to do, just watch the person to your left and follow their lead. And when in doubt, just act confident. Confidence can take you a long way, even if you're clueless."

"Thanks, Nikita," Keisha said, clearly grateful for the guidance.

"You're such a bougie bitch."

"Girl," Nikita replied, smiling, "I'm just happy to help you not make a fool of yourself."

As we chatted, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with these women. They were facing an unfamiliar situation with their unique personalities, and it made me proud to be part of their team.

Finally, Richard arrived. He greeted us with a warm smile, clearly impressed by the transformation the girls had undergone.

"Wow," he said, extending his hand to each of them in turn, "you all look absolutely stunning."

"Thank you," Nikita replied, blushing slightly.

"We're excited to meet with you."

As we sat down and began discussing the book deal, I could see the girls' nerves fading away. They were holding their own in this new environment, and I knew that no matter what happened next, they had already proven their strength and resilience.

As we sat around the table, Richard began explaining the details of the book deal to the four of us. I could see the excitement in Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah's eyes as they listened intently to every word.

"So, once the book is published," he said, "we anticipate a huge media buzz. We're talking interviews with Oprah, Ellen, Wendy Williams, and major news outlets like CNN, BBC, and the New York Times. This story has the potential to reach millions of people around the world."

The girls exchanged excited glances, their eyes wide with anticipation.

"That's amazing," Sarah whispered, barely able to contain her excitement.

"But that's not all," Richard continued.

"As part of this deal, each of you will receive scholarships to pursue higher education, should you choose to do so. We want to invest in your futures, and we believe that education is a key part of that."

Nikita raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued.

"Really?" she asked.

"I've always wanted to study fashion design."

"And I've been thinking about studying business," Keisha added, her voice full of hope. He nodded, smiling.

"Absolutely. In addition, you'll each receive 1% of all royalties from the book sales, including audiobooks, e-books, paperbacks, and hardcovers. And you'll be eligible for the same benefits that our employees receive."

Sarah gasped. "That's so generous!"

"But there's more," he went on.

"I'm planning to establish a transgender rights organization, and I'd like the three of you to be the faces of the movement. You'll be advocates and role models for transgender individuals everywhere."

The girls looked at each other, stunned by the incredible opportunity they were being offered.

At this point, I chimed in.
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"I also want you to know that I plan to split the million-dollar advance with you three. I couldn't have written this story without you, and I want to make sure you're taken care of."

Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah exchanged glances, pretending to think it over, but I could tell they were already on board.

"Well, I guess we could give it a shot," Nikita said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

"Yeah," Keisha agreed, trying to suppress a grin.

"It's not like we have anything better to do."

Sarah laughed.

"Count me in too. I mean, how often does an opportunity like this come along?"

I smiled, feeling a rush of relief and happiness.

"I'm so glad you're all on board. This is going to be life-changing for all of us."

The day had finally arrived for our first big interview on The View. We were all at Nikita's house, helping each other get dressed and ready for our television debut. The excitement was palpable as we laughed, chatted, and shared advice on how to look our best.

As I watched Sarah apply her makeup with precision, I couldn't help but admire her transformation. She looked stunning, and I knew she'd shine on camera.

Keisha was next, opting for a bold, eye-catching outfit that perfectly showcased her confidence and unique sense of style.

Nikita, of course, was the epitome of glamour, her makeup flawless and her outfit impeccably tailored to accentuate her curves.

As they finished getting ready, Nikita suddenly turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

"You know, Mathew," she said, "I think you should dress up as Matilda for our first interview."

The suggestion caught me off guard, and I hesitated for a moment. But as I looked around at the girls, I could see they were all on board with the idea.

"Yeah, come on, Mathew," Keisha chimed in.

"Show the world that sweet girl side of you, but of course, with a hint of slut!"

I chuckled nervously.

"Alright, why not? Let's do it."

We spent the next hour transforming me back into Matilda. I could feel the familiar sensations of becoming her once again—the tightness of the dress, the weight of the wig, and the strange mix of vulnerability and empowerment that came with the territory.

As Sarah applied my makeup, she offered some words of encouragement.

"You're going to look amazing, Mathew. Just remember to be yourself, and everything will be fine."

I glanced over at Keisha, who was busy selecting the perfect pair of heels for me.

"Girl, you are going to slay in these," she declared, holding up a pair of stunning stilettos.

Nikita worked on adjusting my outfit, making sure everything was perfect.

"Remember to stand tall and own your presence, Mathew. You've got this."

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel a wave of anxiety wash over me. I was about to go on national television dressed as Matilda, and the thought was both exhilarating and terrifying.

"Are you sure about this?" I asked the girls, my voice trembling slightly.

"Absolutely," Nikita replied without hesitation.

"You've been an incredible advocate for us, and it's time for the world to see the real you—both Mathew and Matilda."

As we walked onto the set of The View, I felt a mixture of excitement and nerves coursing through me. The bright lights, the live audience, and the knowledge that we were about to share our story with millions of viewers was both thrilling and daunting.

The interview began, and Whoopi Goldberg welcomed us warmly.

"Ladies and gentlemen, please give a warm welcome to Mathew Bloom, Sarah, Nikita, and Keisha!"
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The applause from the audience was encouraging, and we took our seats, preparing to dive into our story.

Sunny Hostin was the first to ask a question.

“So, Mathew, tell us about the inspiration behind your article and the upcoming book."

I started to explain how my experiences with the girls had opened my eyes to the realities that transgender women face, and the importance of sharing their stories.

As I spoke, Joy Behar cut in, her tone dripping with skepticism.

"Hold on a second. We've heard stories like this a million times before. What makes this one any different?"

I could feel the tension in the air as the other hosts shifted uncomfortably in their seats.

Whoopi came to our defense.

"Joy, these are real people with real experiences. Their story deserves to be heard, just like anyone else's."

Sara Haines chimed in, adding her support.

"I agree with Whoopi. Let's give them a chance to share their stories."

With the encouragement of the other hosts, we took turns opening up about our experiences.

Sarah spoke first, her voice strong and steady.

"I grew up in a small town, where being different wasn't exactly celebrated. I was kicked out of my home when I came out as transgender, and I had to learn to survive on my own. When I started making more money, I started sharing my blessings with people in the streets, the ones decent people pass by all the time whenever they’re on their way to buy a $200 t-shirt on Madison Avenue. Now, I’m here with all of you, getting more coins for living my truth."

Next, it was Keisha's turn.

"I've been on the streets since I was a teenager, just trying to make enough money to survive. I've been harassed, attacked, and even arrested solely because of my gender identity. But I've never given up. I want my story to show people that no matter what you go through, you can still rise above it all without hurting others or stepping on them."

Nikita shared her story with conviction.

"I've had a difficult life, but I've always been determined to make something of myself. I've used my experiences to become a better person and help family, friends, and people in the street whenever I can. I hope our story can inspire others to do the same. We may be getting dirty money but we're spending it in a cleaner way than most wealthy people out there."

Finally, it was my turn to speak again.
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"My time with these incredible women has taught me so much about the resilience, selflessness, and strength of the human spirit. I wanted to share their stories to help break down barriers and stereotypes about transgender women. It's important for people to see them for who they truly are—strong, beautiful, and inspiring individuals."

As we finished sharing our stories, I looked over at Joy, who had been silent for the duration of our testimonies. Her expression was contemplative, and I could see a hint of regret in her eyes.

"Well," she said quietly, "I have to admit that I was wrong. Your stories are powerful and unique, and I apologize for my earlier skepticism. Thank you for sharing your experiences with us."

With those words, the tension in the room dissipated, and we continued our interview, knowing that we had made an impact on at least one person—and hopefully, many more watching from home.

A week later, we found ourselves celebrating the unbelievable success of our book. It had become the best-selling book of the year, continuing to outpace every other title on the market. It was a surreal and thrilling experience for all of us, and we decided to treat ourselves to a night out at a swanky restaurant to mark the occasion.

As we sat down in the dimly lit restaurant, the warm glow of candlelight flickered across the table. The ambience was intimate and sophisticated, a far cry from the life we had known on the streets. We clinked our glasses together, toasting to our accomplishments and the future that lay ahead.

As we savored our gourmet dishes, Nikita brought up the topic of our future plans.

"So, what's next for all of us?"

Keisha grinned, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Well, I've been thinking about starting an OnlyFans account. You know, switch my schedule around a bit so I can spend more time with my son on the weekends."

"OnlyFans, huh? I've heard it's a goldmine," I teased.

"You're gonna make bank, girl!"

Nikita nodded approvingly. "That's a great idea, girl. As for me, I'm done with working the streets. I'm having a website built for me as a high-class escort. That way, I can focus more on helping Richard with the organization he's setting up."

"Oh, that's perfect for you, Nikita," Sarah chimed in.

"You've always had a way of charming those wealthy men."

Our attention turned to Sarah, who hesitated for a moment before speaking.

"I think I'll keep working on the streets for now. It's what I know, and it's where I feel most comfortable."

"You sure about that, babe?" Keisha asked, concern etched on her face.

"We want the best for you."

I couldn't help but feel concerned for her, and as her boyfriend, I wanted to support her in finding a safer path.
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"Sarah, I know the streets are familiar, but I was wondering if you'd be interested in a different opportunity. I've talked to Margaux, and she said she'd love to have you as a temp writer for the Citadel Eye. I've already submitted your credentials, and she's excited to work with you."

Sarah looked at me, her eyes brimming with emotion.

"Mathew, I can't believe you did that for me. Thank you."

"I just want you to be safe and happy, Sarah. You deserve it," I said sincerely.

"Wow, Mathew," Nikita added, "You really do love our girl, huh?"

Sarah leaned in and we shared a tender, passionate kiss, sealing our commitment to one another and our shared future.

"I love you, Sarah," I whispered softly.

"I love you too, Mathew. I can't believe how much my life has changed since I met you."

We continued our celebration, sipping on champagne and indulging in decadent desserts. The mood was joyous, and the laughter flowed as easily as the wine. As I looked around at the faces of the people who had become my family, I couldn't help but feel a sense of profound gratitude.


Red Light - Epilogue

∞∞∞

KEISHA, with her boundless energy and unapologetic confidence, became one of OnlyFans' top performers. She quickly amassed a loyal following and managed to create a comfortable life for herself and her son. It was amazing to see her embrace her new life with such enthusiasm, proving that it's never too late to rewrite your story.
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Nikita, ever the social butterfly, unexpectedly found love in the arms of a wealthy banker who happened to be a fan of the book. Their whirlwind romance led her to postpone her plans of becoming a high-class escort. Instead, she embraced her role in Richard's organization, advocating for transgender rights and making a difference in the lives of countless others.
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Sarah, my love, dove headfirst into her new career as a writer for the Citadel Eye. Her first pitch—a powerful and personal piece that involved researching and writing about the search for Gemma's killer. As she tackled this challenging project, I watched in awe as she grew into a formidable journalist, determined to bring justice to those who had been silenced.
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As for me, I sometimes found myself missing the thrill of dressing up in sexy clothing and walking the streets as Matilda. But I found solace in the fact that I could still indulge in this side of myself in the privacy of our home, with Sarah by my side. It was something we shared, a way to spice up our relationship and keep the fire alive.
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I continued my work at the Citadel Eye, always on the lookout for the next big story, the next opportunity to shine a light on the forgotten corners of society. I was driven by the knowledge that our voices had the power to change lives, just as they had changed our own.

As I look back on the incredible journey we've shared, I can't help but be grateful for the love, laughter, and heartbreak that led us to where we are today. Through it all, we've emerged stronger and more resilient, ready to face whatever life has in store for us. And in the end, isn't that what truly matters?

THE END <3


Royally - Chapter 1
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I COULD STILL SMELL the delicious aroma of my mom's famous roast chicken lingering in the air as we all gathered around the dining room table for a special dinner. My fraternal twin Cara and I had just graduated from high school, and our parents, Bree and Lionel, had something special planned. The soft glow of the candles on the table cast a warm and intimate atmosphere over the room, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and curiosity about what our graduation gifts might be.

Mom cleared her throat and announced that they had a surprise for us. She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with excitement, and handed me a large box wrapped in shiny silver paper. As I carefully peeled off the wrapping, I couldn't believe what was inside: a brand new, high-tech computer.

The sleek, metallic surface gleamed in the candlelight, and I could already imagine the hours of gaming and exploring the depths of the internet that awaited me. I could practically feel the power of the machine at my fingertips, and I couldn't wait to get started.
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"Thank you so much, Mom and Dad!" I exclaimed, barely able to contain my excitement.

Next, it was Cara's turn. She eagerly tore into her own beautifully wrapped package, revealing two plane tickets to Paris. Her eyes lit up like the Eiffel Tower at night, and she squealed with delight.

"Paris, here we come!" she shouted, hugging our parents tightly.

But then came the catch. Mom and Dad explained that they were both too busy to accompany Cara on the trip, so they wanted me to go with her.

I felt a wave of disappointment wash over me, as I realized that my dreams of spending the summer glued to my new computer were about to be shattered.

"James, it's only for a week," Mom said gently.

"It's a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for you and Cara to explore the City of Love together."

I couldn't help but feel annoyed at the prospect of leaving my precious computer behind for an entire week, and I let my frustration show. Cara and I started bickering, our voices escalating as the argument grew more heated.

"But I don't want to go to Paris!" I snapped.

"I'd rather stay here and enjoy my new computer."

Cara's face crumpled, and I could see the hurt in her eyes.

"Fine," she said quietly, her voice barely audible.

"You don't have to go if you don't want to."

We left the dinner table in silence, the celebratory mood having been thoroughly dampened. I retreated to my room, my mind a storm of conflicting emotions. I knew I was being selfish, but I couldn't shake the feeling of resentment at being forced to give up my precious summer plans.

As I sat on my bed, staring at the sleek lines of my new computer, I started to feel guilty. My mind wandered to the image of Cara's face when she had opened her gift, the pure joy and excitement in her eyes. I knew that I was taking that away from her, all because of my own selfish desires.

Finally, I couldn't stand it any longer. I took a deep breath, the scent of my mom's roast chicken still faintly present, and made my way to Cara's room. I hesitated for a moment outside her door, my hand raised to knock, the sound of muffled sobs coming from within.

"Hey, Cara, can I come in?" I asked softly, my heart heavy with regret.

"Sure," she replied, her voice thick with tears.

As I stepped into her room, I saw her sitting on her bed, her eyes red and puffy from crying. The sight of my sister so upset made my heart ache, and I knew I had to make it right.

"Look, Cara, I'm really sorry," I began, my voice cracking with emotion.

"I was being selfish and stubborn. I know how much this trip means to you, and I shouldn't have ruined it."

She looked up at me, her eyes searching mine for sincerity.
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"Do you really mean that, James?"

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

"I do. I want to go to Paris with you. I mean, it's just a week, right? And who knows, maybe I'll even enjoy it." I attempted a small smile, hoping to lighten the mood.

Her face broke into a grin, the tension in the room dissipating like morning fog.

"I know you will," she said, wiping away her tears.

"There's so much to see and do there, and it'll be even better with you by my side."

A few days later, I found myself in my room, attempting to pack my suitcase for the upcoming trip to Paris. I had just managed to cram a week's worth of clothes into the confined space when Cara burst into the room, her arms full of various travel essentials.

"James, did you remember to pack a power adapter? And what about an umbrella? It rains a lot in Paris, you know," she said, her voice full of excitement and anticipation.

I rolled my eyes, already starting to feel a bit overwhelmed by her enthusiasm.

"Cara, I've got everything under control. Just let me finish up here."

But my sister was in full-on Paris mode, and she continued to hover around me, checking and double-checking every item in my suitcase, her meticulous nature on full display.

"Here," she said, shoving a small, neatly-folded bundle of clothes into my hands.

"I picked up some extra socks for you, just in case."

"Thanks," I muttered, trying to focus on the computer game I was playing instead of the chaos surrounding me. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of annoyance at being interrupted, but I knew that she was just trying to be helpful.

The day of our departure finally arrived, and she and I found ourselves navigating the bustling airport together. My sister seemed to have endless energy, darting from one checkpoint to the next, while I lagged behind, grumbling about the seemingly endless series of steps required just to board a plane.
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"Why do we have to go through so many security checks? And why did you pack so many things in your carry-on?" I complained as we shuffled through yet another line.

She just shook her head, her stern expression making it clear that she wasn't in the mood for my negativity.

"James, this is all part of the process. We just have to get through it, and then we'll be on our way to Paris."

I sighed, knowing that she was right, but still feeling irritated by the whole ordeal. My mood only worsened when we reached the immigration desk, and I found myself being pulled aside for a more thorough interview.

"Please step this way, sir," the immigration officer said, leading me to a small room off to the side. I felt my stomach twist with anxiety as I followed him, my palms growing sweaty.

As I sat down across from the officer, he began asking me a series of questions.

"What is the purpose of your visit to France?" he inquired, his voice stern and unyielding.

"Um, it's a vacation with my sister—a graduation gift," I replied nervously, feeling the cold, hard plastic chair beneath me.

The officer raised an eyebrow.

"A graduation gift, you say? And how long will you be staying?"

"Just a week," I answered, trying to steady my voice. The faint hum of the air conditioning did little to calm my nerves.

He continued to question me, asking about our accommodations, our plans, and our finances. I struggled to provide the answers he was looking for, my mind racing as I tried to recall all the details that my sister had so carefully organized.

At one point, the officer rifled through my belongings, examining my passport and travel documents with a critical eye.

"Are you carrying any items that are prohibited in France?" he asked, his gaze never leaving mine.

"No, sir," I stammered, feeling as if I were on trial.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the interview was over, and I was allowed to proceed. I rejoined my sister, who was waiting for me with a sympathetic smile.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" she asked, trying to be supportive.

"Easy for you to say," I grumbled, my annoyance returning full force.

Once we were finally settled into our seats on the plane, I breathed a sigh of relief, eager to get some sleep and put the stresses of the airport behind me. However, she had other ideas. She was still buzzing with excitement, chattering away about all the things we were going to do once we arrived in Paris.

"James, did you know that there are over 400 parks and gardens in Paris? And we absolutely have to try the macarons at Ladurée! Oh, and we can't forget to visit Notre-Dame, even though it's still being restored…"

I tried to tune her out, but her nonstop talking was making it impossible for me to relax. I could feel my annoyance building, my patience wearing thin as she continued to ramble on about our upcoming adventures.

"Cara, can you please just give it a rest?" I snapped, my exhaustion getting the better of me.

"I just want to get some sleep before we get there."

She looked hurt for a moment, but then nodded in understanding.

"Alright, James. I'll let you sleep. I guess I'm just really excited."

"I know, and I promise we'll do everything you want to do when we get there. I'm just tired right now," I replied, attempting to make amends for my earlier outburst.

With that, she finally fell silent, allowing me to close my eyes and drift off to sleep. The steady hum of the plane's engines and the gentle rocking motion soon lulled me into a deep slumber, my dreams filled with visions of the adventures that awaited us in Paris.

When I awoke, we were only a few hours from our destination, and the excitement began to build within me. I felt a sense of anticipation as I stared out the window, watching the clouds drift by below us.

Cara, who had also managed to get some sleep, was now wide awake and eager to discuss our plans once more. This time, however, I found myself more receptive to her enthusiasm, my irritation replaced by a growing sense of adventure.

As we chatted about the various sights we wanted to see, I couldn't help but smile, feeling a newfound appreciation for the opportunity to explore a new city with my sister. The cobblestone streets, the enchanting architecture, and the delectable French cuisine all seemed to beckon to me, promising a week of unforgettable experiences.

By the time our plane touched down in Paris, I was fully immersed in the excitement of our trip, my earlier reluctance all but forgotten. As she and I stepped off the plane and into the bustling airport, I felt a surge of anticipation, my senses tingling with the promise of new adventures.


Royally - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

AFTER FINALLY MAKING IT THROUGH IMMIGRATION, Cara and I found ourselves standing in the bustling train station, trying to figure out how to get to our hotel. We had spent the better part of an hour arguing about which train to take and in which direction we should head, our voices rising in frustration.

"James, I told you, we need to take Line 4 and transfer at Châtelet!" she insisted, her face flushed with annoyance.
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"No, I'm sure it's Line 1! We need to go towards La Défense," I shot back, my own irritation growing by the minute.

As we continued to bicker, the trains came and went, and we seemed no closer to finding our hotel. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, we agreed on a route and boarded the train, hoping that we were heading in the right direction.

When we finally emerged from the underground, we were faced with another challenge—locating our hotel. We wandered the narrow streets, our bags growing heavier with each passing minute, our tempers beginning to fray.

"Are you sure it's on this street, Cara?" I asked, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

"Because we've been walking for ages, and I still don't see it."

She gritted her teeth, her patience clearly wearing thin.

"Yes, James, I'm sure. It's just a little further."

At long last, we stumbled upon our hotel—or at least, what we hoped was our hotel. The building was shabby and worn, its paint peeling and windows grimy. I looked at her skeptically, wondering if this could really be the place she had booked.

As we entered the dimly lit lobby, a cheerful receptionist greeted us, her thick French accent adding a touch of glamour to the otherwise dreary surroundings.

"Bonjour! Welcome to ze Hotel Petit Château! You must be James and Cara, oui?"

We nodded, and she led us on a tour of our equally shabby room.

"Here is your chambre," she said, throwing open the door to reveal a cramped space with mismatched furniture and threadbare linens.

"We have ze finest amenities for our guests—a television with three whole channels, and a charming view of ze courtyard!" She gestured towards a small window that looked out onto a patch of overgrown weeds and a rusted bicycle.

I could barely contain my frustration as I surveyed the room, my annoyance with Cara reaching its boiling point.
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"Cara, seriously? This is the best you could find? This place is a dump!"

Her face reddened, her eyes brimming with tears.

"I'm sorry, James. I really thought it looked nice in the pictures. I didn't know it would be like this."

My anger continued to bubble, and I couldn't help but lash out.

"Well, great job! Now we're stuck in this rat-infested hole for a week!"

She fired back, her voice shaking with anger.

"You know what, James? You have no right to complain. You didn't even bother to help me with the planning! You just sat there, playing your stupid video games, expecting me to do all the work!"

I felt my face grow hot with indignation.

"Well, maybe if you'd asked for my help, I would have found us a better place to stay!"

"Oh, please!" she scoffed.

"Like you would have done any better. You don't even speak French, and you've never been to Paris before! I did the best I could with what I had, and if you don't like it, you can find your own place to stay!"

With that, she had had enough. She stormed out of the room, her voice shaky as she said, "I'm going for a walk. I'll see you later."

As the door slammed behind her, I felt a pang of guilt, realizing that I had let my anger get the better of me. I knew that she had tried her best, and it wasn't fair for me to blame her for our less-than-ideal accommodations. The realization that I hadn't been there for her during the planning process began to sink in, and I knew I had to make amends.

As soon as she walked out of the room, I couldn't shake the guilt that washed over me. I realized she was right—I hadn't been there for her during the planning process, and I had no right to blame her for our less-than-ideal accommodations. I knew I needed to make it up to her somehow.

I decided to head out and exchange the $20 I had saved up from my allowance. I remembered her mentioning Ladurée, a famous Parisian pastry shop, and I figured I could surprise her with some of their delicious treats. It was a small gesture, but I hoped it would help mend the rift between us.

As I walked through the city, I couldn't help but become captivated by the sights and sounds that surrounded me. The buildings were a mix of old and new, the streets filled with people going about their daily routines.

I took in the sight of stylish Parisians, their outfits a blend of elegance and casual chic. It struck me that, in many ways, they were not so different from Americans—busy and focused, with little time to socialize with strangers.

I soon found a currency exchange booth and handed over my $20. The clerk quickly counted out the equivalent amount in euros, and I thanked him before continuing on my quest for Ladurée.

As I continued my walk, I stumbled upon a street musician playing the accordion, the sound of the music filling the air and bringing a smile to my face. I paused for a moment, letting the notes wash over me and allowing myself to truly appreciate the beauty of the city.

I wandered into a small park, where a group of children played soccer, well, football since I was in Paris—their laughter echoing through the air. I watched them for a while, a pang of nostalgia hitting me as I remembered my own childhood games with Cara.

As I continued my journey, I found myself in a bustling marketplace, the air filled with the scent of fresh produce and the chatter of vendors and customers. I approached one of the fruit stands, attempting to ask the vendor in broken French how much the apples cost.

He looked at me with a mix of impatience and amusement, replying quickly in French. I struggled to understand his words, feeling slightly embarrassed by my lack of language skills. However, he didn't seem rude, just a bit hurried. I handed him some coins and he gave me a few apples, which I hoped Cara would enjoy.
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Eventually, I made my way to Ladurée, its windows filled with the most exquisite pastries I had ever seen. I stepped inside, inhaling the sweet scent of macarons and other treats, and carefully selected a box of colorful macarons for Cara.

The woman behind the counter smiled kindly as I approached.

"Bonjour, monsieur," she said, her voice melodic.

"Bonjour," I replied, doing my best to pronounce the word correctly.

"Um, je voudrais acheter ces macarons, s'il vous plaît."

I hoped my French was passable, but I could see the woman's eyes crinkle with amusement.

"Très bien, monsieur," she replied, wrapping up the box of macarons and handing it to me. I paid her and thanked her, feeling a small sense of accomplishment for navigating the transaction in French, even if it was far from perfect.

With my mission complete, I began the walk back to our hotel, taking in the sights and sounds of the city with a newfound appreciation. I realized that, despite our less-than-perfect accommodations, there was still so much to enjoy and experience in Paris.

As I entered our hotel room, I found my sister sitting on the bed, looking pensive. I approached her, the box of macarons in hand.

"Cara, I wanted to apologize for the way I acted. I know I wasn't there for you during the planning process, and I shouldn't have blamed you for the hotel. I hope these macarons can help make up for it, even if it's just a little."

She looked at me, her eyes filling with tears, and a smile breaking through.

"Thank you, James. I appreciate it. Let's just try to make the best of this trip, okay?"

I nodded, feeling a sense of relief.

"Absolutely. I actually went out and explored a bit, and Paris is amazing. I think we can still have a great time, even with the hotel situation."

Her eyes lit up as she looked at the box of macarons.

"These look delicious. Maybe we could have a little picnic by the Eiffel Tower or something?"

I grinned at the idea.

"That sounds perfect. Let's do it."

The following morning, I was rudely awakened by my sister at six in the morning, shaking me vigorously.

"James, get up! We have a full day tour ahead of us, and I don't want to miss a second."

Groggily, I rubbed my eyes and yawned.

"It's too early for this," I mumbled, but she was insistent, already pulling clothes out of her suitcase and tossing them my way.

"Put these on and meet me downstairs in twenty minutes. Don't forget to brush your teeth," she ordered, already halfway out the door.

"Fine," I grumbled, dragging myself out of bed and getting ready. I had to admit, I was curious about what she had planned for us.

We grabbed a quick breakfast from a nearby bakery before meeting up with our tour group. The tour guide, a middle-aged woman named Clémence, handed out itineraries and began explaining the day's agenda.

"First, we will visit the Louvre, followed by a stroll along the Seine River. After a lunch break, we'll explore the charming streets of Montmartre and end the day at the iconic Notre-Dame Cathedral. I hope you're all ready for a day filled with culture and history!"

As we made our way through the Louvre, I couldn't help but be impressed by the sheer size of the museum and the stunning artwork it housed. However, my feet began to ache, and I voiced my complaints to Cara.

"Do we really need to see every single painting?" I whined, leaning against a wall for support.

"James, we're in one of the most famous museums in the world! Can't you just appreciate it for a few hours?" she snapped back, her patience clearly wearing thin.

We continued to bicker as we walked along the Seine, me complaining about the long distances between attractions and her scolding me for not embracing the experience.

During lunch, we sat in tense silence, each stewing in our irritation. I couldn't understand why she couldn't let me have a break, while she was clearly annoyed that I wasn't taking the trip as seriously as she was.

Our animosity didn't subside as we climbed the steep streets of Montmartre, with me grumbling about the seemingly never-ending stairs and her fuming at my lack of enthusiasm. When we finally reached Notre-Dame Cathedral, the atmosphere between us was thick with tension.

As Clémence began to explain the history of the cathedral, I couldn't help but wander off, my attention captured by a street performer nearby. She shot me a disapproving glare, but I was too entranced by the show to care.

When the performance ended, I rejoined the group, only to find that Cara's anger had reached a boiling point.

"You just had to stray from the tour, didn't you? Now we've missed the bus to our next destination!"

I looked around and realized she was right—the rest of our group had already boarded a bus and left without us.

"Cara, I'm sorry, I didn't mean for this to happen."

"Well, it's too late now. We're not going to see everything we planned, and it's all because you couldn't stay focused for one day!" she hissed, storming off in the opposite direction.

I stood there, feeling a mix of guilt and frustration. I knew I should have taken the tour more seriously, but at the same time, I wished Cara could have been more understanding. Either way, our day in Paris had turned into a total bust, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I was to blame.

Feeling guilty, I tried to salvage the situation.

"Cara, why don't we just take a cab to the next destination?"

She shot back, "With what money, James? We're already on a tight budget!"

With no other option, we decided to walk and explore the city on our own. The tension between us began to subside, but our luck took a turn for the worse as it started to rain.

[image: ]

We hastily sought refuge under the awning of a fancy restaurant called 'Le Jardin des Délices.'

As we argued about what to do next, a girl who looked strikingly like me, but with long blonde hair, removed her sunglasses and did a double-take.

We stared at each other in awe, dumbfounded by the uncanny resemblance. She whispered something to her bodyguard before addressing us in a British accent.

"Excuse me, but this is absolutely insane. You look just like me, only... well, male!" She motioned for us to join her inside the restaurant.

Her demeanor was snobbish, and she was rather rude to the staff. As we sat down, she insulted our outfits, commenting on how 'touristy' we looked. The atmosphere was tense, but there was an undeniable comedic element to the situation.

Charlotte, as she introduced herself, was clearly hungover and irritable. As we chatted, the rain stopped, and she requested that we move to an outdoor table. As soon as we were settled, she lit a cigarette and began peppering me with questions.

Throughout the conversation, my sister tried to interject, clearly excited by the encounter, but Charlotte dismissed her every time. She didn't share much about herself, but her curiosity about me was insatiable.

At one point, Charlotte's phone rang, and she answered with an air of self-importance.

"Yes, darling, I'm having lunch with my long-lost brother," she said sarcastically, rolling her eyes. After a brief exchange, she hung up and turned her attention back to us.

"So, James, tell me about your life. How did you end up in Paris with your sister?" Charlotte asked, taking a drag from her cigarette.

I hesitated, unsure of how much to share, but decided to give her a brief overview of our trip. Throughout our conversation, Charlotte's attitude remained dismissive and condescending, but there was something intriguing about her.

As we continued talking, I couldn't help but notice that she seemed to be sizing me up. Her eyes would occasionally dart back and forth between me and herself as if comparing our features. It felt a bit unnerving, but I brushed it off as her being curious about our uncanny resemblance.

The afternoon wore on, and she grew more and more impatient with the restaurant staff. Her mood seemed to be worsening, likely due to her hangover. I couldn't help but feel a bit sorry for her, despite her diva-like behavior.

Cara, who had been mostly ignored by Charlotte, was growing restless. She tried to steer the conversation to more neutral topics like the beautiful city of Paris and some of the places we had visited. However, Charlotte was having none of it and redirected the conversation back to me.
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"So, James," she said, blowing out a puff of smoke, "have you ever thought about what it would be like to live a completely different life? To have more... freedom?"

Her question caught me off guard. I hesitated for a moment before answering, "Well, sure. I think everyone has wondered that at some point. Why do you ask?"

Charlotte smirked and leaned in closer, her eyes narrowing.

"I have a proposal for you, James. You see, I need a bit of a... break. From my life, my responsibilities, everything. And you, my dear, are the perfect solution."

I frowned, unsure of what she meant. Cara, sensing that something strange was happening, shot me a worried look. I gave her a reassuring nod and turned back to Charlotte.

"What exactly are you proposing?" I asked cautiously.

Charlotte leaned back in her chair, a mischievous grin playing on her lips.

"I'll tell you all about it, but not here. Not now. Meet me tonight, around 7:00 at the Eiffel Tower. If you're interested, that is."

With that, she stubbed out her cigarette, stood up, and left the table without another word. Her bodyguard followed closely behind, leaving Cara and me to process the bizarre encounter.

"Excusez-moi," the waiter said in a thick French accent.

"Miss Charlotte Delacourt has sent zis for you. She said it was her compliments."

Cara and I exchanged shocked glances as the waiter handed us the box, which was adorned with intricate patterns and a silk ribbon. We carefully opened the box to find an assortment of mouthwatering pastries, elegantly displayed.

"Zere is more," the waiter continued, handing us an envelope. "Miss Delacourt asked me to give you zis as well."

We hesitated for a moment before opening the envelope. Inside, we found over 600 euros in cash. Our eyes widened in disbelief, unable to comprehend the generosity of this enigmatic woman. We stammered our thanks to the waiter, who simply smiled and nodded before leaving us alone with our thoughts and newfound wealth.

Cara couldn't contain her astonishment.

"Can you believe it, James? Charlotte just gave us all this money! What do you think we should do with it?"

I pondered for a moment, still trying to wrap my head around the entire situation.

"I don't know, Cara," I admitted.

"It's amazing, but we have to be careful. We don't know much about her or why she's being so generous."

She nodded, her excitement dimming slightly.

"You're right. Let's just enjoy these desserts for now and figure out the rest later."

As we walked away from 'Le Jardin des Délices,' we couldn't help but discuss Charlotte's strange behavior and her cryptic proposal. What could she possibly want with me?

And how could I be the key to her freedom? We were left with more questions than answers, but one thing was certain—our trip to Paris had taken an unexpected turn.

"James, that was... really weird, wasn't it?" she said, her voice shaky as we walked away from the restaurant.

"Yeah, it was," I agreed.

"I mean, I didn't expect our day to take such a strange turn."

She frowned, her eyes filled with concern.

"What do you think she wants with you? It's not like you're some sort of long-lost relative or anything."

"I honestly have no idea," I replied.

"It's just so bizarre. And what's with her attitude? She was incredibly rude to the staff and acted like she was above everyone else."

She nodded.

"I know, right? I mean, she was just... ugh! I wanted to smack her for the way she treated people. But more importantly, James, do you think it's safe to meet her tonight? I mean, we don't know anything about her. She could be involved in something illegal, like human trafficking or something."

I shuddered at the thought.

"I don't know, Cara. It's definitely scary to think about. But at the same time, I'm curious about what she has to say. What could she possibly want that involves me?"

She shook her head, her voice firm.

"Whatever it is, I don't trust her. And I don't think you should go alone. If you're going to meet her, I'm coming with you."

I hesitated for a moment before nodding.

"Alright, you can come with me. But we need to be cautious. We can't just blindly trust her."

"Agreed," she said, looking determined.

"We need to be on our guard. Who knows what she's up to?"

As we continued to walk, our conversation revolved around Charlotte and the various possibilities of her intentions. We discussed everything from her being involved in a secret spy organization to her simply wanting a look-alike for some kind of performance.

No matter how outlandish our ideas became, the fact remained that we were both uneasy about the whole situation.

Cara couldn't help but vent her frustrations.

"I can't believe she had the nerve to insult our outfits like that. What does she know about fashion, anyway? She looked like she just rolled out of bed!"

I chuckled.

"Well, she did say she had a hangover. Maybe that explains her disheveled appearance." she rolled her eyes.

"That's no excuse for being such a snob."

I sighed. "Well, we might, considering I'm planning on meeting her tonight."

She shot me a worried look. "Promise me you'll be careful, James. We don't know what we're getting into."

"I promise," I said, giving her a reassuring smile. "We'll stick together and stay on our guard."

As the day wore on, our thoughts kept returning to Charlotte and the mysterious meeting she had planned for that night. We tried to enjoy the rest of our time in Paris, but the uncertainty hanging over us made it difficult to fully appreciate the beauty of the city.

Despite our reservations, we couldn't deny that we were intrigued by the enigma that was Charlotte. What could she possibly want from me? And why did she seem so desperate for a change in her life?

The questions swirled around in our heads, and as the day turned to night, we knew that we couldn't resist the urge to find out the answers.

As the evening approached, I found myself preparing for the meeting with Charlotte. My sister insisted on helping me dress up for the occasion, rummaging through my suitcase for something appropriate to wear.
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"James, you need to look your best," she said, holding up a navy-blue dress shirt.

"We can’t have her calling us fashion victim tourists again. No more berets!”

I couldn't help but feel a bit nervous, but I trusted her judgment. We decided on the dress shirt, a pair of black slacks, and a matching belt. As I put on the clothes, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. I looked more sophisticated than I ever had before, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence.

Just as we were putting the finishing touches on my outfit, my phone rang. It was Mom and Dad, eager to hear about our adventures in Paris. I put the call on speakerphone so Cara could join in on the conversation.

"Hey, you two! How's everything going?" Mom asked excitedly.

Cara chimed in, her voice filled with enthusiasm.

"Oh, it's amazing, Mom! We've been to so many incredible places. You wouldn't believe the history and culture we've seen."

Dad chimed in, sounding genuinely interested.

"That's fantastic! What have you guys seen so far?"

She started listing off the places we had visited during our day tour, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt. We were keeping our encounter with Charlotte a secret from our parents, and it felt wrong. But at the same time, we didn't know enough about her or her intentions to involve them just yet.

As she continued to fill them in on our sightseeing adventures, I couldn't help but worry about the upcoming meeting. What would Charlotte want from us?

After chatting with our parents for a while, we ended the call, promising to keep them updated on our trip. With a deep breath, I turned to my sister, my apprehension evident on my face.

"Are you ready for this, James?" she asked, her voice filled with concern.

I nodded, swallowing my fear.

"As ready as I'll ever be, I guess."

And with that, we left our shabby hotel room and ventured out into the Parisian night, unaware of what awaited us in our meeting with Charlotte Delacourt.


Royally - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

CARA AND I STOOD BY THE EIFFEL TOWER, taking in its breathtaking beauty as it illuminated the night sky. Its intricate ironwork seemed to shimmer against the darkness, casting a magical glow on the surrounding area.
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People strolled by, some hand in hand, while others took selfies to capture the moment. The atmosphere was enchanting, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder as we waited for Charlotte.

Suddenly, a sleek black Rolls Royce pulled up near us, and out stepped Charlotte and her bodyguard. She was dressed to the nines in a stunning red gown that hugged her curves, accentuating her striking resemblance to me.

Her bodyguard, a tall and imposing figure, stood close by as she lit a cigarette and blew out a puff of smoke.

"Get in, you ignoramus family," she quipped, a smirk on her face.

As we climbed into the luxurious vehicle, Charlotte jokingly said to me, "If I didn't have a boyfriend, I'd date you, James. You're perfect - you look just like me!" I chuckled nervously at her remark, unsure of how to respond.

The Rolls Royce whisked us away to the Plaza Athénée, a renowned and opulent hotel. Upon entering her suite, we were instantly struck by its grandeur. The room was adorned with elegant furnishings and lavish décor, giving off an air of sophistication that was almost overwhelming. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, casting a soft glow on the plush carpeting and exquisite artwork that adorned the walls.

As we took in our surroundings, two maids emerged from an adjacent room, their arms laden with designer outfits. Their eyes widened as they stared at us, clearly surprised by our disheveled appearance.

While we waited, Charlotte's phone rang, and she answered with a gleeful smile. Her demeanor shifted almost instantly as she spoke with her boyfriend. Gone was the snobbish British accent, replaced by a cutesy, baby-like voice that seemed at odds with her previous behavior.

"Awww, my darling, I promise I'll be there with you in the Maldives soon. I'm already working on it, lovey-dovey booboo bear," she cooed into the phone, her tone dripping with affection. The drastic change in her attitude was both amusing and slightly bewildering.

As Charlotte continued her conversation, Cara and I exchanged glances, both of us trying to make sense of the strange situation we found ourselves in.

After her phone call, Charlotte got straight to business. She wiped her eyes and, with an air of importance, introduced herself.
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"I am Charlotte Delacourt, the crown princess of Palavia, a small banking country on the border of France and Germany."

She started crying in a comical way, her mascara smudging down her cheeks.

"My boyfriend is threatening to break up with me because I never have time for him. I need to save my relationship!" she sobbed.

Between her tears, Charlotte explained her situation.

"I need to go to the Maldives, but there's a charity fashion show and ball at the Musée de la Mode Extravagance tomorrow night. The event is raising money for homeless people in the city. I'll give you 20,000 euros if you, James, can model the final clothing of the designer."

I was in shock but Cara's eyes lit up with excitement. I hesitated, reluctant to accept her offer. But my sister quickly reminded me of the potential benefits.

"James, think about it! That's huge money! You could sell your computer and get the latest one. Plus, it's a great experience to rub elbows with the elite and aristocrats!"

I still wasn't completely sold on the idea.

"But it's not right, I'm a guy," I argued.

She smirked and added another incentive.

"Apart from the 20,000 euros, you'll also get the latest and most expensive gaming laptop in the world."

That was the moment I agreed. The thought of getting my hands on the best gaming laptop was too enticing to resist.

"Alright, I'll do it," I said, trying to maintain an air of nonchalance despite my excitement.

Charlotte clapped her hands together gleefully, her previous tears forgotten.

"Wonderful! We'll need to start preparing you right away. There's so much to do!"

Two maids led me away to a luxurious bathroom, while Cara stayed behind, chattering away excitedly with Charlotte.

The maids, who spoke with thick Russian accents, began undressing me as they explained that I needed to be waxed everywhere. I hesitated, fear gripping me as I imagined the pain I was about to endure.

"Wait, what? Waxing? Everywhere?" I stammered, trying to back away. "Isn't there another option?"

One of the maids shook her head, a stern look on her face.

"No, you must be smooth for the fashion show. Princess’ orders."
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The other maid, a tall woman with a no-nonsense demeanor, began heating up the wax. I watched nervously as she stirred the thick, gooey substance, the scent of warm honey filling the room.

As the wax reached the right temperature, I was instructed to lay down on a plush table. My anxiety skyrocketed, and I attempted to make light of the situation.

"This is definitely not how I imagined spending my time in Paris," I joked weakly.

The first maid didn't seem amused.

"We start with your legs," she said, spreading a generous amount of hot wax onto my calf.

The heat of the wax surprised me—it wasn't scalding, but it was certainly warmer than I'd expected. I clenched my teeth, anticipating the pain that was about to come.

Before I could prepare myself, the second maid pressed a strip of cloth onto the wax and swiftly ripped it away. I yelped in pain, my leg stinging as if it had been slapped.

The maids continued their work, covering my legs with wax and ripping away strip after strip. My skin felt raw and irritated, but they showed no sign of stopping.

Next came my chest and stomach, each strip more agonizing than the last. I tried to hold back my cries of pain, but every yank of the cloth left me wincing and cursing under my breath.

The maids moved on to my arms and underarms, their expressions impassive as they continued their work. I couldn't help but wonder if they enjoyed torturing me like this.

As they continued to wax my body, the pain became a blur of sharp, stinging sensations. My skin felt as if it was on fire, every nerve ending screaming in protest.

I thought the worst was over, but then the maids informed me that they still needed to wax my face to achieve a more feminine look. I sighed, resigning myself to the fact that there was no escaping this ordeal.

They applied the hot wax carefully to my eyebrows, reshaping them into a more delicate and arched form. The pain wasn't as intense as the other areas, but it was still enough to make me wince.

Next, they tackled the peach fuzz on my cheeks and upper lip. I had never really considered this hair to be a problem before, but now it seemed like an unwelcome barrier to becoming the perfect doppelganger for Charlotte.

The waxing of my face was uncomfortable and disorienting, especially as the maids worked around my eyes and nose. I clenched my jaw, trying to distract myself from the stinging sensation on my skin.

Finally, the worst part arrived—the waxing of my most sensitive areas. I pleaded with the maids, asking if it was truly necessary, but they remained firm.

"Princess’ orders," they repeated.

I braced myself for the pain, my hands gripping the sides of the table. The hot wax on my sensitive skin was almost unbearable, and the ripping away of the cloth had me involuntarily crying out in anguish.

Finally, the ordeal was over. The maids wiped my body with a soothing lotion, which helped to calm my inflamed skin. As I stood up, my body felt raw and vulnerable, but also strangely smooth and silky.

I hesitantly glanced in the mirror, taking in my newly waxed body and face. It was a strange sight, but I had to admit that I looked more polished and refined, and certainly more feminine than before. The transformation was both intriguing and unnerving, but I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment for enduring it all.

Clad in a plush robe, the two maids led me to a huge walk-in closet. The space was incredible, filled with shelves upon shelves of clothing and accessories, all meticulously organized by color and style. A stylist was waiting for us, looking me up and down with a critical eye before launching into action.
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"First, we must find ze perfect undergarments," she said, her French accent thick. She handed me various bras and panties, instructing me to try them on. I hesitated, feeling out of my depth, but the maids just rolled their eyes and urged me forward.

As I tried on each piece, the stylist critiqued the fit and adjusted the straps, ensuring everything was in place. It was a surreal experience, standing there in women's lingerie, but I reminded myself of the money and the laptop that awaited me at the end of this ordeal.

Between trying on the undergarments and lingerie, the stylist paused for a moment, realizing there was another crucial step to be taken. She approached me with a serious expression.

"Before we continue, we must address one more thing," she said, her French accent as strong as ever. "You need to learn how to tuck."

I stared at her, puzzled. "Tuck?"

"Oui, tuck. It is essential for achieving a feminine appearance," she explained. "It will make all ze difference when you wear ze clothes."

Feeling a bit embarrassed, I nodded and allowed her to guide me through the process. She began by explaining that tucking involved pushing the testicles up into the inguinal canal, a space in the lower abdomen where they used to reside before descending during development.

Then, the penis would be pulled back between the legs and secured with tight underwear or tape to create a smooth, flat front.

"It might be a bit uncomfortable at first," she warned, "but you will get used to it, and it is essential for presenting as female."

Following her instructions, I carefully pushed my testicles up into the inguinal canal and then pulled my penis back between my legs. The stylist handed me a pair of tight, high-waisted panties that would help keep everything in place.

The process was indeed uncomfortable and awkward, but the stylist was patient and reassuring, reminding me of the importance of a seamless appearance.
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Once I had successfully tucked, the stylist nodded approvingly.

"Voilà! Now we can continue."

With this new skill under my belt, I resumed trying on the various outfits. The tuck made a significant difference in how the clothes fit and looked on me. The stylist was right—it was an essential part of the transformation.

Next came the dresses. The stylist pulled out a myriad of options, from slinky cocktail dresses to elegant gowns. I tried on one after another, each more extravagant than the last. I couldn't believe how different I looked in each dress, my body taking on new shapes and forms.

"There, zat one is perfect!" the stylist exclaimed, pleased with her choice. It was a form-fitting black number, hugging my body in all the right places. I had to admit, I did look pretty good, albeit a bit strange.

We moved on to pants and skirts, cycling through countless options. Some were tight and fitted, others billowy and flowing. With each outfit, the stylist would nod approvingly or click her tongue in disapproval.
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The shoes were another challenge entirely. I wobbled and stumbled as I tried on various high heels, my feet protesting at the unnatural angle. The stylist laughed, but encouraged me to keep trying.

"You'll get ze hang of it," she assured me.

As the time passed, the pile of discarded clothes grew higher and higher. I began to feel like a life-sized doll, being dressed and undressed at the whim of the stylist.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the stylist stepped back, satisfied.

"Zere, you are ready for ze final touches," she declared.

I looked at my reflection in the full-length mirror, taking in the transformation. That’s when I realized that with the right clothing, anyone could achieve a feminine hourglass figure.

With the help of the maids, I awkwardly made my way to another room, struggling to walk in the tight dress and high heels. As the door opened, I found myself face-to-face with three people who were eagerly waiting for my arrival. They each introduced themselves—Marie, the makeup stylist, Antoine, the hair stylist, and Lucie, the nail technician. They looked me up and down, their eyes wide with surprise.

"You really do look just like Charlotte," Marie exclaimed, her French accent heavy.

"It's uncanny!"

"Yeah, I've been hearing that a lot lately," I replied, still feeling uncomfortable in my new getup.

"Well, let's get started then," Antoine suggested, eager to work his magic on my hair. "We've got quite a lot to do."

Marie began by meticulously applying makeup to my face. She used a variety of products and techniques to contour, highlight, and enhance my features.

She spent an especially long time on my eyes, making sure they were perfectly lined and shadowed. The entire process was tedious and time-consuming, but I knew it was necessary to complete my transformation.

In the meantime, Lucie was busy working on my nails. She carefully filed and shaped them, preparing them for the application of acrylics.

Once she had the perfect shape, she applied the acrylics one by one, gluing them to my natural nails. The process was strange, but the result was stunning—long, red, elegant nails that looked incredibly feminine.

As Marie and Lucie worked, Antoine assessed my hair situation. Given my short locks, he knew he would have to resort to using a wig to achieve the desired look. He presented several wigs, all of which were long, straight, and blonde—just like Charlotte's hair.

"Which one do you think will work best?" he asked, holding up two similar-looking wigs.

I hesitated before pointing to one.

"I don’t know. That one, maybe?"

He nodded in agreement.

"Oui, I think you're right. This one will look fantastic on you."

Before attaching the wig, he carefully styled it to match Charlotte's signature look. He then applied a special glue to my scalp, making sure to cover the entire area where the wig would sit. As he gently pressed the wig onto the glue, he adjusted it to ensure a perfect fit.

Once the wig was securely in place, I could hardly believe my eyes. I looked exactly like Charlotte—our resemblance was truly uncanny.

Marie, Antoine, and Lucie stepped back to admire their handiwork, clearly impressed with the result.

"You look incredible," Marie said with a smile.

"Nobody will be able to tell the difference."

As I stood there, taking in my new appearance, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and apprehension. I was about to embark on a wild adventure, pretending to be someone I wasn't. And yet, as I looked in the mirror, it was hard to deny that I looked the part.

I stood nervously in front of the room, waiting for Charlotte and Cara to see the results of my transformation. As the door opened, I was surprised to see them holding hands, looking as if they had become quite close in my absence. Their eyes widened as they took in my appearance.
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"Wow, you look amazing!" Cara gushed, clearly impressed.

"I can't believe how much you look like Charlotte!"

Charlotte smiled, clearly pleased with the results.

"I told you, it's uncanny! You'll do a brilliant job tomorrow."

As they continued to admire my new look, Cara suddenly furrowed her brow.

"Maybe we should ditch the heels, though. You're a bit too tall to be Charlotte."

Charlotte's face fell slightly, but she quickly agreed.

"Fine, but I never wear flats. We need to find a solution that works."

One of the stylists, Marie, suggested, "We could choose a long dress for tomorrow's event to cover the flats. That way, the height difference won't be as noticeable."

Charlotte nodded in approval.

"Excellent idea. Let's do that."

She turned to Antoine and added, "Remember, you're in charge of their hair and makeup tomorrow for the charity event. No slip-ups, okay?"

Antoine nodded confidently.

"Of course, Your Highness. I'll make sure everything goes smoothly."

Charlotte then proceeded to order a lavish meal for us all, including lobster, steak, and a variety of other expensive dishes.

"Enjoy the feast, everyone. You all deserve it."

As the food was being prepared, Charlotte announced that she was leaving for the hangar to fly to the Maldives. She wished us luck and disappeared out the door.

My sister and I exchanged glances, both excited and nervous about the upcoming event. Our lives had taken a surreal turn, and we were about to dive headfirst into the world of the rich and famous.

After taking a shower and washing away the layers of makeup, I stepped into the bedroom, still in disbelief of the glamorous room that we would be sleeping in that night. The Plaza Athenee was a world away from our modest accommodations, and I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and anxiety.

Cara was sitting on the plush king-sized bed, her eyes wide with awe.

"Can you believe this, James?" she asked, her voice filled with excitement.

"I mean, look at this place!"

I couldn't help but grin.

"I know, it's insane. And can you believe I'll be getting that computer and all that money just for pretending to be Charlotte for a night?"

She laughed. "Honestly, I'm more excited about the ball. Just imagine rubbing shoulders with all those aristocrats and celebrities!"

I chuckled, but couldn't deny that I shared her excitement.

"Yeah, that'll be something. But seriously, we need to make sure we don't mess this up. Charlotte is counting on us."

She nodded, her expression growing serious.

"We'll do our best, James. But for now, let's just enjoy the moment. We're in Paris, staying in a luxurious hotel, and we're about to have the experience of a lifetime!"

I agreed and joined her on the bed, sinking into the soft mattress.

"You're right, feel this pillow! Ahh… let's just take it all in and have some fun."

Over the next hour, we explored every corner of the suite, marveling at the lavish furnishings and state-of-the-art technology. We tried on the plush robes, tested out the high-end toiletries in the bathroom, and even sampled the gourmet snacks in the minibar.

As the evening wore on, our conversation turned to the day's events, with Cara and I sharing our favorite moments and laughing at the absurdity of it all. We talked about Charlotte's outrageous demands, the luxurious lifestyle she led, and the whirlwind adventure we were about to embark on.

But amidst the laughter and excitement, I couldn't help but feel a gnawing sense of unease.

Was I really prepared to step into Charlotte's shoes and fool an entire room of people?

And what if something went wrong?

The stakes were high, and I couldn't shake the feeling that we were in over our heads.

My sister seemed to sense my trepidation and reached out to squeeze my hand.

"Hey," she said softly.

"We can do this, James. We'll be careful, and we'll stick together. And at the end of the night, we'll walk away with a great story to tell and a whole lot of cash in our pockets."

I smiled, grateful for her support.

"You're right, Cara. We'll make it through this together. And who knows? Maybe we'll even have some fun along the way."

With that, we settled into bed, the luxurious sheets enveloping us in their silky embrace. As we drifted off to sleep, I couldn't help but wonder what the next day would hold. But for now, I allowed myself to enjoy the decadent surroundings and the promise of an unforgettable adventure.


Royally - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE SOUND OF A GENTLE KNOCK on the door woke us up at 7 in the morning. Cara and I groggily blinked our eyes open, still feeling the weight of sleep. The door opened, and a distinguished-looking butler entered the room, moving towards the window.
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He pulled back the curtains with a click of a remote control, and the breathtaking view of the Eiffel Tower greeted us. The sun was just beginning to rise, casting a warm glow on the city below.

"Bonjour, Mademoiselle, Monsieur," the butler greeted us with a slight bow.

"My name is Bernard. I hope you both slept well."

Cara and I exchanged wide-eyed glances, our sleepiness momentarily forgotten.

"Good morning, Bernard," Cara replied, her voice filled with excitement. "The view is incredible!"

I nodded in agreement, unable to tear my eyes away from the iconic tower.

"It really is. Thank you for waking us up to see this."

He smiled.

"You're most welcome. Miss Charlotte thought you might appreciate the view. Now, if you don't mind, I'll prepare breakfast for you."

As he bustled around the suite, laying out a sumptuous breakfast on a tray, Cara and I couldn't help but gush over the amazing spread.

There were warm, buttery croissants, freshly baked baguettes, an assortment of cheeses and jams, thick slices of smoked salmon, and fluffy omelettes filled with herbs and vegetables. To drink, we had steaming cups of coffee and freshly squeezed orange juice.

We dug into the feast, savoring each bite and feeling incredibly spoiled. It was the kind of breakfast you dream about but never actually get to enjoy.

As we were finishing up our meal, Antoine entered the room. "Good morning, James and Cara," he greeted us cheerfully.

"I hope you're enjoying your breakfast. We have a busy day ahead of us."

Cara and I exchanged curious glances, and I swallowed the last bite of my croissant.

"What do you mean, Antoine? What's on the agenda for today?"

His expression grew serious.

"We need to ensure that you're fully prepared for tonight's event, James. That includes not only your appearance, but also your voice. We've arranged for a vocal coach to come and work with you on modulating your voice to sound more feminine."

My eyes widened, and I felt a sudden surge of nerves.

"A vocal coach? Wow, you guys really thought of everything."

He nodded.

"Miss Charlotte insists on the best for her guests. The coach should be arriving shortly. I suggest you both finish your breakfast and get dressed. We have a lot to accomplish today."

Cara and I glanced at each other, the reality of the task ahead sinking in. We quickly finished our meal, our minds racing with anticipation and anxiety.

As we prepared for the day ahead, I couldn't help but wonder if I would be able to pull off the charade. But with Cara by my side and a team of professionals helping me, I was determined to give it my all.

The door to the suite opened, and in walked a stern-looking woman carrying a folder and a small speaker. She looked at me with a critical eye before speaking sharply.
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"You must be James. I am Madame Fontaine, your vocal coach for today. Sit down and be quiet."

I replied nervously, trying to put on a brave face.

"Good morning, Madame Fontaine. I'm looking forward to our lesson."

Her eyes narrowed, and she snapped, "No time for pleasantries. We have work to do."

As we exchanged tense greetings, Antoine returned and approached Cara.

"Miss Charlotte has arranged for you to have a makeover as well, so you can enjoy the party tonight. If you'll follow me, we can get started."

Cara's eyes lit up with excitement.

"Really? That's so generous of her! Thank you, Antoine." She turned to me, giving me an encouraging smile.

"Good luck with your lesson, James. You're going to need it."

With that, Cara followed Antoine out of the room, leaving me alone with the imposing Madame Fontaine. The vocal coach wasted no time, immediately laying out her expectations for our session.

"Listen carefully, James. We have very little time, and I expect your full attention and effort. Understood?"

I swallowed hard and nodded.

"Yes, Madame Fontaine."

"Very well," she said, setting up her speaker and opening her folder.

"We will begin with breathing exercises. Pay close attention to how I breathe and copy it. If you fail to meet my standards, we will start again. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Madame Fontaine," I said, feeling a knot form in the pit of my stomach.

For the next several hours, Madame Fontaine put me through a series of grueling vocal exercises. She was strict and demanding, her voice cold and unforgiving as she corrected my mistakes.

"Your pitch is terrible," she scolded, her eyes hard as steel.

"Do it again, and do it properly this time."

We went through scales, tone exercises, and enunciation drills, with Madame Fontaine's relentless critiques ringing in my ears. I did my best to keep up, but my voice cracked and wavered under the pressure.

"No, no, no," she barked, her tone icy.

"You must learn to control your voice. Stop being a whiny bitch. Do not expect this to be easy. Now, again!"

Despite the grueling nature of the session and Madame Fontaine's harsh demeanor, her expertise was undeniable. As the hours wore on, I began to grow frustrated with my lack of progress, but Madame Fontaine's cold determination pushed me to continue.

"Remember, James, this is not just about pitch. It's about tone, enunciation, and the way you carry yourself. We must work on all aspects of your voice and presentation. I will not accept failure."

We continued our training, with Madame Fontaine's iron resolve driving me to push past my limits. As the day wore on, my transformation continued under her watchful eye.

By the time our session ended, I was exhausted but grateful for the progress we had made. I couldn't help but wonder what Cara's reaction would be when she saw—and heard—me at the party that night.

I was relieved when my vocal training with Madame Fontaine finally came to an end. My throat was sore, and my nerves were frayed, but I couldn't help feeling a sense of accomplishment. Eager to find Cara and share my experience, I wandered through the suite, following the sound of laughter and excited chatter.

I found her in another room, sitting in a stylist's chair with her hair in the process of being transformed from a rich, dark brown to a lovely shade of honey. Antoine stood nearby, observing the progress with a pleased smile.

"Hey, Cara," I called out, my voice a little hoarse from the rigorous training.

"You won't believe the workout Madame Fontaine put me through."

She turned to me, her eyes wide with curiosity.

"Really? What did she make you do?"

I demonstrated the new vocal techniques I had learned, altering my pitch and tone to mimic Charlotte's feminine voice. Cara and Antoine listened intently, their faces a mix of shock and amazement.

"Wow, James! That's incredible! Do it again but with a British accent!" Cara urged, clearly excited by my newfound skills.

I obliged, repeating the demonstration a few more times, but it wasn't long before my throat began to protest. I excused myself, heading to the kitchen in search of something to soothe the ache.
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The butler, who had introduced himself earlier as Bernard, noticed my discomfort and offered to make me a drink to help ease the pain. As he prepared the soothing concoction, I couldn't help but share my feelings about the strange turn of events that had led to my impromptu vocal training.

"You know, Bernard, this whole thing is so bizarre," I confessed, taking a sip of the warm, honey-infused tea he had handed me.

"I mean, I never imagined I'd be in Paris, learning to speak like a woman, and dressing up as Charlotte."

He chuckled sympathetically.

"I can understand how you might feel that way, Monsieur James. But you might be surprised to know that I have a somewhat similar experience from my past."

"Really?" I asked, curious to hear more.

"Yes," he continued, his expression growing nostalgic.

"When I was a young boy, my family was very poor, and we couldn't afford to buy new clothes. My mother would often dress me in my sister's hand-me-downs. I must admit, I found myself enjoying the feel of the feminine fabrics from time to time."

As he spoke, I couldn't help but relate to his story. Though my situation was different, there was a certain sense of camaraderie in knowing that someone else had experienced something similar.

Bernard continued to share his experiences, describing the way the soft materials felt against his skin, the swish of a skirt as he walked, and the delicate touch of lace. As he spoke, I began to understand the allure of the feminine attire I had been wearing, recognizing the sensations he described.

"You know," I said thoughtfully, "I never thought I'd be able to relate to something like that, but after today... I think I kind of get it."

He smiled warmly, a glimmer of understanding in his eyes. "It is an unexpected journey you find yourself on, Monsieur James. But sometimes, life's most interesting experiences come from the most unexpected places."

We continued to chat, sharing our thoughts and feelings about our unusual experiences. And in that moment, I felt a deep sense of gratitude for the friendship and understanding I had found in Bernard, the butler who had seen and lived through so much in his own life.

That evening, as I stepped out of the shower, I could feel the excitement and anticipation in the air. The suite was a hive of activity, with everyone rushing about to prepare for the charity event. As I dried off, I mentally braced myself for the transformation back into Charlotte mode.

In the bedroom, the stylists and makeup artists were waiting for me, their tools and products laid out and ready. I wrapped a towel around my waist and approached them, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement.

"Are you ready, James?" the makeup artist, Isabelle, asked with a smile.

"As ready as I'll ever be," I replied, taking a deep breath.

First, I was handed the special shapewear that I had worn the day before, designed to create the illusion of a feminine figure. I carefully put it on, noticing how the fabric hugged my body and smoothed my curves.

"Alright, James, take a seat and let's get started on your makeup," Isabelle instructed, gesturing to a chair in front of a brightly lit mirror.

As I sat down, she began applying a full face of makeup, expertly blending foundation, concealer, and powder to create a flawless complexion.

I marveled at her skill as she contoured my cheeks, added a touch of blush, and accentuated my eyes with eyeshadow, liner, and mascara. She finished with a sweep of lipstick, transforming my features into an uncanny replica of Charlotte's.

Next came the hair. The hairstylist, Monique, approached me with an array of wigs. She carefully selected one that matched Charlotte's long, straight blonde hair and expertly attached it to my head with glue. I watched in the mirror as the wig took shape, amazed at how natural it looked.

"Now, let's get you into that gown," said the stylist, Camille, as she held up a beautiful, floor-length dress made of shimmering fabric.

The gown was designed to be both elegant and modest, with long sleeves and a high neckline, but it still managed to exude an air of sophistication and glamour.

As I slipped into the dress, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement. The fabric was soft and luxurious against my skin, and the weight of the gown made me feel like royalty. The dress was carefully zipped up, and the stylist adjusted the fit, ensuring it hung perfectly on my frame.

I stepped into a pair of delicate flats, hidden beneath the gown's long hem. While I was disappointed not to wear heels, I understood the need to avoid drawing attention to my height.

As the final touches were added, I took a moment to study my reflection in the mirror. I was taken aback by the transformation—I could hardly recognize myself. I looked every bit the part of Charlotte Delacourt, the crown princess of Palavia.

"Now, remember everything you've learned, James," Antoine said, his voice serious but supportive.

"You can do this."

I nodded, feeling a mixture of excitement and anxiety coursing through me. I was about to step into a world of high society, rubbing elbows with the elite and aristocrats, all while disguised as a woman. It was a thrilling, unbelievable adventure, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take me.

Just as I was taking a final glance at my reflection, the door to the room opened, and my sister stepped in. My jaw dropped at the sight of her—she looked absolutely stunning.
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Her hair had been dyed a beautiful shade of honey and was styled in loose waves that framed her face. Her makeup was expertly done, highlighting her features and making her eyes sparkle.

She wore an elegant off-the-shoulder gown in a deep shade of emerald green, which accentuated her figure and complemented her new hair color perfectly. The dress featured a subtle slit that showed off her legs as she walked, and she wore a pair of matching green heels that added a touch of glamour to her look.

"Wow, Cara!" I exclaimed, unable to hide my amazement.

"You look incredible!"

She blushed and grinned, twirling around to show off her dress.

"Thanks, James! You look absolutely amazing too. I can't believe how much you look like Charlotte!"

As she approached me, she playfully nudged me with her elbow.

"You know, I'm kind of glad you didn't actually turn out to be a girl," she joked.

"You'd be way prettier than me, and that just wouldn't be fair!"

I laughed, appreciating her attempt to lighten the mood.

"Well, I think you look absolutely stunning, and I'm just glad we can share this experience together."

She smiled, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

"Me too. This is going to be a night to remember, that's for sure."

As we continued to chat and joke around, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the bond we shared. Despite the absurdity of the situation, we were able to find joy in it and support each other through the challenges we faced.

The anticipation in the room grew as the time for the charity event drew closer. The stylists, makeup artists, and Antoine buzzed around us, making last-minute adjustments to our appearances and offering words of encouragement.
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I took a deep breath, feeling a mixture of nerves and excitement. This was it—the moment we'd been preparing for. I knew I had to remember everything I'd learned and practiced, from walking and talking like a woman to exuding the confidence and grace of a princess.

As we prepared to leave the suite and make our way to the event, I glanced over at my one last time. Together, we stepped out into the night, ready to take on the world of high society and create memories that would last a lifetime.


Royally - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS CARA AND I STEPPED OUT OF THE CAR and onto the red carpet at the Musée de la Mode Extravagance, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. The bright lights and the buzz of excitement were overwhelming. It felt like my legs were about to give out beneath me, but I took a deep breath and tried to steady myself. Charlotte's bodyguard followed closely behind, ensuring we were well-protected.
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A reporter approached, eager to interview "Your Highness," but I knew my voice wouldn't match Charlotte's. I politely declined with a wave of my hand and a gentle shake of my head, hoping that would suffice. Thankfully, the reporter seemed to understand and moved on to the next celebrity.

As we approached the entrance, a very handsome guy with brown hair and a tall stature who appeared to be around the same age as us, was waiting in a sharp suit. He seemed annoyed and addressed me as Your Highness, scolding me for being late as usual, clearly mistaking me for Charlotte.
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"Your Highness, you're late as usual," he said with a hint of annoyance in his voice.

Cara interjected, "Oh, she was just..."

“And who are you?” he interrupted.

"I—I’m a friend of Charlotte’s… from… America."

At that moment, another handsome guy with blonde hair approached us, and he mentioned that something looked different about "Charlotte."

"Is it just me, or does something look different about you, Your Highness?" he asked, narrowing his eyes.

He then introduced the first handsome guy and himself to my sister.

"Lady Cara, this is Lord Philip Broome, and I'm Lord Lance Bristol. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

"Would you care to dance, my lady?"

She looked at me with a puppy-dog demeanor—causing me to roll my eyes and look away from her. As soon as he exited with my gushing sister in tow, it was then that I realized who they were—the elite and aristocratic friends of Charlotte's that we had heard so much about.

Lord Philip, still looking somewhat annoyed, took my elbow and led me to our table, while Cara went off to dance with Lord Lance.

"Your Highness, let's get you seated," Lord Philip said, still sounding slightly irritated.

I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and terror as I tried to navigate this high-society event, all while maintaining my disguise as the crown princess.

I was sitting nervously next to Philip, trying my best to maintain my disguise as Charlotte, but struggling to keep up with his barrage of questions. He seemed to think that because I was a wealthy socialite, I must know everything about fashion, politics, and the latest gossip.

Finally, I couldn't take it anymore and blurted out, "I'm sorry, but I don't know the answer to that."

He looked surprised and said, "Oh, you can speak! I was beginning to think you were a mute mannequin."

I rolled my eyes and decided to distract myself with my phone. I pulled out the purse that had been given to me earlier and started playing a video game.
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He looked over at my phone and asked, "What game is that? Can I see?"

I hesitated for a moment, not wanting to reveal my secret hobby, but then handed him my phone. He examined the game for a moment and then said, "Wow, you're really good at this! I didn't know you played video games."

I replied, "I don't usually have time for them, but I enjoy playing them when I can."

He grinned and said, "You know, you're a lot cooler than I thought you were. I had no idea you had such hidden talents."

I couldn't help but smile at the unexpected compliment. We spent the rest of the evening talking about video games and strategy, and I was grateful to have found a common ground with him.

As we continued to chat, I couldn't help but feel a strange attraction to him. He was tall, with piercing blue eyes and a chiseled jawline. I had never felt this way about a man before.

I tried to push the thought away and focus on the conversation, but my mind kept wandering.

Why was I feeling this way?

Was it because I was playing the disguise too seriously?

Or was there something deeper going on?

I couldn't deny that he was charming and intelligent, and I found myself enjoying his company more and more. But I was afraid to explore these feelings further. I had always identified as straight and I didn't want to change that.

As the night went on, I found myself enjoying his company more and more. Not only was he charming, but he was also surprisingly down-to-earth. It was refreshing to be around someone so wealthy but not so out-of-touch.

Suddenly, Antoine came up to me and interrupted my thoughts.

"Your Highness, we need to change into your outfit for the fashion show and take several photo-ops first," he said, gesturing towards the dressing room.

“Excuse me, Philip.”

I nodded and followed him inside, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. I had never walked a runway before, let alone in a gown. But I knew I had to do it for the sake of the mission.

As I walked away, I couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness. I knew that our flirtation was just a game, a mere dangerous disguise. But for a brief moment, I allowed myself to imagine what it would be like to be with him, to be his equal in every way, for some reason, it didn’t make me shudder. The feeling I had was the same feeling I got when I started idolizing our school’s basketball MVP.

As I stepped into the dressing room, I couldn't help but stare at the beautiful gown laid out on the table. It was made of the finest silk and adorned with intricate beadwork. I couldn't believe I was about to wear something so glamorous.

Antoine helped me slip into the gown, adjusting the hem and the straps to fit my body. I twirled around, feeling like a princess in a fairytale.

"How do I look?" I asked, beaming with pride.

"Stunning, Your Highness," Antoine replied with a smile.

"Now let's take some photos."

We walked over to the photo area, where the lights were bright and the cameras were flashing. I posed for several shots, trying my best to channel Charlotte's confidence and grace. It was harder than it looked, and I felt like I was faking it the whole time.

After the photo-ops, Antoine and I headed backstage to prepare for the show. Suddenly, the staff started grabbing my arms—trying to get me ready at a quick pace.

"Antoine, what if I wear the dress myself? I can’t risk them seeing my body." I suggested.
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“You’re right."

“Stop it! Get off me!”

"I'll wear the dress for the show on my own! Prepare a room for me!" I announced, channeling Charlotte's attitude.

The designer looked at me with annoyance, but he knew better than to say no to Charlotte's father's daughter.

"A—are you sure, your highness?" he grumbled.

As I slipped into the gown, I felt a sense of relief that no one would see my real body and discover that I wasn't Charlotte.

I marveled at my reflection in the mirror, stunned by how gorgeous I looked in the silk dress from the fashion designer. The fabric clung to my body in all the right places, accentuating my curves and making me feel like a goddess. I couldn't believe how comfortable I felt in this dress, as if it was made just for me.

As I twirled around, the dress billowed out in a beautiful cascade of silk, and I couldn't help but giggle at how much fun I was having. The way the light reflected off the fabric made me feel like I was the center of attention, and for once, I didn't mind it.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself once more, feeling a wave of confidence wash over me.

"I can do this," I whispered to myself, and it was as if the dress was giving me the strength I needed to take on the world.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door, and I quickly turned to face it.

"Come in," I called out, hoping it was Antoine.

The door opened, and to my surprise, it was the fashion designer himself.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice tinged with annoyance.

"I was just admiring—yes, I am! I don’t appreciate your tone!" I replied, trying to sound as bitchy as possible to stay in character.

He rolled his eyes and approached me, adjusting the hemline of the dress.

"Just make sure you don't damage it," he muttered before storming out of the room.

My body felt like it was being spoiled with the softest of the soft fabrics in the entire world. Briefly, I thought, if only jackets were made that way, nobody would be thinking about how insignificant the fashion industry was.

I let out a sigh of relief, glad that I didn't get into any trouble. As I waited for Antoine to come and take me to the fashion show, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement building up inside of me. For once, I was excited to show myself off to the world, a feeling that was too foreign for me but felt natural when dressed as Charlotte.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," I whispered to Antoine, who was standing next to me in the dressing room. "What if someone finds out?"

"Don't worry," Antoine said, trying to calm me down.

"You look amazing in that dress. And Charlotte’s not exactly a runway model, you'll be fine."

I took a deep breath and tried to steady myself. I didn't want to let Charlotte down, but the pressure was getting to me.
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The music started playing and the line of models started to move forward. With each step I took, my heart was beating faster and faster. I tried to focus on Antoine's advice and breathed deeply, trying to steady myself. As the line got shorter and shorter, I felt like I was about to pass out.

Then, I saw them in the crowd. Philip and Cara were there, looking so handsome and beautiful, respectively. Seeing them gave me the strength to keep going. I couldn't let them down. I had to do this.

When it was my turn to walk, I took a deep breath and stepped forward. I stumbled a little in my high heels, but managed to catch myself. I tried to walk gracefully, but it was so hard. How do these models make it look so effortless?

As I got closer to the end of the runway, I struck a pose and tried to look confident. But then, a group of influencers threw flour at me.

“Palavians deserve healthcare!” they screamed in unison. I was stunned and frozen in place. The flour was all over me, ruining the beautiful dress that the designer had lent me.

I felt so humiliated and embarrassed. I wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear. I looked up and saw Cara with a horrified look on her face. Philip looked like he was about to beat somebody but he was being held back by Lance.

Soon after, with nothing but courage, I stood tall and proud. I wasn't going to let a bunch of haters ruin my night. I brushed off the flour and walked back down the runway, head held high.

In the backstage, Antoine helped me clean up and change out of the ruined dress. I was still feeling a little shaky, but their words of encouragement gave me the strength to keep going.

"I'm sorry that happened to you. But you were amazing out there. You're a natural," he said, giving me a pat on the back.

I smiled weakly, feeling a little better.

"Thanks, Antoine. I couldn't have done it without your help."

As he dusted off the remnants of flour on my wig, Cara, Philip, and Lance burst into the room.

"Charlotte, you were amazing out there!" Cara exclaimed.

I smiled nervously, still feeling anxious from the whole experience.

"Thanks, it was definitely an experience," I replied.

Lance, who had his arm around Cara, leaned in and whispered something in her ear.

"Hey, Charlotte, we’re headed to our family yacht for a little bit. You're welcome to come with us if you want," he said.

My heart sank a little as I watched the couple's obvious affection for each other. After all, I was her big brother.

"Thanks, but I think I'll pass," I said, trying to sound disinterested. I glared at Cara—letting her know that I was concerned and she will get it if she didn’t come back to the hotel before midnight.

“Not too late, Cara!”

Philip, who was standing awkwardly off to the side, spoke up.

"Charlotte, I feel terrible that you had to go through all of that. Would you like to join me for dinner tonight? It'll just be the two of us."

I hesitated for a moment. I had been pretending to be a princess and I was starting to feel the weight of the lies. But at the same time, I couldn't keep hiding in the hotel room forever.

"Sure, that sounds nice," I finally said.

Antoine, who had been standing in the corner, stepped forward.

"I have an outfit that would be perfect for a casual dinner," he said, handing me a shirt and a pair of pants.

I quickly changed into the outfit, grateful to be out of the gown and heels.

"Thanks, Antoine," I said, giving him a smile.

As we left the museum, I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief that I wouldn't have to wear heels for the evening. But at the same time, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was way over my head.


Royally - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

PHILIP LOOKED AT ME, his eyes filled with concern.

"Charlotte, are you okay to walk and eat while we see the sights of Paris?" he asked.

“Of course, I don’t mind at all.”

As we began to walk, he and I talked about our hobbies. I told him about my love for gaming and how I enjoyed collecting cards. To my surprise, he was just as passionate about those things as I was. It felt strange, talking to someone who shared so much in common with me, especially since I was pretending to be someone else.

His eyes lit up as he spoke about his favorite games and the rarest cards in his collection. It was almost as if he had forgotten that he was talking to a princess.

After walking for a while, we came across a small crepe store. The aroma of the fresh crepes being made was intoxicating, and my stomach growled loudly in response.
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He laughed and asked, "What would you like to eat?"

I scanned the menu, eventually settling on a Nutella and banana crepe. He ordered the same and insisted on paying for both of our treats. When the crepes were ready, he handed me mine, and our fingers brushed against each other. A shiver ran down my spine, and I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of attraction to him.

“My father doesn’t allow me to eat street food, I could just imagine what kind of limitations you have as a princess.”

I wanted to tell him that I eat hotdogs by the sidewalk but I couldn’t compromise the 20,000 euros and my new computer.

“Y-yes, you’re right, this is forbidden… but I like it.”

Shortly after, I just realized how heavy my statement was. The sweetness of the Nutella mixed with the rich taste of banana was heavenly, but I couldn’t escape the fact that butterflies oddly swarmed in my belly with the presence of a handsome Lord.

He turned to me, his eyes sparkling like the stars above us.

"I've always thought that Paris is the city of love, don't you agree, Charlotte?"

I blushed, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

"Yes, it's incredibly romantic," I replied, trying to maintain the charade.

"Do you know why I love the Eiffel Tower?" he asked, his voice barely audible over the sound of the bustling city.

"For some reason, it’s like how I feel now, it reaches for the sky, standing tall and strong against all odds."

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. Was it possible that I was falling for him too?

We continued our stroll, and he began to share stories about his life. He spoke of his dreams, his fears, and his longing to make a connection with someone who truly understood him. It was clear that we were both enjoying each other's company, but I couldn't help but wonder if this could ever develop into something more.

As we crossed a picturesque bridge over the Seine, he suddenly paused and gazed into my eyes.

"You know, Charlotte, there's something about you that's different from anyone I've ever met. I can't quite put my finger on it, but it's quite refreshing."

I chuckled nervously, trying to hide the fact that I was actually James Ruby, not Princess Charlotte.

"Well, I've always believed that life is full of surprises," I said, hoping to steer the conversation away from my true identity.

He smiled, and we continued our walk. Our conversation veered towards lighter topics, and we found ourselves laughing at each other's jokes and playfully teasing one another.

At one point, I couldn't help but notice how handsome he was, with his piercing blue eyes and disarming smile. I felt a flutter in my stomach, a sensation I hadn't anticipated.

As we walked along the banks of the Seine, he pointed at a couple sharing a sweet kiss under the moonlight.

"Look at them," he said with a dreamy expression.

"There's something so magical about love in Paris, don't you think?"

I hesitated, not knowing how to respond.
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"I suppose," I said, trying to sound casual.

"But sometimes, the most magical moments are the ones we least expect."

He nodded thoughtfully, seemingly intrigued by my response.

"You're absolutely right, Charlotte. Life is full of unexpected moments, and perhaps that's what makes it so exciting."

We continued our walk, eventually stopping by a cozy-looking café. He gestured toward the entrance.

"Shall we grab a coffee and continue our conversation indoors?"

I nodded, feeling a mix of emotions as we stepped into the warm, inviting atmosphere. As we sat down and sipped our lattes, I couldn't help but wonder where this unexpected journey would lead us.

Would Philip ever discover my true identity?

And if he did, would the connection we seemed to be forming survive the truth?

Only time would tell, but for now, I chose to savor the moment, the city, and the undeniable spark between us.

As we left the café, we could hear the sweet melody of music drifting through the air. His eyes lit up with excitement.

"Charlotte, do you hear that? There's a busker playing nearby. Would you like to check it out?"

I nodded, curious to see what sort of performance was captivating him so much. We followed the sound of the music and soon found a small crowd gathered around a talented violinist.
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The notes he played were hauntingly beautiful, echoing through the night air and intertwining with the twinkling of the stars.

He extended his hand towards me.

"May I have this dance?" he asked, his eyes full of warmth and anticipation.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to respond. But something about the atmosphere, the music, and the man before me made it impossible to resist. I placed my hand in his, and we began to dance, swaying gently to the rhythm of the violin.

As we danced, the moon cast a soft glow on the Seine, creating a scene straight out of a fairytale. He held me close, and our movements seemed to blend together seamlessly, as if we were two parts of the same soul.

Our conversation flowed effortlessly as we continued to dance. We spoke about our families, our aspirations, and the unique experiences that had shaped us into who we were. With each word, it felt as though our connection grew stronger, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to him.

At one point, he looked deep into my eyes and whispered, "You know, Charlotte, I've never felt this comfortable with anyone before. It's like we were meant to find each other."

I smiled, my heart swelling with a mixture of emotions.

"I feel the same way, Philip. It's as if fate brought us together."

The music began to crescendo, and as the final notes filled the air, he leaned in and gently pressed his lips against mine. A thousand thoughts raced through my mind as our lips met. It was my first time kissing a guy, and I felt a wave of guilt for deceiving Philip. But the moment our lips touched, those thoughts seemed to vanish, replaced by the intoxicating sensation of his kiss.

His lips were warm and soft, and the taste of the coffee we had shared earlier lingered on his breath. I felt my body respond instinctively, my heart racing as we continued to kiss under the moonlight. The world around us seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of us and the electricity between us.

As the kiss deepened, he pulled away, his eyes burning with desire.

"Charlotte, would you like to come back to my suite? It's just a short walk from here, along the Seine."

I hesitated, unsure of how to respond. But as I looked into his eyes, I felt a yearning I couldn't deny. I nodded, and hand in hand, we began to run towards his suite, our laughter and footsteps echoing along the riverside.

When we reached the suite, he quickly unlocked the door, and we stumbled inside, our lips meeting once again in a passionate kiss. The room was filled with the scent of fresh flowers, and the sound of our breathless laughter was like music to my ears.
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As we continued to kiss, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held for us.

How long could I maintain the charade of being Princess Charlotte?

And when the truth inevitably came to light, would the connection we had formed be strong enough to weather the storm?

For now, though, I chose to focus on the present, on the feel of his lips against mine and the undeniable magic that seemed to surround us. At that moment, nothing else mattered.

As he and I continued to kiss, my phone suddenly began to ring. I tried to ignore it, hoping it would stop, but it kept ringing persistently. Eventually, I pulled away from him, my face flushed with embarrassment.

"I'm so sorry," I said, fumbling to silence the insistent device.

"I should really take this call."

He looked disappointed, but he nodded understandingly.

"Of course, go ahead."

As I answered the phone, I was met with the frantic voice of my sister.

"James! Where are you? I've been so worried!"

I glanced at the clock, realizing that it was nearly midnight.

"I'm sorry, Cara. I just...lost track of time. I'll be back soon."

Before I could hang up, he leaned in and captured my lips once more, a passionate and lingering kiss that left me breathless. He pulled away, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and regret.

"I wish you didn't have to go, Charlotte."

Feeling a pang of guilt, I whispered, "I wish I could stay too," before slipping out of his suite and hurrying back to our hotel.

As I walked, I couldn't help but feel like I was in a fairytale. The clock was about to strike midnight, and just like Cinderella, my magical evening was coming to an end. When I arrived at the hotel, my face was still flushed from the night's events.

Cara was waiting for me in the bedroom, her eyes wide with concern.

"Where have you been?" she asked, clearly worried.

I hesitated, unsure of how much to reveal.

"I just took a walk," I said, avoiding her gaze.

She seemed to accept my answer, and her face lit up as she began to share her own experiences from the night.

“You'll never believe what happened, James! Lord Lance introduced me to his cool friends in his yacht as his girlfriend! Can you imagine?!"

Listening to her recount the details of her evening, I felt a surge of happiness for her, mixed with the protective instincts of a big brother.

"I'm glad you had a great time, Cara. Just...be careful, okay?"

She nodded, her eyes shining with excitement.

"I promise, James."

After our conversation, I retreated to the bathroom and took the wig off, desperate for a hot shower to help process everything that had happened. As the water cascaded down my body, I couldn't help but replay the night's events in my mind—the feel of Philip's lips against mine, the taste of his breath, and the undeniable connection we had shared.

Eventually, I finished my shower and headed to bed, my thoughts still consumed by the evening's experiences. As I lay in the darkness, I wondered what the future held for Philip and me.

Would we ever have a chance to explore the feelings that had blossomed between us?

And if we did, would the truth about my identity ruin everything?

Despite the uncertainties, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the night I had just experienced. In a city known for its romance, I had been swept up in a whirlwind of passion and emotion, a night I would never forget.

With those thoughts swirling in my mind, I drifted off to sleep, the memories of my magical evening in Paris tucked safely away in my heart.

The next morning, I was abruptly woken by the shrill ringing of my phone. I fumbled for it on the nightstand, still half-asleep, and answered the call.

"James, is that you?" The voice on the other end was unmistakably that of Princess Charlotte Delacourt, her British accent dripping with irritation.

"Y-yes, it's me," I stammered, my heart racing at the realization that I was speaking with the real Princess Charlotte.

"Listen here, you imposter," she snapped.

"Lord Philip has been calling me all night, thinking he went out on a date with me! You need to fix this immediately. Meet up with him, and break it off, or you won't get a single penny for your little charade."

The line went dead, leaving me feeling like I'd just been slapped across the face. I glanced over at my sister, who was still sound asleep, and my heart sank. How could I break Philip's heart? The thought of it made me feel physically ill.

Stressed and overwhelmed, I tried to fall back asleep in an attempt to escape my thoughts. But after tossing and turning for three hours, I realized it was futile. I needed advice—and there was only one person I could think of who might be able to help me.

I slipped out of bed and went to find Antoine, the stylist and personal assistant of Princess Charlotte who had been staying with us during our time in Paris. I found him in the living room, sipping coffee and flipping through a fashion magazine.

"Antoine," I said hesitantly, "I need your help."

He looked up, his eyes narrowing as he assessed my troubled expression.

"What's the matter, James? You look like you've seen a ghost."

I proceeded to explain my dilemma—the phone call with Charlotte, the threat of losing the prize money, and my growing feelings for him.

As I spoke, Antoine listened intently, his expression unreadable.

When I finished, he took a deep breath and asked, "How does the prize money make you feel, James? And how do the kisses with Lord Philip make you feel?"

I opened my mouth to respond but found myself at a loss for words. The truth was, I didn't know how I felt about either of them.

He nodded, as if he'd expected my answer.

"Well then, it seems you need some time to think. But first, let's get you dressed as Princess Charlotte again. You'll need to meet with Lord Philip to make your decision."

He started with my makeup, expertly applying a layer of foundation to my face. With a steady hand, he brushed on a natural-looking blush to accentuate my cheekbones and added a hint of bronzer for a sun-kissed glow.

Next, he applied a soft, shimmery eyeshadow, followed by a thin line of eyeliner and a few coats of mascara. Finally, he chose a rosy pink lipstick, which he applied with a lip brush for a perfect pout.

Once my makeup was complete, he moved on to the wig. He carefully placed a wig cap over my hair, tucking in any stray strands, before positioning the long, chestnut brown wig atop my head. He combed through the wig, arranging the soft curls on the end to frame my face perfectly.

"Now for the outfit," Antoine said, selecting a beautiful, flowing dress from the wardrobe. The dress was made of delicate layers of silk and chiffon in a shade of blush pink that complemented my makeup.

"But first, let's make sure you have the right shape."

He handed me a piece of shapewear designed to cinch my waist and give me a more feminine silhouette. I pulled it on, feeling it tighten around my midsection. He then presented me with a pair of silk stockings, which I carefully rolled up my legs, the smooth fabric clinging to my skin.

"Next, the lingerie," he said, handing me a matching lace bra and panty set. I changed into the delicate undergarments, feeling the soft lace against my skin, and noticed how the bra and pads helped to create the illusion of a feminine bust.

With the foundation of my outfit in place, he helped me step into the dress, carefully zipping it up the back. The silk and chiffon fabric felt luxurious against my body, swaying gracefully with each movement.
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He stepped back, surveying his handiwork.

"Almost done," he said, reaching for a pair of elegant stiletto heels. I slipped my feet into the shoes, feeling a mixture of apprehension and excitement as I stood taller.

Finally, he selected a few pieces of delicate jewelry—a pair of diamond earrings and a matching necklace—which he fastened around my neck and ears.

As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I couldn't help but be amazed by the transformation. It was as if Princess Charlotte herself was staring back at me.
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The attention to detail Antoine had put into every aspect of my appearance, from the makeup to the dress, was truly astounding.

Feeling both anxious and determined, I prepared to meet with him, knowing that I would soon be faced with one of the most difficult decisions of my life.

As I stood in front of the mirror, Antoine placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"Whatever you choose, James, remember that it's your life, and you deserve to be happy."

As I stepped out of the walk-in closet, fully transformed into Princess Charlotte once again, I caught Cara's gaze. She looked at me with a mixture of surprise and confusion.

"Why are you still dressed as Charlotte?" she asked.

"I thought the deal was supposed to be over after the fashion show."

"I'll explain everything later," I said hurriedly, not wanting to waste any more time. I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, leaving her with a concerned expression on her face.

Once outside, I instructed the chauffeur to take me to Goût de l'île, the restaurant where Princess Charlotte had said I'd find Philip. As we drove through the streets of Paris, my heart pounded in anticipation of the difficult conversation I knew was coming.

Upon arriving at the restaurant, I spotted him waiting at a table with a group of his friends. His face lit up when he saw me, and he immediately stood to greet me.

"Charlotte! I'm so glad you could make it," he said, pulling me into a warm embrace.

"Let me introduce you to my friends."

As I met each person, I couldn't help but notice their puzzled expressions as they studied my face and listened to my voice.

"Charlotte, you look a bit different today," one of Philip's friends remarked.

"And your voice… it's not quite the same."

Philip quickly came to my defense. "She's been taking voice lessons," he explained, flashing me a reassuring smile.

"Isn't that right, Charlotte?"

I nodded, grateful for the excuse. "Yes, that's correct."

The conversation eventually turned to the day's activities, and he excitedly invited everyone to watch his upcoming polo match.

"We're headed to the Château des Étoiles Country Club," he said.

"I hope you'll all join me."

As we piled into the car, a girl named Sylvie, who I quickly gathered had a crush on Philip, made a point to sit next to me. She leaned in close, her voice dripping with false sweetness.

"So, Charlotte," she began, "tell me more about these voice lessons you've been taking. Are you trying to become a singer?"

I hesitated for a moment, searching for a plausible response. "Uh—yes," I replied.

"I’ll join American Idol, I guess..."

Throughout the car ride, she continued to ask probing questions and make pointed comments about my appearance and behavior. It was clear that she was trying to get under my skin, but I did my best to remain polite and composed.
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As we arrived at the Château des Étoiles Country Club, I couldn't shake the feeling that Sylvie was a snake in the grass. I knew I needed to keep my guard up around her, but my main concern was the decision I had to make regarding Philip.

The day ahead promised to be filled with tension and difficult conversations, and I steeled myself for the emotional rollercoaster that was sure to follow. As I stepped out of the car and into the sunlight, I took a deep breath, preparing to face whatever lay ahead.

As I sat in the stands, trying to focus on the polo match, I couldn't help but be irritated by Sylvie's constant chatter. Despite my annoyance, I couldn't deny that Philip looked truly impressive on the field, skillfully maneuvering his horse and striking the ball with precision.
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Sylvie seemed determined to ruin my enjoyment of the game, pointing out various aspects of my appearance that didn't quite match up with her perception of the real Princess Charlotte.

"You know," she said snidely, "you seem to have grown taller overnight. And your hands and feet look larger than I remember."

I tried to ignore her, but she persisted.

"And really, Charlotte, I don't understand why you're even dating Lord Philip. He's so far below your rank."

Her insults stung, but it was the last straw. Channeling my inner Princess Charlotte, I turned to her, my voice cold and authoritative.

"You need to know your place, Sylvie. From now on, you will address me as Your Highness, and you will refrain from speaking to me unless I address you first."

Her face paled, and she quickly apologized, her voice wavering.

"I-I'm sorry, Your Highness. It won't happen again."

With Sylvie momentarily silenced, I returned my attention to the game, my heart swelling with pride as Philip's team secured a hard-fought victory. As the match ended, he rushed over to me, his face flushed with excitement.

"Charlotte!" he exclaimed, pulling me into a passionate kiss. I tried to pull away, suddenly self-conscious in the public setting, but he was too caught up in the moment to notice.

Sylvie, however, couldn't contain her jealousy any longer. In a fit of rage, she stood up and marched over to us, grabbing my wig and yanking it off my head.

"I know a front lace wig when I see one!" she shouted, brandishing the wig like a trophy.

"This person is an impostor!"

Humiliated and exposed, I could barely think straight as I pushed past Philip, whose face was etched with shock and confusion. Desperate to escape the stares and whispers of the crowd, I kicked off my heels, not caring as my stockings tore in the process.

I sprinted away from the scene, my heart pounding in my chest as I flagged down a taxi and hastily gave the driver the hotel's address.

[image: ]

When I arrived back at the hotel, tears streaming down my face, I found myself surrounded by a sea of concerned faces. Antoine, Bernard, Cara, and several maids all looked on, their expressions a mix of shock and sympathy.

As I stood there, my disguise in tatters and my heart aching, I knew that my time as Princess Charlotte was over. But the consequences of my actions, both for myself and for Philip, were only just beginning.

Antoine was the first to reach me, his eyes wide with concern. "James, what happened?" he asked, gently guiding me to sit down on a nearby couch.

Cara rushed to my side, her face filled with worry.

"James, you're a mess! Are you okay?"

I couldn't find the words to explain what had just happened, so I simply shook my head, tears continuing to flow down my cheeks. Bernard discreetly handed me a handkerchief, his face showing a rare display of sympathy.

One of the maids, a kind woman named Isabelle, spoke up softly.

"We're all here for you, James. Whatever happened, we'll help you get through it."

Finally finding my voice, I choked out the story of what had transpired at the polo match, my voice trembling as I recalled Sylvie's cruel actions and the shocked look on Philip's face.

Cara's eyes flashed with anger.

"That horrible girl! How dare she do that to you!"

Antoine, ever the voice of reason, tried to offer some perspective.

"It was bound to happen eventually, James. The truth always finds a way to come out."

I knew he was right, but that didn't make the pain any less real.

As I sat there, surrounded by the people who cared for me, I couldn't help but wonder what would happen next. What would become of my relationship with Philip? Would he ever forgive me for the lies and deception?

Bernard cleared his throat, breaking the heavy silence.

"Right now, the most important thing is for you to rest and recover. We can figure out what to do next in the morning."

Cara nodded in agreement, taking my hand in hers.

"James, we'll get through this together, okay? You're not alone."

Despite everything that had happened, I had people who cared about me and were willing to help me face the consequences of my actions. And as I closed my eyes, trying to block out the memories of that humiliating scene, I knew that whatever lay ahead, I wouldn't have to face it alone.


Royally - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

CARA AND I WERE JOLTED AWAKE by the sound of the hotel room door slamming open. There, standing in the doorway, was the real Princess Charlotte, her face contorted with rage.

"What the hell happened yesterday?" she shouted, her British accent dripping with venom.
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"I've been receiving endless calls about some impostor wearing a bloody wig, and I know it's you, James!"

I sat up in bed, my heart pounding, as Cara looked at her with wide eyes, clearly alarmed by her fury.

"Well? What do you have to say for yourself?" The princess demanded, her hands on her hips.

"I... I'm so sorry, Your Highness," I stammered, trying to find the words to explain. "I never meant for things to go so far. It just... happened."

Her tirade continued, her voice growing louder and more aggressive.

"Do you have any idea how much trouble you've caused? The embarrassment? The humiliation? My reputation is on the line here!"

Cara tried to step in, her voice shaking.

"Princess Charlotte, please, we didn't mean any harm. We were just trying to help."

As the princess continued to berate us, I couldn't help but feel a sense of despair growing in my chest. Just when it seemed like things couldn't get any worse, she suddenly burst into laughter.

"Oh, you should see the looks on your faces!" she exclaimed, wiping tears from her eyes.

"I'm just kidding!"

Cara and I exchanged shocked glances, not sure if we could trust the sudden shift in her demeanor.

"Really?" I asked hesitantly.

"Yes, really!" Charlotte replied, grinning widely.

"In fact, I should be thanking you, James. By pretending to be me, you actually saved my dwindling relationship with my boyfriend."

Before we could respond, the door opened again and several maids entered, carrying a briefcase containing 20,000 euros and a top-of-the-line gaming laptop—my reward for impersonating the princess.

"And don't worry about Sylvie," Charlotte added, her tone reassuring.

"I'll make a video announcement wearing a similar wig to the one you wore, saying that I'm launching a new wig business and that it was indeed me in the video. Anyway, I have to go, I’m going to meet my boyfriend in Gstaad. Enjoy the suite, order everything you want, and stay as long as you want. Ciao!"

With that, she swept out of the room, leaving Cara and me in a state of relief and disbelief. As I sat there, clutching the briefcase and laptop, I couldn't help but think about Philip. Despite the princess's assurances, I knew that our relationship—built on a foundation of lies and deception—was far from resolved.

"So, James," Cara said as we sat on the edge of the bed, "what should we do on our last day in Paris?"

I thought for a moment, then replied, "I'll just go with you, Cara, wherever you want to go."

After taking a shower and getting dressed, she looked at me with a knowing smile.

"You're still in love with him, aren't you?" she asked gently.

I tried to brush it off, shaking my head.

"No, it's over. There's no point in thinking about it anymore." She didn't seem convinced.

"Nonsense, we’re twins for a reason. You and I may not look alike but I can sense if you’re feeling blue from a mile away. Why don't we spend our last day here with you dressed as Charlotte? Make it really memorable."

I was reluctant, but she was persistent.

"Come on, James, it'll be fun!" she insisted, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Finally, I relented, and Antoine came in to help me get ready. He started with my makeup, expertly applying a light, natural look that accentuated my features without being too over-the-top.

Next, he placed the wig on my head, carefully adjusting it so that it framed my face perfectly. As he worked, he chatted about the importance of enjoying our time in Paris, regardless of the challenges we'd faced.

For the outfit, he selected a casual yet elegant ensemble – a pale pink blouse, a fitted white blazer, and a pair of tailored black slacks.

As he helped me into each piece, I marveled at the transformation that was taking place. I felt a strange mix of excitement and trepidation as I saw Charlotte's reflection in the mirror, knowing that this would likely be the last time I'd wear her persona.

Antoine then handed me a pair of chic sunglasses, saying, "These will help you blend in a little more, and they look fabulous on you."

With my transformation complete, Cara and I set out to explore the city one last time as sisters. We walked along the Seine, visited the Louvre, and enjoyed a decadent lunch at a charming bistro.

All the while, I couldn't help but think of Philip and the time we'd spent together, wondering if he was somewhere in this beautiful city, his thoughts as tangled as my own.

As the sun began to set, Cara suggested we take a ride on the Ferris wheel at the Place de la Concorde.

"It'll be the perfect way to say goodbye to Paris," she said, her eyes shining with anticipation.
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As we climbed into the gondola and began our ascent, I couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness, knowing that our time in this magical city was coming to an end.

But as I looked out over the skyline, the Eiffel Tower standing proud in the distance, I knew that I would carry the memories of this adventure—and the lessons I'd learned about love, honesty, and being true to myself—with me for the rest of my life.

While Cara and I were enjoying the view from the Ferris wheel, her phone suddenly rang. She answered and her face lit up with a smile. It was Lord Lance, inviting her to dinner. She looked at me, asking hesitantly, "James, can I go? I really like him."

"Of course," I replied, trying to sound as supportive as possible.

"You should enjoy your time here. I'll be fine on my own."

With that, she left to meet Lord Lance, and I decided to take a walk through the streets of Paris. As I strolled along the cobblestone streets, my thoughts were consumed by Philip and the embarrassment I'd caused him. I wondered what he was doing at that moment and if he was thinking of me, too.

As I wandered aimlessly, I stumbled upon a familiar sight—a busker playing the same song that Philip and I had danced to under the moonlight. The music stirred something within me, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of longing.

Just then, I heard my name—or rather, Charlotte's name—being called. I turned to see Philip standing there, a mixture of confusion and relief in his eyes.
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"Charlotte... or whatever your real name is," he said, closing the distance between us.

I felt the urge to run away, but I forced myself to stay put.

"Philip, I'm so sorry," I stammered, my voice barely audible.

He looked at me intently, his eyes searching for answers.

"Why did you do it? Was it for the money? Was any of it real?" he asked, his voice filled with a mix of hurt and hope.

I hesitated, unsure of how to respond. "I don't know," I admitted, my voice wavering.

"Everything is new to me... but ever since the night we kissed, I haven't been able to stop thinking about it."

His expression softened, and he whispered, "I've been thinking about it, too." Before I knew it, his lips were on mine, and we were kissing passionately as if making up for lost time.

Our kiss led us to Philip's suite, a luxurious space that seemed to mirror the intensity of our feelings. As we entered, we found ourselves wrapped up in each other's arms, our hearts racing as the night unfolded before us.


Royally - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

HE STARTED PINNING MY HANDS on the wall of his luxurious suite's foyer, almost disheveling my wig.

"Careful," I said. With an intense gaze, he kissed me once more.

"I've never been with a guy, or whatever you are before," he said.

"I don't know what I am but right now, I just want you to make me feel like a woman," I said.
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He looked at me with a mix of confusion and desire.

"I can do that," he said, his voice deep and husky.

Without skipping a beat, he lowered his lips to my neck, planting kisses that sent shivers down my spine.

He leaned in, kissing me again, his hands trailing down my body. I could feel his excitement growing as he explored me, his touch sending shivers down my spine.

I moaned softly, feeling his hands roam my body, tracing the curves of my waist before pulling me closer. His scent filled my senses, and I couldn't help but give in to the passion that was building between us.

With a sudden movement, he lifted me up and carried me over to the plush sofa in the center of the room. Gently laying me down, he leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear.

"I want to make you feel like a woman," he whispered, his breath hot against my skin.

As he trailed hot kisses down my collarbone, I found myself lost in the moment, forgetting all worries and doubts. He reached down to cup my aching center, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my body.

I gasped in pleasure, and he took that as a sign to guide me toward the bedroom. There, he pushed me down onto the bed and climbed on top of me, his eyes filled with a raw hunger that both excited and scared me.

I couldn't resist anymore. I pushed him away from me, my fingers fumbling with his belt buckle. I could feel his breath quickening above me as I pulled his pants down, his hard cock springing free.

Without hesitation, I wrapped my lips around him, taking him deep into my mouth. He let out a ragged moan as I sucked and licked him, my hands gripping his firm ass.

I could feel him trembling above me, his breath ragged as he held on to my head.
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"Fuck," he grunted, and I smiled around him, sucking him harder.

He grabbed my nape and pushed himself deeper into my mouth, his eyes rolling back as he let out a deep growl of pleasure.

Suddenly, he tore my clothes then he pulled me up, my crotch pressing against his hardness as he kissed me—his hands roaming down my body and over my chest. He was gentle at first, teasing my nipples until I was almost begging for more.

"Oh yes!" I let out.

Sliding a hand between my legs, he ran a finger against my cock, sending waves of pleasure throughout my body—causing my whole body to convulse from the pleasure.

I spread my legs in a silent plea, and he slid his hips between my thighs, holding himself up in his arms. I leaned up to kiss him, our mouths locked together as he grazed his cock on my silk panties.

I could feel him trembling above me, his desire growing as I licked him up and down once more--his throbbing member, so stiff that I could see it pulsing. I couldn't take my eyes off of it, the idea of taking him inside my ass was sending waves of pleasure throughout my body. With an aching need, I opened my legs wider, feeling the heat radiating from between my legs.

He reached for a condom and quickly put it on before sliding inside me. A wave of pleasure washed over me at his touch, my body rippling with pleasure.

"I've never fucked an ass before," he said.
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Nervous but horny, "I've never taken anything in my ass before too," I moaned.

"Let's see what this love can do," he followed before wearing the condom and lifting my legs to lick my ass.

I bit my lip as he slid down to lick me, his eager tongue darting out to taste me. "Oh God," I moaned, his tongue darting out before licking my nub.

He spread my legs wide apart and started licking my asshole, making me twitch with a growing desire. He continued eating my hole, his lips caressing the tender skin, before sliding a finger inside.

"That feels so good," I moaned as he kneaded my flesh and worked his finger in and out.

"I'm going to stretch you out," he whispered.

He took his finger out, and I felt the bulbous head of his cock press against my hole. It was so hot and sensitive. I bit my lip and looked up at him, uncertain.

"Tell me when you're ready," he said.

Panting, I nodded. Slowly, he slid his cock into my hole.

"Oh!" I gasped. I could feel the pressure building inside me.

"Are you ready?" he asked. I nodded, and he pushed in deeper. The feeling of him moving in and out of me was electrifying.

“P-please, slowly,” I begged.

I could feel him growing. He held the length of his cock against my asshole, pressing in. Slowly, his cock gained entry, stretching me and making me release a shuddered breath.

"Oh my God!" I screamed.

He thrust himself in, his cock spearing me, making me moan. I could feel him trembling as he held himself, stopping as he filled me.
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"You're so tight!" he let out a crazed yell as he rolled his head in euphoria.

He pulled out and pushed in again before starting to fuck me in earnest.

My mind was overwhelmed with pleasure that I couldn't help but moan loudly and grind my hips, moving with him. As he started to fuck me faster, with deeper, more powerful thrusts, I felt myself start to lose control.
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His cock slipped in and out of me, making me moan and writhe with pleasure. I felt like I was on fire as he pushed himself in deeper, moving against me.

I could feel my cock rising to his touch, growing stiff and swollen.

I could feel myself losing control, as I threw my head back in ecstasy. I moaned as he fucked me deeper and harder, every stroke pushing me closer to the edge.

His cock pounded my ass deep and hard, and I could feel my ass quivering in response. At that moment, I thought, fuck, I need to get off. I need to come.

I reached between my legs, grabbed a hold of my cock, and began stroking myself in rhythm with his thrusts.

Then suddenly, I felt that tingling sensation in my stomach again.

I squirmed as I felt the pleasure coursing through me in waves, my ears ringing, and my body convulsing with bliss.

"Don't stop," I begged, feeling the sensations building up inside me, threatening to overflow.
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"You're so close," he said, pumping me faster.

He pulled me up, his hands on my waist as he fucked me from behind. I felt his cock going in and out of me, filling me, hitting that spot. I felt the heat rising in my lower abdomen, and I felt my cock throbbing and hard again.

"Oh my God, I'm going to cum," I whispered.

"I can feel you," he groaned in my ear.

Suddenly, I felt like I was going to explode. I pushed myself back against him, grinding, my cock pulsing again.

I screamed out in pleasure as I felt him fill me. With one final thrust, he came inside me. He collapsed down on top of me, and I could feel him gasping for breath.

"I love you, Philip," I said.
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"I love you too, Charlotte," he said.

Too exhausted and spent, he rested his head on my chest—feeling my calm heartbeat like it was a lullaby. As he slept, I looked at him with the pain and pleasure still beating in my orifice—thinking how something as simple as joining my sister on a trip overseas could unfold into a realization of who I was, what I wanted, and my true happiness.

For a brief moment, I prayed that he would not treat this one night as any other night. I wished that just like I did, he found something special, life-changing, and everlasting, in the city of lights and love, Paris.


Royally - Epilogue

∞∞∞

AS OUR TIME IN PARIS DREW TO A CLOSE, Cara and I found ourselves being driven to the airport by Lance and Philip. It was a bittersweet farewell—we were leaving behind the magical city that had changed our lives, but we were also heading home with memories that would last a lifetime.

The four of us chatted and laughed during the drive, reminiscing about our time in Paris and all the wonderful experiences we'd shared. As we pulled up to the airport, we exchanged heartfelt goodbyes, promising to stay in touch and visit each other as often as possible.

A few weeks later, I received an unexpected call from Philip. He excitedly announced that he'd enrolled at my college and would be joining me on campus for the upcoming semester. I couldn't believe my luck—our love story was far from over, and we'd soon have the chance to continue it as we navigated the challenges of college life.
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During our time apart, I found myself reflecting on my experiences as Charlotte and how much I enjoyed living as a woman. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that my feelings ran deeper than a simple fondness for dressing up. I decided to seek help from a therapist to explore my feelings further, and after much soul-searching, I began the process of transitioning.

As the new semester began, Philip and I reunited on campus—our love growing stronger with each passing day. Together, we navigated the challenges of college life, supporting each other through exams, papers, and late-night study sessions.

Our love blossomed as we embraced our new identities and the challenges that came with them, but we knew that we were stronger together than we could ever be apart.

Through it all, Cara and Lance remained by our sides, their love story unfolding alongside our own. And as the four of us journeyed through college and into the next chapter of our lives, we knew that we'd always have Paris—and each other—to remind us of the power of love and the magic of new beginnings.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Feminization Fantasies? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Girlification 1.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Sissified in Mars

From a small male Earthling to the Queen of Mars, I, Elona Max, will tell you a story of Love, Sacrifice, and the Power of the Feminine Spirit.

Story 2 – Let’s Get Physical

With the help of my workmates from the Big Boys gym, I didn’t only unleash the talent I had for creating choreography, but I also discovered that I had the perfect body for tight pink leggings and sports bra.

Story 3 – Dangerous Disguise

The death toll was rising and I had to do something. With a series of ignored killings, I decided to go undercover and find the criminal in my blonde wig and high-heeled boots.

Story 4 – New Wardrobe

As I slipped into the character of Bonnie, I found myself captivated by the art of transformation. With each layer of makeup, every stroke of the brush, and the careful selection of wigs, lingerie, and clothing, I felt my true self emerging. The sensation of satin against my skin and the gentle sway of my hips in a skirt awakened a desire that I couldn't ignore.

Story 5 – Cyber Babe

As I became more and more obsessed with her, I found myself dressing up and transforming into her, embracing every curve and stitch of her digital persona.

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 Girlification 1
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“No! You’re a man! You have to plow the field, milk the cow, and carry these stacks of hay!”

Read The Farmer’s Daughter


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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

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


Listen to Audiobooks


Sissy Store

[image: ]

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

[image: ]

“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

[image: ]

“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

[image: ]

Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Feminization Fantasies.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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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)
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