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Introduction

∞∞∞

“Five beautiful boys, girlified by chance, self-discovery, and love.”

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

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

Never have I imagined that I'd be captivated by the sultry and enigmatic Miss Sapphire, a virtual goddess in the world of Cyber Lovin'.

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 Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This bundle 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 DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Girlification 1: 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

[image: ]

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


Sim - Chapter 1
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AS THE COOL WATER SPLASHED against my face, I couldn't shake the feeling of impending doom. The world was in chaos, and the nuclear threat from North Korea was growing more urgent every day. I knew I had to act fast if we were to survive as a species.

I wiped the water from my face with a towel and looked at myself in the mirror. My eyes, usually so determined and focused, now looked tired and haunted.

I couldn't help but feel the weight of the world on my shoulders, and the urgency of my mission to explore Mars pressed heavily upon me.
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The stakes were high, and I knew that time was running out. But with every moment that passed, my determination grew stronger. I had spent my entire life preparing for this mission, and I wouldn't let anything stand in my way.

As I stepped out of the bathroom and into the harsh light of the lab, I couldn't help but feel a surge of fear and hopelessness. The weight of the world seemed to be crushing me, and I couldn't imagine how we could possibly survive in the face of such overwhelming challenges.

But then, a glimmer of hope rose within me. I knew that Mars held the key to our survival, and I was determined to explore it no matter what.

I took a deep breath and set my jaw, steeling myself for the challenges ahead. I knew that this mission would be the most difficult and dangerous of my life, but I was ready to face it head-on.

I walked over to the small television on my desk and turned it on. The news report blared out, showing footage of the wreckage of a strange, glowing object lying in the Mojave desert.

As I watched, President Caden's face appeared on the screen, his voice echoing through the room.

"My fellow Americans," he began, his voice strained.

"I know you have all seen the reports of the UFO crash in the Mojave desert. I want to assure you that we are doing everything in our power to investigate the situation and to ensure the safety of our citizens."

I watched his speech with a sense of dread. I knew that something was not right, and I couldn't shake the feeling that the government was hiding something important from the public.

As soon as the speech ended, I picked up the phone and called my contact in the government.

After a few minutes of hushed conversation, I learned that a recovery team was being sent to investigate the wreckage in the Mojave desert, and that they would be setting up a temporary camp near the crash site.

I knew what I had to do. I had to get to the crash site and find out what was really going on. The thought of encountering an alien object was terrifying, but I couldn't let fear stand in the way of the truth.

I gathered my team and made preparations to set up camp alongside the government's team. We loaded up our equipment and supplies and set out towards the crash site, our hearts pounding with excitement and trepidation.

As we made our way across the barren landscape, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and wonder at the vastness of the desert. I knew that this was just a taste of what lay ahead on Mars, and I was more determined than ever to see the mission through.

We arrived at the camp just as the recovery team was unloading their equipment. They eyed us warily, but we quickly explained our intentions.
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As the days passed, we worked alongside the government's team, gathering data and analyzing the wreckage of the strange object. I couldn't shake the feeling that we were on the brink of something momentous, something that would change the course of human history forever—but only to a certain extent.

We had been tracking that UFO for months, and now that it had finally crashed, the government was not allowing us to investigate it properly.

"What do you mean we can't go any further?" I asked, my voice rising in anger.

[image: ]

"We have every right to be here and examine the wreckage."

The recovery team leader looked at me with a cold expression.

"I'm sorry sir, but the area has been secured and we have strict orders not to allow any civilians to come close to the site."

"That's ridiculous," I retorted.

"We have the best technology and expertise to handle this kind of situation. We could provide valuable insight into what happened here."

The recovery team leader sighed, clearly irritated with my persistence.

"I understand your frustration, but the decision has been made. We cannot allow anyone to disturb the evidence or jeopardize the safety of the area."

I clenched my fists in frustration.

"This is not over," I vowed.

"We will find a way to get closer to that wreckage and uncover the truth about what happened here."

As I walked away, I couldn't shake the feeling of disappointment and frustration. How could they just dismiss our expertise and experience so easily? I knew there had to be more to this than just a simple crash landing.

But for now, we had to find another way to get closer to that site and uncover the truth. The mystery of that UFO was just too important to ignore, and I was determined to find out what secrets it held.

With each passing moment, I grew more convinced that we had to explore Mars, and we had to do it soon. The fate of the human race hung in the balance, and I was determined to do everything in my power to ensure our survival.
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As the camp settled into a restless sleep, I found myself unable to rest. The stars glimmered above me, their light casting long shadows across the desert floor.

I sat on a nearby rock, lost in thought, contemplating the weight of the world and the enormity of the challenges we faced. I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and wonder at the vastness of the universe, and the infinite possibilities that lay ahead.

As I sat in silence, a soft whisper caught my ear. I turned, but saw no one around. Confused, I rubbed my eyes, thinking I was imagining things.

Then, the whisper came again, louder this time.

"Elon," it said, "Elon, follow me."

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do. But the voice seemed to be calling to me, and I couldn't ignore it any longer.

I rose to my feet and followed the whisper, walking towards the edge of the camp and out into the darkness of the desert.

As I walked, the whisper grew louder, leading me on a winding path through the rocks and sand. I couldn't see anyone or anything, but the voice seemed to be leading me towards something, and I couldn't stop.

Finally, I came to a clearing, and there, standing before me, was a figure unlike any I had ever seen. It was tall, with skin that seemed to shimmer and change colors in the starlight.

"Elon," the figure said, its voice a soft and musical whisper.

"I am here to guide you. To show you the path to your destiny."

I was speechless, unsure of what to say or do. But something about the figure's presence filled me with a sense of calm and purpose, and I knew that I could trust it.

The figure beckoned me forward, and I followed it into the darkness, my heart pounding with excitement and anticipation. I didn't know where the figure was leading me, or what lay ahead, but I knew that it was the beginning of something extraordinary.


Sim - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE FIGURE APPROACHED me and introduced itself as Frankie. As it spoke, it began to transform into a hunk-like figure with reddish skin. I couldn't believe my eyes, but I knew that I had to trust this strange and mysterious being.
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"Elon," he said, his voice a deep and powerful rumble.

"I am from Mars, and I have been sent to guide you. The King of our planet is raging, and he is planning to overtake Earth. Mars is running out of feminine souls, and the King sees Earth as his last hope."

My heart pounded with fear and anticipation. I had always known that exploring Mars would be dangerous, but I never imagined that I would be facing off against an alien king.

"But there is hope," he said, his voice tinged with a note of hope.

"You, Elon, are a starseed from Mars. You’re one of us. You have the capability to blend in with the others on our planet, and your feminine soul can help us fight against the King's army."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Me, a starseed? Fighting an alien king? It seemed too incredible to be true.
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"Feminine soul? Me? But how?" I asked, my voice trembling with excitement and fear.

"How can I help?"

He placed a hand on my shoulder, his skin warm and comforting.

"You must come to Mars," he said, his voice ringing with conviction.

"You must help us defend our planet, and in doing so, you will save Earth as well."

“You radiate strong feminine energy and the King will be pleased to see you.”

"I...I don't know if I can do this," I said, my voice shaking with uncertainty.

"I'm clearly a man. Besides, how can I blend in on your planet? How will I breathe there? Can a human like me survive on Mars?”

"Your physical body may be of a male human, but your soul glows with a Martian bright pink light," he followed.

"When you enter our planet, your aura will be different, and you will blend in with the feminine energy that lives in our society. You’ll also be awakened to your true form and you’ll see beyond the veil, beyond what a human can see…"

I was still hesitant, unsure of what to do. But something about his words filled me with a sense of calm and purpose.

"I want to help," I said, my voice firm and steady.

"But I don't want to be forced to change who I am. I am still me, Elon Max, and I don't want to lose that."

He nodded, his expression serious and thoughtful.

"We understand that you are a man, Elon," he said. "But on our planet, gender is fluid and flexible. We don't see things in black and white like you do on Earth. Our society is based on balance and harmony between masculine and feminine energies. Well, at least it used to be…"

With a somber look, he turned to me.

“Our King repressed everyone’s femininity and he wanted Mars to only have masculine energy, thinking that the active characteristic of one’s testosterone would be a way to dominate Milky Way. He obliterated a lot of beings with feminine energy and now, we’re running out of inhabitants…”

I took a deep breath and looked up at the stars, thinking about the weight of the universe and the challenges that lay ahead.

"I'll do it," I said, my voice tinged with determination and subtle trepidation.

"I'll come to your planet and fight alongside you. But I hope I won't lose who I am in the process."

He smiled, his eyes shining with excitement.

"Then let us go," he said.

"The fate of the universe is in our hands."

He led me to a strange device that looked like a combination of advanced scientific technology and ancient mysticism. It was a tall, sleek column of shining metal that pulsed with a soft blue light.

"This is a teleportation device. It’s our only way back to Mars," he said, his voice ringing with authority.

"It will transport us directly to our planet’s surface."

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. This was beyond anything I had ever imagined possible.

"But how does it work?" I asked, my voice brimming with curiosity.

He placed a hand on the column, and it hummed to life, its light growing brighter and more intense.

"It's a combination of science and mysticism," he said.

"We use advanced technology to generate a powerful field of energy, and we channel that energy through ancient symbols and incantations to create a portal between worlds."

I nodded, still not entirely sure that I understood. But something about the device filled me with a sense of wonder and excitement.

"Are you ready, Elon?" he asked, his eyes sparkling with anticipation.
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I took a deep breath and nodded, my heart pounding with a mixture of fear and excitement.

"I'm ready," I said, my voice steady and determined.

Frankie stepped onto the device, and I followed him, my body tingling with a strange energy.

As soon as we were both in place, he began to chant in a language that I couldn't understand. The column hummed with a low, powerful vibration, and the air around us shimmered and blurred.

For a moment, everything went dark, and I felt as if I were floating in space. But then, suddenly, the darkness was replaced by a blinding light, and I felt a powerful force pulling me forward.

The next thing I knew, I was standing on the surface of Mars, my body humming with energy and excitement. The air was thin and chilly, and the sky was a deep shade of red.

I looked around, taking in the strange and wondrous landscape before me.

As I looked around the planet, I was struck by its beauty. The landscape was lush, with strange and wondrous plants and trees that glowed with a reddish hue in the light of the planet's sun. The air was filled with a strange, heady scent, and the sky was a deep shade of red that took my breath away.

As I looked closer, I saw that the men on the planet were all hunky and masculine, their bodies sculpted and toned, their faces chiseled and handsome.

They moved with a grace and confidence that I had never seen before, their movements fluid and precise.

"Wow," I said, my voice tinged with wonder.

"This place is incredible. It's like nothing I've ever seen before."

Frankie smiled, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

"Welcome to Mars, Elon," he said.

"This planet is abundant in masculine energy. It's what keeps us strong and vital, and what allows us to thrive in the face of adversity."

I nodded, taking it all in. This place was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and wonder.

As I looked down at my hands, I noticed that they were starting to turn pinkish and glowing with some sort of stardust. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, but he assured me that it was perfectly normal.
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"Don't worry, Elon," he said, his voice reassuring.

"You still look like a man to us. But we will have to give you a makeover to help you blend in with the other women on the planet."

I nodded, still a little unsure of what was happening. But something about his words filled me with a sense of excitement and anticipation.

"I don’t know about this…" I said, my voice tinged with hesitation.

He smiled, his eyes sparkling with amusement.
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"I’ll take care of you," he said. "The fate of the universe is in our hands, and we don't have a moment to waste."


Sim - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

HIS LEGS TRANSFORMED into a powerful, muscular form that ended in the body of a majestic centaur. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, but before I could say anything, he lifted me onto his back and took off running at a superhuman speed.

I clung to his muscular chest, feeling a sense of fear and excitement that I had never experienced before. The wind whipped past me, and I felt the power of the planet flowing through me in a way that was both thrilling and terrifying.

"Hold on tight," he said, his voice tinged with excitement.

As we ran, the planet's wondrous landscape rushed past me in a blur of color and light. I saw strange and wondrous creatures that I had never imagined before, their bodies glowing with a strange and otherworldly energy.

I couldn't help but gasp in wonder and amazement at the sights before me. It was like nothing I had ever seen before, and I felt a sense of exhilaration and terror that was both thrilling and terrifying.

"How are you doing, Elon?" he asked, his voice ringing with excitement.

"I'm...I'm doing okay," I said, my voice tinged with wonder.

"I've never seen anything like this before. It's incredible."

Frankie smiled, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

"I knew you would appreciate it," he said.

"Mars is a planet of wonder and magic, and it is our duty to protect it from harm."

As we approached the Red Lake, I felt a sense of peace and wonder that I had never experienced before.

The lake was a deep shade of red, with strange and wondrous creatures swimming beneath the surface.

"This is my home," he said, his voice brimming with pride.

"I am the guardian of the Red Lake, and it is my duty to protect its beauty and magic."

I nodded, taking it all in. Something about the planet and its magic filled me with a sense of purpose and wonder.

He raised his muscular arms, and as he did, the ground beneath us began to shift and move.

I looked around in amazement as a castle emerged from the burrow beneath us, its walls shining with a strange and wondrous energy.
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The castle was like nothing I had ever seen before. It was a towering fortress of gleaming metal and shining glass, its walls adorned with strange and otherworldly symbols that seemed to pulse with a life of their own.

"Welcome to my castle," he proudly said. "It is a fortress of magic and power, and it is here that we will plan our attack against the king."

I nodded, taking it all in. The castle was more than just a structure. It was a symbol of the power and magic of the planet itself.

As we walked through the estate, I saw strange and wondrous things that filled me with a sense of awe and wonder.

There were barracks filled with strange and otherworldly artifacts, along with sparkling jewels and precious metals, and gardens that bloomed with flowers of every color imaginable.

"This place is incredible," I said, my voice filled with wonder.

He smiled, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

"I'm glad you like it," he said.

"But we have work to do. We must plan our attack against the king, and we must do it quickly if we hope to save our planet and the universe from destruction."

I nodded, feeling a sense of determination and purpose that I had never experienced before.

He smiled, his eyes shining with admiration.

As we walked through the castle, I saw a pond near the entrance. As we approached it, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the water. I was startled by what I saw.

My skin was glowing with a strange, pinkish hue, and my aura was pulsing with powerful and otherworldly energy. I was relieved to see that I was still myself.

I looked down at my body, and I saw that I was still wearing my male clothes, but they too had a strange, otherworldly quality to them.

I turned to him, and I saw that he was even more stunning than I had realized. His back was to me, and as I looked at him, I felt a sense of awe and wonder that was both exhilarating and terrifying.

His legs were muscular and powerful, and he was wearing a pair of red leather shorts that clung to his body like a second skin. His upper body was bare, and I could see the powerful muscles rippling beneath his skin.

He turned to face me, and I saw that he was even more stunning up close. His eyes sparkled with fierce intelligence, and his face was chiseled and handsome.

As we entered the castle, we were greeted by Frankie's servants.
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They were all hunky, muscular men, in tight black leather shorts with huge bulging penises just like Frankie, with sparkling eyes and an air of confidence that was both alluring and intimidating.

He introduced me to them, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder at their strength and power.

"These are my servants," he said, his voice enveloped with pride.

"They are the best warriors and protectors in the land, and they will do anything to protect our planet from harm."

I nodded, taking it all in. There was something about the power and energy of the planet that filled me with a sense of purpose and determination that I had never experienced before.

"I have a confession to make, Elon," he added in a sullen tone.

"I am an ex-general of the army on this planet, and I’ve kept mum about the king’s plan for years."

I looked at him in surprise, my eyes wide with wonder.

"Really?" I said in awe.

"That's amazing."

He smiled, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

"I knew you would appreciate it," he said.

"But we have a lot of work to do if we hope to defeat the king and save our planets from destruction. If he attacks Earth, the other planets will come to humans’ rescue and will obliterate Mars."

I nodded, feeling a sense of determination and purpose that was stronger than ever before.

"We will do whatever it takes to save this planet and the universe from harm."

He smiled, his eyes shining with admiration.

"I knew you were the one," he said.

"Together, we will fight against the king and protect our planet and the universe from harm."

"Wow, you have such beautiful skin, Elon," one of the servants said, his voice brimming with admiration.

"Yeah, I've never seen anything like it," another said, his eyes twinkling with delight.

I blushed, feeling a sense of warmth and appreciation that was both exhilarating and terrifying.

"Thank you."

"It's the planet's energy—it has transformed me, I guess…"

The servants nodded, looking at me with a sense of awe and wonder.
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"We will do anything to protect you, Elon," one of the servants said, his voice filled with determination.

I smiled, feeling a sense of appreciation for these brave and loyal men.

"Thank you."

“I am honored to fight alongside you."

"I am Kael," one of the servants said, introducing himself. "And I am Kian," another said, smiling warmly.

"I am honored to meet you both.”

Frankie turned to them, his eyes shining with determination.

"I have an announcement to make," he said.

"From now on, we will address Elon as Elona. She is a Martian starseed who grew up on Earth. He will help us eliminate King Blazebulb, the Martian king who is planning a galactic invasion."

The servants nodded, looking at me with a sense of awe and wonder.

"We will do anything to help you, Elona," Kael said, his voice filled with determination.

"Anything at all," Kian echoed, his eyes sparkling with admiration.

"Thank you," I said.

"I am honored to fight alongside you and to protect our planets and the universe from harm."

Frankie smiled, his eyes shining with pride.

"Together, we will defeat King Blazebulb and save our planet," he said.

"And with you, Elona, on our side, we will be unstoppable."


Sim - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

"COME WITH ME, ELONA," Frankie said. "I will show you to my bedroom. Unfortunately, our guest rooms are occupied by pilgrims from Mercury. You’ll have to sleep with me."

I nodded, feeling a sense of excitement and anticipation as we walked through the castle.

The servants nodded in acknowledgment as we passed by, their eyes filled with a sense of wonder and awe for someone who came from Earth.

At that very moment, I knew that they wanted to pry and learn more about the planet I grew up on. But I had no time to waste.

As we entered his bedroom, my jaw dropped from its marvelous architecture.

The room was modern, elegant, and luxurious, with a huge window that offered a stunning view of the red lake. The walls glowed brightly, like embers being fanned, and were adorned with beautiful artwork.

The furniture was made of rocks and crystals that I’d never seen before, and they were crafted in a sleek and sophisticated way.

"I hope you like it," he said, his voice tinged with pride. "I had it designed to my liking, but I think it suits you as well."

"It's beautiful."

“Thank you for allowing me to stay here."

He smiled, his eyes shining with warmth and admiration.

"It's my pleasure," he said.

"Anything to make you feel at home and comfortable."

I turned to him, with eyes that couldn’t seem to blink.

"I need to protect Earth too," I said, my voice tinged with urgency.

"There's a nuclear threat, and I'm planning to take my people to Mars to start a new life."

Frankie nodded, his eyes filled with a sense of understanding.

"I know," he said, his voice tinged with sympathy.

"It's a difficult situation. Mars is not habitable to humans yet. But we can help your planet. A Martian with royal lineage can easily diffuse the power of nuclear weapons."

I looked at him in surprise, my eyes filled with curiosity.

"Really?" I said in disbelief.

He nodded, his eyes shining with pride.

"Yes, Elona," he said. "If you get impregnated by the king, we will get the Martian Crest, a crystal that can rival the king’s powers and the weapon that you can use to diffuse nuclear weapons on your planet. Together, we can create a new world, a new universe, where there is peace and harmony for all."

"I want that, but I’m a man. How can I get pregnant?"

“On this planet, your ability to bear a child depends on your soul energy. I can even give you babies right now if you permit me to, but I want to preserve your womb for the king.”

I couldn’t believe it. I knew I had a purpose in life but I never thought I’d have to give birth to fulfill it.

“Your energy on this planet radiates beauty and lust. Look at how your soul affects me”.

Without thinking things through, he took his shorts off and showed me his 22-inch pulsating Martian penis. It was extra hard, glowing, and ready to penetrate.

“Feel it,” he encouraged as he rubbed my pink hand against his erection.

Having gay sex wasn’t something on my to-do list coming to Mars but with my fingers circling his girth, I started questioning my heterosexuality.

“But time is running out, we must first transform you into a dazzling and radiant Martian woman.”

As he led me into the walk-in closet, I felt overwhelmed by the array of stunning and glamorous clothing that surrounded me.

I was still hesitant to follow his direction but something about the air on Mars heightened my want to express my feminine side.

I couldn't believe my eyes as I saw the beautiful dresses, gowns, and accessories that hung on the racks and lined the shelves. It was like walking into a dream world, a place where every fantasy and desire could be fulfilled.

I felt a sense of excitement and anticipation, wondering what new experiences awaited me on this strange and exotic planet.

As I gazed at the beautiful clothing before me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and wonder.

With Frankie's encouragement, I began to try on each piece, eager to experience the beauty of the clothes for myself.

I took off my clothes and I could still see my penis, but my skin was so pink and it glowed like a neon disco stick. Once my masculine garb was on the floor, Frankie’s disco stick twitched in a myriad of directions.
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The first piece I tried on was a gorgeous pink dress made from the softest silk. As I slipped it on, I felt the fabric hug my curves and flow gracefully down my body.

The dress was adorned with delicate lace, adding a touch of elegance and femininity to the garment.

I twirled around, feeling like a princess, and he couldn't help but compliment how beautiful I looked.

Next, I tried on a stunning black gown, with a fitted bodice that accentuated my figure and a flowing skirt that trailed behind me as I walked.

The dress was embellished with intricate beading and sequins, catching the light and shimmering with every movement. I felt like a Hollywood starlet, glamorous and beautiful.

As I continued to try on piece after piece, I felt like I was discovering a new side of myself, a side that was confident and bold, feminine and alluring.

Each outfit was unique and beautiful, showcasing the incredible creativity and craftsmanship of the Martian fashion designers.

By the end of the try-on session, I felt like a different person.

I was grateful to him for encouraging me to step out of my comfort zone and try something new, and for reminding me that beauty and self-expression come in many different forms.

I felt like I had discovered a new aspect of my identity, one that was more authentic and true to who I really was.

As I stood there, admiring the beauty of the Martian clothing and feeling grateful for his encouragement, I couldn't help but feel a spark of attraction between us.

Our eyes met, and I saw a glimmer of desire in his gaze. We smiled at each other, the air between us electric with tension and longing.

As he and I continued to talk and enjoy each other's company, I felt a growing sense of attraction between us.

I watched as he leaned in, his lips meeting mine in a soft and gentle kiss. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and I found myself losing myself in the moment, my heart racing with excitement.

It was strange to me, but at the same time, it felt right. It was like I had been waiting for this moment my entire life without even realizing it.

My mind raced with thoughts and emotions that I couldn't quite understand, but I knew that I wanted more.

He smelled like lavender and he tasted like cherry. The kiss was soft and tender, yet intense, and I could feel the passion and desire building between us. I was surprised at how natural it felt to kiss him, and how good it made me feel.

As we pulled away, we looked at each other with a sense of wonder and amazement. It was like the world had stopped spinning, and we were the only two people in the universe.

“Do you like it, Elona?”

I wanted to lie and not admit surrendering my masculinity but the moment he called me Elona once more, liberated me from limiting thoughts.

Without a verbal response, I opened my mouth and circled his warm and wet tongue with mine. Without thinking things through, he brushed my hair with his fingers and I felt an agonizing feeling on my scalp.

Suddenly, he showed the novel hair growth that my pores performed. There I was, with long brown hair in just a matter of seconds. Softly, he dragged me to the wall mirror and showed me my new look.

“Wow!” I exclaimed as I looked at the version of my more feminine self. I still looked like myself but with longer hair, and pinkish glowing skin—dressed in a pink glowing dress.
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With brute strength, he dragged me to his huge bed with red silk sheets and progressed to kissing me.

“You taste so sweet, Elona.”

“Mmm, mmm,” he continued as he rubbed his cock on my belly and consumed my mouth like it was his first meal of the day. Suddenly, he trailed to my neck and started squeezing my butt.

I could feel the tension rising from my penis. I’ve never felt something as erotic as how he squeezed my butt. His hands were so strong and every grab made my tiny penis as hard as a Martian rock.

“Ahhh!” I softly let out from him grabbing my hair.

[image: ]

“I’m not sure if you’re ready but you must practice. The king has a bigger penis and you must provide him the utmost pleasure.”

There I was, inhaling his testosterone and allowing his girthy erection to rub against my face.

“You’re so big, Frankie…”

With pride, he winked at me.

“Your skin so so smooth, Elona, I wonder how your tongue will feel against my Martian cock.”

I didn’t know what I was doing, but I knew I had to save the world. Without thinking things through, I opened my mouth and challenged myself with the first two inches.

“Ah! Elona!” he exclaimed.

His penis was bittersweet, slippery, extra-hard, and brimming with the scent of testosterone, and I wanted more. I could feel his knees shake in euphoria—encouraging me to keep pleasing him. I embraced two inches more.

“Gwak!” I let out from gagging and tearing up. I could see the concern on his face but I knew that he was having a good time. To let him know I was ok, I allowed him to go deeper, making me forget that I had a gag reflex.

“Mmm,” I let out a guttural groan.

“Kian, Kael,” he moaned as they entered the room.
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With utmost swiftness, I unhinged myself, feeling embarrassed from being caught sucking someone’s cock.

“Don’t be shy, Elona. It’s not every day that they get to see such a beautiful starseed like you please me. Let them watch. Show them what you got.”

Feeling hesitant but knowing that I have two planets to save, I started licking his huge balls.

“She’s good, huh,” he proudly said as he looked at the two Martians jerking their dicks as they watched him train me.

“Don’t be shy, show them something nice… take your clothes off.”

“But they will see my penis,” I whispered.

“It’s okay, they won’t mind. Your penis is small. It’s harmless to them.”

He was right. “How could my four-incher intimidate these Martians with dicks past fifteen inches?” I thought.

“Wow!” Kian and Kael exclaimed in unison as they saw my nude body that glowed brightly in pink. I could see them lick their lips and lasciviously gaze at me as they played with their monstrous penises from a distance.

“Oh God!” I let out as soon as he carried me to his bed and told me to bend over.

Without further delay, he sunk his face in my ass and started licking my hole in different directions.

“Nice hole. It’s more beautiful than Milky Way’s blackhole,” he let out after briefly taking a breather and sinking his face once more.
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Kian and Kael started walking in my direction and slapped my face with their hard dicks.

“Mmm, good slut, you like dicks, don’t you?”

I didn’t like being called out of my name but the way they did it was enticing and respectful. Meanwhile…

“I’m gonna fuck you now, Elona. Are you ready to save the world?”
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I nodded as I choked and gagged from his servants’ dicks that took turns in my mouth.

Clawing his sheets, I squeezed my eyes in fear of taking something seemingly as gigantic as my spaceship.

He spat on his cock, a bubble that broke into a puddle as soon as it hit his girth, and spread generously, lubricating all of his glorious inches.

“Mmm!” I let out a guttural groan as he explored my butthole with his Martian dick.

It was a pain like no other, like the reverse taking of the Excalibur, and I started regretting taking the role of the chosen one. But as soon as I saw the happy faces of my friends, family, and my fellow humans, I started drawing out the very last strength my body possessed.

“Ah! Good slut!” Kian said, taking my right hand and leading it to squeeze his balls.

“Take it like a whore,” Kael encouraged as he took my left hand to graze his masculine chest and nipples.

“You’re driving me crazy, Elona!” Frankie let out as soon as he got every inch inside me. I wasn’t sure how he was able to do it. I measured his girth in the metric system and I knew that my hole wasn’t that deep.

Maybe it was one of the perks of Mars, but I couldn’t care less as the harbinger of prostate pleasure started to arrive.

“Gggg!” I let out and that time, it was out of pleasure. The pain completely faded away and his every thrust provided me with an orgasmic sensation unbeknownst to me.

All I wanted was for him to keep doing it, to keep fucking me.

He continued pouncing, pulling my hair, as the two men shared my mouth. What a wonderful way to save the world, I thought.

“Ah!”

“I’m gonna cum!” Kael said.

“Me too!” Kian seconded.

“Good job, boys, feed her with Mars’ special semen delicacy!” Frankie encouraged.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!” Kian and Kael screamed in unison as they blasted their cum on my face.
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“Thank you, Elona,” Kael said with a heavy breath as he patted my head before going back to the corner with Kian to watch their boss finish.

“Oh, Elona! Do you feel me!?” Frankie asked as he continued fucking me like a jackrabbit.

“Yes! I feel all of you!”

We moved together in perfect harmony, our bodies responding to each other's touch in a way that felt natural and effortless. The room was filled with the soft and gentle sounds of our breathing and the moist sound of his penetration.

The heat between us was almost palpable—authentically Frankie, authentically Martian.

As we continued to explore each other's bodies, I felt myself falling deeper and deeper in love with him. There was something about his touch that was both gentle and powerful, and I found myself losing myself in the moment, my heart racing with excitement.

“I’m cumming!”

As we reached the peak of our passion, we held each other tightly, our bodies shaking with pleasure.

“Cum for me!”
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At that moment, there was no past, no future, no worries, just the two of us, lost in the beauty and intensity of our love. Soon after, his semen trailed my orifice, tickling every sensate innermost part.

I was so lost in him that I didn’t realize that I too, made a mess on his bed from cumming.

As we lay there, spent and satisfied, I felt a sense of peace and contentment that I had never experienced before.

I knew that I had found something special with him, and I was grateful for the experience.

“You’re ready to save the world, Elona.”
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“No, Frankie, we are, you and I.”

Sweetly, he took me to the nook of his chest and armpits then kissed me on the forehead.


Sim - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS I STOOD ON THE BALCONY, gazing out at the endless expanse of space, my mind drifted back to the last few Martian days. It had been a whirlwind of emotions and sensations, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of profound transformation.
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The feminine training I had undergone with Frankie, Kian, and Kael, had been unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

I had been taught how to move, how to speak, how to think, how to dress, and how to act in a way that was distinctly feminine. It was as if I had been reborn, transformed into a new and entirely different person.

As I looked down at my body, I couldn't help but notice how different I looked. My skin had taken on a soft and delicate glow from the feminizing pills they gave me, and my hair had been styled in a way that was distinctly feminine.

But it wasn't just my physical appearance that had changed. My mind had undergone a profound shift as well. I had learned how to communicate in a way that was more intuitive and emotional, how to relate to others in a way that was empathetic and compassionate, and how to express my own desires and needs in a way that was assertive and confident. Everything on Mars happened so fast.

What would take me years to perfect on Earth only took three days on the red planet.

As I looked out at the beautiful blue planet of Earth, I felt a sense of bittersweet longing. I knew that my time on Mars was limited, and that soon I would have to return to my old life. But a part of me didn't want to go back.

A part of me longed to stay in this new and magical world, where I could be free to express my true self in a way that was beautiful and authentic.

As I stood there, lost in my thoughts, I couldn't help but feel a sense of deep gratitude. Gratitude for Frankie, who had shown me the way, and for the beautiful and mystical world of Mars, which allowed me to find myself in a way that I never could have imagined.

Frankie walked up to me and placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"You're ready for this," he said, his voice low and soothing.

"You've come so far, and I know you can do it."

I turned to face him, a knot of anxiety twisting in my stomach.

"What if I mess up?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

"What if I embarrass myself in front of the King?"

He smiled warmly, his eyes shining with a gentle light.

"You won't mess up," he said.

"I'll be there with you every step of the way. And besides, the King is a gracious and understanding host. He'll be delighted to meet you, I'm sure of it."

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the flutter of nerves in my chest. "Okay," I said, forcing a small smile. "I'll do it. I'll meet the King."

He squeezed my shoulder gently, and I felt a rush of warmth flood through me.

"That's the spirit," he said.

"And don't worry, we'll make sure you look absolutely stunning for the occasion. The King won't know what hit him."

I chuckled softly, feeling a sense of ease wash over me. With him by my side, I knew that I could do anything.

And with the prospect of meeting the King looming before me, I felt a sense of excitement and anticipation building inside me. I was ready to take on this new and wondrous world, and I felt that I would emerge victorious.


Sim - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP EARLY the next morning, feeling a sense of anticipation building within me. Today was the day I would meet the King of Mars, and I knew that I had to look my absolute best.

I walked over to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror, studying every inch of my face.

I started with my hair, combing out the tangles and working through each strand until it was smooth and shiny.

I then began to style it, using a hot iron made of crystals and encapsulated Martian energy, to curl it into soft, loose waves that cascaded down my back.

I smiled at my reflection in the mirror, feeling a sense of satisfaction at how beautiful my locks looked.

Next, I moved on to my makeup, made up of finely ground Martian rocks, carefully applying just the right amount of foundation, concealer, and blush to highlight my natural beauty—tricks that Kael taught me.

I then moved on to my eyes, carefully applying a soft, smoky eye shadow that brought out the deep, rich brown color of my irises. I added a touch of mascara and a bit of eyeliner to give my eyes a sultry, alluring look.

I then moved on to my outfit, carefully selecting each piece with Frankie's guidance. He had picked out a soft, pink silk dress that flowed beautifully down my body, hugging my curves in all the right places.

I slipped into it and admired myself in the mirror, feeling a sense of pride at how stunning I looked.

Lastly, I added a pair of delicate silver heels, and a matching clutch to complete the ensemble.

I then added a few pieces of elegant jewelry, simple but stunning diamond and Martianite earrings, and a matching necklace.

I studied myself in the mirror once more, and couldn't help but feel a sense of confidence wash over me.

As I walked out of the bathroom and back into the bedroom, Frankie entered and gave me a nod of approval.
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"You look absolutely beautiful," he said, a look of admiration on his face. "The King won't know that you used to be a male earthling."

“Let’s hope that’s the case.”

As I followed him down the stairs, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and nervousness wash over me.

My eyes widened in amazement as I saw the magnificent carriage being drawn by two pegasus, their wings shimmering in the moonlight.

The sight was breathtaking, and I couldn't believe that I was actually going to ride in it.

As we approached, the pegasus whinnied and stamped their hooves on the ground, as if they were as excited as I was.

He helped me climb into the carriage, and as soon as I was seated, the pegasus took off into the night sky.
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The wind whipped through my hair as we flew through the air, and I couldn't help but feel like I was living in a dream.

The sky was alight by stars aglow and the majesty of Earth that was Mars’ moon was a sight that all humans would be proud to see.

I looked over at him, who was grinning from ear to ear, and I couldn't help but smile back. His joy was infectious, and it made me feel more at ease.

"Are you ready?" he asked me, breaking the silence.

I took a deep breath and nodded. "I'm ready," I replied, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

We continued our journey through the night sky, and as we approached the Mars Capitol Castle, I could see that the city was alive with light and music.
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The castle itself was grand and imposing, with turrets and towers made of transparent crystals of different hues that stretched up toward the stars.

As the carriage touched down in front of the castle, I took one last deep breath and steeled myself for what was to come. It was time to meet King Blazebulb, and I had to be ready for anything.

We landed outside the Capitol Castle, where we were greeted by a throng of Martians dressed in all manner of Martian finery—rubber-like and body-hugging—in shades of blue, black, and gold.

All of them were proud to show their muscles and bulging penises. It was like a sausage party.
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He led me through the crowd, introducing me to various dignitaries and officials along the way.

Finally, we arrived at the throne room, where the King of Mars sat on his ornate throne, flanked by a retinue of guards and attendants.

He was a towering figure, with fiery red skin and eyes that glowed like molten gold.

Frankie stepped forward and announced my presence, introducing me as the starseed that was sent to Earth and that I was of age and is now ready to propagate Mars.

The King regarded me with a steely gaze, and I felt a sense of fear creeping up inside me.
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But then, something shifted in his expression, and he smiled - a warm, genuine smile that seemed to light up the entire room. "Welcome, Elona," he said.

"I have been expecting you."

I walked into the dining room and saw King Blazebulb sitting at the head of the table.

He was wearing a red and gold tunic and tight black shorts, with a crown on his head—made of titanium, Martianite, and other precious crystals.

He looked up and saw me, his eyes lighting up in surprise and admiration.

"Welcome, Elona," he said, his voice deep and commanding.

"Please, have a seat."

I sat down at the table and immediately felt the other men's eyes on me. They were all wearing similar attire, and looked like they could be soldiers or knights.
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I tried my best to ignore them and focus on the King.

"You are quite beautiful," the King said, his gaze fixed on me.

"Tell me, where did you learn to look like that?"

I smiled, trying to be polite.

"I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve been like this for years."

The King nodded.

"I see. Well… you are the most beautiful creature I have ever laid eyes on. I must have you for myself."

The other men at the table scoffed, clearly envious of the King's attention towards me. I tried my best to keep my composure and not let their jealousy get to me.

"I am flattered, your majesty," I said, trying to sound respectful.

The King smiled, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

"Don’t be. I don’t flatter anyone. I just tell the truth. Let us enjoy our dinner first. We have much to discuss."

And so we began our meal, the other men glancing at me lustfully while the King regaled me with stories of his conquests and triumphs.

It was a surreal experience, being the only woman in a room full of powerful, masculine men.

But I held my head high and tried to stay focused on the task at hand.

As I excused myself to the bathroom, Frankie stood up to go ahead of me.

I couldn't help but feel a bit overwhelmed by the attention of the Martian men. I made my way down the hall and met him.

He took me aside and reminded me of my mission, to get impregnated by the King and obtain the Martian Crest from the offspring so that we could use it to save Earth from the threat of nuclear weapons.

“What if he sees my penis?”

“Some Martian women have penises. It’s normal here.”

“Look at me,” he said, with utmost sincerity.

“You have to express the very last drop of his semen into your hole. Make sure that you draw everything out.”

I nodded as he reminded me that the fate of the human race was in my hands, and that I needed to be strong and focused.

As he spoke, I felt a surge of determination and courage wash over me. I knew that I could do this, no matter how difficult or intimidating it might seem.

I took a deep breath and nodded, feeling ready to face whatever lay ahead.

He gave me a reassuring smile and a pat on the back, and I made my way back to the dinner, feeling more confident than ever.

I knew that I was ready for whatever challenges lay ahead, and that I was going to make a difference not just for myself, but for the entire human race.

“I want to take you on a tour, come with me,” the King said as soon as I got back.

From that statement, I knew exactly where he was going to take me.

As the King and I made our way through the halls of the castle, I couldn't help but feel nervous and excited all at the same time.

He walked beside me, his hand on my back, guiding me through the winding corridors.

As we entered his bedroom, my heart began to race.
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The room was opulent and grand, with a large bed in the center and ornate furnishings surrounding it. He took my hand and led me to the bed, where we sat down.

He looked at me with a longing gaze and spoke in a deep, sensual voice.

"Elona, I must tell you that I have never seen a beauty such as yours. You have captured my heart from the moment I saw you. Will you give me the pleasure of showing you around my bedroom?"

I felt my cheeks flush at his words, but I couldn't deny the spark of attraction that I felt for him.

"Of course, Your Majesty," I replied, feeling my heart flutter in my chest.

He stood up from the bed and took my hand, leading me to a large mirror on the wall.

"This mirror," he said, "is made from the finest Martian crystals, mined deep beneath the surface of our planet. It has the power to show you your deepest desires, Elona."

I looked at him in disbelief, but he simply smiled and placed his hand on my back, guiding me closer to the mirror. As we approached, I saw my reflection begin to blur and shift, until a new image appeared in its place.

It was a vision of me, standing on the surface of Mars, surrounded by a bright pink aura.

I watched in amazement as the aura expanded, until it encompassed the entire planet, spreading love and light throughout the galaxy.

I turned to the King, my heart full of wonder and excitement.

"This is incredible," I said.

"I never knew that such beauty existed in the universe."

He smiled at me, his eyes full of admiration.

"And you, Elona," he said, "are the embodiment of that beauty. Your feminine soul  makes you truly remarkable."

I shyly pulled away and focused on the golden chandelier that was floating below the ceiling and casting a warm glow over the room.

The King's four-poster bed made of crystals was large and grand, with plush pillows and silk sheets that looked incredibly inviting.

As I walked around, admiring the room, he approached me with a charming smile. He offered me a seat on a velvet chaise lounge and poured me a glass of red Martian wine.

The sweet aroma of the wine filled my senses and I took a sip, enjoying the smooth taste.

He then took me on a tour of the room, showing me all the beautiful artwork, intricate tapestries, and antique furniture.

His voice was deep and smooth, and his presence was commanding. I couldn't help but feel drawn to hism, despite his snobbish attitude earlier.

As we sat on the edge of his bed, the King's hand reached out to take mine. I could feel the warmth of his touch, and my heart began to race.

“I want to have your babies…”
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I felt a surge of warmth in my chest at his words, and before I knew it, I was leaning in for a kiss.

Our lips met in a moment of pure passion, and I knew that I was falling deeply in lust with this alien King.

As we pulled away, he looked at me with a soft smile.

“Shall we continue the tour, my love?" he asked with a cheeky grin.

I felt a rush of emotions flood through me, and my body trembled with desire.

At that moment, I knew that I was willing to do whatever it took to get the Martian Crest and save the world.

Even if it meant giving myself to the King of Mars, I was ready to make that sacrifice.

As the King started taking off his clothes and showing me his 30-inch penis, I couldn't help but feel like something was off. He was very attractive but an unbeknownst pain started coursing through my body.

As I gazed out the window, I felt a twinge in my stomach. It grew more and more painful until I could no longer ignore it.

“I’m sorry but I have to go!”

I excused myself from the King's company, feeling embarrassed and guilty for leaving so abruptly.

Frankie met me outside, concern etched on his face. I explained to him what I was feeling, and he quickly suggested that we leave.

We mounted the pegasus carriage and took off, leaving the castle and the King behind.
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As we flew through the dark Martian sky, I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief wash over me.

Frankie comforted me with his words and gentle touch, and I realized how much I had come to rely on him.

"Are you feeling better now?" he asked, concern etched on his face.

"Yes," I replied softly, looking up at him with a grateful smile.

"Thank you for being there for me. You always know how to make me feel better."

He leaned down and kissed me gently on the forehead.

"I'll always be here for you, Elona. Always."

Suddenly, I could feel my stomach grow.

“Wh-what is happening!?”

I could see the shocked look on Frankie’s face as we landed back at his place. Without thinking things through, he raised his arms and his estate emerged from the burrow by the red lake.

“Ah! I can feel something kicking!”

“Oh no! I’m sorry Elona, I must’ve gotten you pregnant from the first day you arrived here!”

Frankie called Kian and Kael through his mobile phone which looked like an ordinary platinum ring and ordered them to bring birthing equipment.

“You’re gonna be okay! Elona! Take a deep breath!”

Suddenly, Kian and Kael rushed toward us. I could feel pain from every fiber of my body.

“Push!” Frankie screamed, ordering Kian and Kael to push my stomach upwards.

“Ahhh!” I screamed in agony.

“You got this Elona! Stay with me!”

“Push!”

“Ahhh!”

With every scream, I could feel something trying to escape my mouth.

“Push!”

“Ahhh!”

As I felt the pain in my stomach increase, I knew something was wrong. And then, out of nowhere, a bubble began to form in my mouth.

It was a beautiful pink color, glowing like a star in the dark sky.

I couldn't believe my eyes as the bubble slowly floated out of my mouth and grew larger.
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And then, just as suddenly, it burst with a soft pop, and a tiny pink baby emerged from within.

I couldn't help but gasp in wonder as I held the newborn child in my arms. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen - with bright, glowing skin and a peaceful expression on its little face.

Frankie was by my side, helping me through the delivery, and we both marveled at the sight before us. It was like nothing we had ever seen before, a true miracle.

As we gazed at the baby, I couldn't help but feel an overwhelming sense of love and protection.

I knew that I would do anything to keep this child safe, and that I would always be there for them, no matter what.

And so we held the little one close, enjoying this precious moment and feeling grateful for the joy it had brought into our lives.

“I’m sorry, Elona, here on Mars, giving birth is quick but a feminine soul can’t get pregnant again after three years. I ruined everything. I should’ve controlled myself…”

My heart sank, and my mind raced with thoughts of what could happen at that time.

I looked at him with tears in my eyes, feeling like I too, had let him down.

He took my hand, and gently squeezed it.

"I'm sorry, Elona," he said.

"But we have to wait. It's not safe yet."

I knew he was right, but it was hard to accept. All I wanted to do was to go back to Earth and protect my people. But I also knew that I couldn't do it alone. I needed the help of my Martian friends, and the power of the Martian Crest.

"I understand," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I just wish there was something we could do now."

He gave me a sad smile.

"I know, Elona. But we have to be patient. We will find a way to make it work, I promise."

I nodded, feeling a small sense of relief. I knew I could trust Frankie, and I knew we would find a way to make things right. It might take some time, but we would get there.

As we stood there, holding hands, I looked down at my tiny pink baby in my arms. They were so small, had no genitals yet—so fragile, and so precious. I knew I had to protect them, just as I had to protect my planet.

I took a deep breath and looked up at the stars above.

"We will make it work," I said, with a sense of determination.

"For them, and for our worlds."

Suddenly, the baby raised its hands and drew out the Martian crest from its tiny body.

I was in shock and disbelief.

“How could this be?” I thought.

But as the red crest created a vision, it all became clear. I was of royal Martian lineage.

The vision showed me my ancestors, the great kings and queens of Mars, and the power that flowed through their blood.

I looked at Frankie, and he had a look of amazement on his face. He then turned to the baby, who was still holding the crest, and took it gently from its grasp.

As he examined it, he told me that this was the birth crystal, the key to unlocking the power of my lineage. With it, I could help the people of Mars and Earth alike.

The vision ended, and I was left feeling overwhelmed. But with the support of Frankie and the baby, I knew that I could handle anything that came my way.

One Martian day later, Frankie invited me out on a date to celebrate our success. As the sun began to set, we arrived at the Red Lake.

The water reflected the orange and pink hues of the sky, making the lake look like a vast canvas painted by a master artist.

We walked along the shore, hand in hand, as the cool breeze brushed against our faces. I felt a flutter in my chest as I looked at him.

His eyes glinted with admiration and love, and I felt so lucky to be with him.

We found a cozy spot near the water's edge, and Frankie laid out a blanket.
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He reached into his silk bag and pulled out a basket full of food, drinks, and even a small bouquet of flowers. The aroma of the food wafted through the air, making my stomach grumble in hunger.

We started to eat, and I couldn't help but marvel at the delicious tastes that danced on my tongue. It was like nothing I had ever tasted before.

After we finished eating, we lay down on the blanket, gazing up at the stars. The sky was clear, and the stars twinkled like tiny diamonds.

I felt a sense of peace and contentment wash over me. He wrapped his arms around me, and we held each other close. I felt so safe and loved in his embrace.

"Elona," he said, breaking the silence.

"I have to tell you something."

My heart began to race as I looked into his eyes. "What is it?" I asked.

"I love you," he said, his voice filled with conviction.
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"I've loved you since the moment I met you, and I'll love you forever."

Tears welled up in my eyes as I realized how deeply he cared for me.

"I love you too, Frankie," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "I never want to be without you."

We shared a passionate kiss, and I felt the world around me disappear.

In that moment, it was just the two of us, surrounded by the beauty of the Red Lake. We pulled away, and he reached into his bag again.

"I have one more surprise for you," he said, a twinkle in his eye.

He pulled out a small box and opened it, revealing a stunning 10-carat Martianite ring—sparkling in bright red, even redder than rubies.

My heart skipped a beat as I looked at it. It was beautiful, with sparkling diamond studs in a band of titanium.

He took my hand and slipped the ring onto my finger.

"Elona, will you marry me?" he asked.

Tears streamed down my face as I nodded, too overcome with emotion to speak. We hugged each other tightly, both of us filled with joy and excitement.

The Red Lake, the stars, the food, the bouquet, everything was perfect.

As we packed up our things and walked back to the pegasus carriage, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation. Our love had blossomed and reached new heights, and I was excited about our future together.


Sim - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, as I stood in front of the mirror, I couldn't help but marvel at the sight before me. My hair was done up in an intricate style, with jewels and flowers woven into it. My dress was a flowing masterpiece of red and gold, with delicate embroidery and sparkling jewels adorning every inch of it.

I couldn't believe that this was the day of my wedding to Frankie.

I felt a sense of nervous excitement fluttering in my stomach as I descended the stairs to the courtyard of the Mars Summit where the ceremony would take place.

There, I found him waiting for me, dressed in a regal suit with his hair perfectly styled. He looked so handsome and confident, and my heart swelled with love for him.
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"Wow, you look absolutely stunning," he said, his voice filled with admiration.

I blushed at his words, feeling my heart racing with excitement. "Thank you, my love," I replied, taking his arm as we made our way to the summit.

The Mars Summit was aglow with the light of a thousand lanterns, each one casting a warm and welcoming light on the festivities.

The scent of flowers and spices filled the air, and the gentle hum of music could be heard in the distance. As we walked, he kept glancing at me, a look of pure adoration in his eyes.

Finally, we arrived at the place where the ceremony was to take place. It was a beautifully decorated archway, adorned with flowers and golden ribbons.

As we stood before it, he turned to me, his eyes glistening with emotion.

"Elona, my love," he said, taking my hand. "I have waited for this moment for so long. I love you more than anything in this world."

My heart swelled with emotion as I looked into his eyes. "I love you too, Frankie," I whispered, feeling a tear slip down my cheek.

And then the ceremony began, with music filling the air and the sound of gentle laughter all around us. It was a beautiful, magical moment that I will never forget.

As we exchanged our vows, I felt a sense of joy and excitement that I had never experienced before.

And when Frankie finally kissed me as his wife, I felt as if I was floating on air.

As Frankie and I began our first dance, I felt weightless as if we were floating in the air. My dress swayed with the movement, its Martian fabric flowing elegantly behind me.

The Mars Summit was the perfect location for our wedding, and the décor matched the occasion. Crystals hung from the ceiling, casting a magical light over the room, and flowers adorned every surface, adding a sweet aroma to the atmosphere.

I looked up into his eyes, and he smiled at me. "You look absolutely stunning tonight, my love," he said, twirling me gently around.

"As do you, my dear," I replied, feeling my heart swell with affection.

"I can't believe we're finally married."

Frankie chuckled.

"I know, it feels like we've been waiting forever for this moment."

We danced to the soft melody of the music, our bodies in perfect sync. I felt so lucky to have found such a loving partner who understood me like no other.

As we moved, he whispered sweet nothings in my ear, telling me how much he loved me and how excited he was to spend the rest of his life with me.

The night was filled with laughter and joy as we celebrated our union with our friends and loved ones. I felt like I was on cloud nine, and every moment was perfect.

The rest of the night was a blur of dancing, laughter, and joy. We ate delicious food, drank sweet wine, and danced to the music of the stars.

As the celebration drew to a close, Frankie and I had one last dance. We floated in the air, our arms wrapped tightly around each other, and we savored the moment. I knew that we would face challenges in our lives together, but I also knew that with him by my side, we could overcome anything.

"I love you, Elona," he said, his voice soft and sincere.

"And I love you, Frankie," I replied, feeling tears welling up in my eyes.

"Forever and always."
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As we left the Mars Summit, I knew that my life would never be the same again. I was now married to the man I loved more than anything in this world, and we had a future full of promise and love ahead of us. It was a magical moment that I will never forget, and one that will stay with me for the rest of my life.

Three Martian days later, I found myself on the grounds of Frankie's castle with his army gathered around me.
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The atmosphere was charged with energy and excitement as we prepared for the surprise attack on the Mars Capitol.

The soldiers were busy suiting up, strapping on advanced tech weapons that were imbued with magic.

I could see the intensity in their eyes, a reflection of their determination to protect their planet from the evil forces that threatened it.

As I looked around, I noticed that every soldier was carrying a tiny piece of the Martian Crest, a symbol of our unity and strength.

Frankie emerged from his castle, holding the Crest in his hands.

He looked at me with a mix of pride and worry, and I knew he was thinking of the risk we were taking.

But he also knew that it was the right thing to do, for the sake of our planet and its people.

"Are you ready, Elona?" he asked me, and I nodded confidently.

"I'm ready," I said, feeling a surge of adrenaline coursing through my veins.

"Let's do this."

With that, I said goodbye to my baby and left them with Kian and Kael.

We then set out towards the Mars Capitol, ready to fight for what was right and defend Mars and Earth.

As we prepared to ride the armored pegasus, I saw that our weapons were a mix of advanced technology and ancient magic.

Our guns had been enhanced with spellcasters, runes etched into their metal bodies that allowed them to shoot beams of energy or conjure bursts of flame.

Meanwhile, some of our soldiers wielded blades that crackled with electricity, while others wore gauntlets that could project force fields or levitate objects.
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I even saw some of our pegasus riders carrying staffs that glowed with pulsing energy, ready to unleash their power on the enemy.

As we flew higher into the sky, I felt a mixture of fear and excitement.

The sun was setting, and the orange and purple sky stretched out before us like a canvas.

I could hear the beating of the pegasus' wings and the sound of my heart pounding in my chest.

It was a moment of intense emotion, knowing that we were heading into a dangerous battle, but also feeling the camaraderie and unity of my fellow soldiers.

As we approached the Mars Capitol Castle, I could feel the tension rising within me.

The sound of galloping armored pegasus and the clanging of swords filled the air as we charged towards the castle.

Frankie, leading the charge, shouted orders to the army, his voice echoing through the wind.
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The sky turned a deep red as the sun began to set, casting an eerie glow over the battlefield.

As we descended upon the castle grounds, we were met with fierce resistance. The soldiers of the King's army fought back with advanced tech weapons, but we were not to be deterred.

Our weapons, imbued with magic, clashed against theirs, causing explosions of light and sound.

I could feel the adrenaline pumping through my veins as I fought alongside my fellow warriors, moving with fluid grace and precision.

The chaos of the battle was both terrifying and exhilarating, and I was lost in the moment, completely focused on the fight.

In the heat of battle, I caught a glimpse of Frankie, his expression fierce and determined.
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His movements were fluid and powerful, and I could see the immense strength and skill he possessed.

As we fought our way through the castle grounds, we were able to breach the castle walls and gain entry. The sounds of battle echoed through the halls as we made our way deeper into the heart of the castle.

With each step, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, my anticipation growing. I was ready for whatever was to come, knowing that our mission to protect our world was worth any sacrifice.

Suddenly,  the King emerged from the castle and stood in front of us, his Martian Crest glowing ominously in his hand.

"How did you get that Crest!?" he demanded, his voice filled with anger.
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"It was given to us by our child," Frankie replied, his voice steady and unwavering.

The King's expression turned to one of disbelief, and I could see the fear in his eyes.

“I am Queen Elona Max, and I am the rightful heir of this planet!”

He knew what the Crest meant, and he knew that we had a chance of defeating him.

"You think you can defeat me with that?" he scoffed, holding up his own Crest.

Frankie and I exchanged a look, and we both knew what we had to do.
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We charged towards the King, his Crest glowing brightly in his hands and my natural birthright pink power that glowed brightly in my hands.

The King raised his Crest to defend himself, and the clash of the two crystals created a blinding light.

As the light faded, I saw the King lying on the ground, defeated. The battle was over, and we had won. Frankie and I embraced, tears of joy streaming down our faces.

"We did it," he whispered, his voice filled with relief.

"Yes, we did," I replied, my heart filled with gratitude for the role I had played in the victory.

As we looked out at the destroyed Mars Capitol Castle, I couldn't help but think about the sacrifices that had been made.

As we took over the Capitol Castle, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment.

The battle was tough, but we managed to win. The sight of Frankie and his army raising their weapons in triumph was an exhilarating feeling.
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"Victory is ours!" Frankie declared, his voice ringing through the halls of the castle.

The soldiers cheered and celebrated, embracing each other in a moment of pure joy. I looked around, taking in the chaos of the scene, and smiled with satisfaction.

We had successfully defeated the enemy and taken over the Capitol Castle.

Amidst the celebration, I noticed Frankie walking towards me with a grin on his face.

"We did it, Elona," he said, placing his hand on my shoulder.

"We took back what is rightfully ours."

I returned his smile, feeling a sense of pride in our victory.

"We make a great team," I said, nodding my head in agreement.


Sim - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MARTIAN DAY LATER, as we stood on the balcony of the Capitol Castle, Frankie and I watched as the Martians cheered and celebrated. I couldn't believe it, we had brought peace to a planet that was on the brink of destruction.

"I can't believe this is happening," I said to Frankie, still in disbelief.

"It's real, Elona," he replied, "you did it. You saved Mars."

The people below continued to celebrate, and I couldn't help but feel proud of myself.
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I had come to Mars with the intention of saving Earth, but now I had saved Mars. It was a feeling that I couldn't quite describe.

As we made our way down to the party, we were met with cheers and congratulations from all sides. It was overwhelming, but also exciting.

"Congratulations, your majesty!" a Martian exclaimed as he shook my hand.

I smiled and replied, "Thank you. I couldn't have done it without Frankie and the rest of the army."
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The party was a blur of music, food, and dancing. The Martians were so happy, and it was contagious. I felt like I was on top of the world.

As the night wore on, Frankie and I found ourselves alone on the balcony again.
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The party was still in full swing below, but up here it was peaceful and quiet.

"I'm so glad you were with me on this, Frankie," I said, looking out at the night sky.

"Of course, Elona," he replied, "we did it together.

And now we're King and Queen of Mars."

It was a surreal feeling, but I couldn't help but smile. We had accomplished something truly incredible.

As the night came to a close, we retired to our bedroom in the castle. We were exhausted from the day's events, but we were also filled with a sense of accomplishment and contentment.

"I can't believe it's over," I said as I crawled into bed.

"It's only just beginning, Elona," Frankie replied, "we have a whole planet to rule and Earth to save."
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From staring at my baby in the crystal crib, I turned to Frankie and asked, "Will you help me use the Crest to go back to Earth and diffuse the nuclear weapons?"

His eyes widened in surprise, but he quickly composed himself and replied, "Of course, my love. We cannot let your home planet be destroyed by such devastating weapons. We will use the Crest and our advanced technology to protect the world you grew up in."

I smiled in gratitude, knowing that I had made the right decision in coming to Mars. The people here were just as passionate about protecting their home planet as we were about Earth.

A Martian day later, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of sadness at leaving this beautiful planet behind. As we stood on the balcony, overlooking the red landscape, I turned to Frankie and said, "I will miss Rinoa and this place. It has become a second home to me."

Frankie placed his hand on my shoulder and replied, "I know, my love. But we must do what we can to protect your planet. Don’t worry, we will fix the earth as fast as we can. Kian and Kael will take care of our child."

I nodded in agreement, taking one last look at the Martian sky before we made our way to the Martianite spacecraft.
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With the Crest in hand, we set off on our journey back to Earth, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

As we landed on Earth, we were greeted by a team of military officials who were eager to shoot Frankie in his alien form.

“Stop!”
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As soon as they heard my voice, they knew that it was I, Elon Max. I was back to my male form. I explained everything to them and got them to stream my Mars exploration online and worldwide.

They were all in disbelief and laughed at the fact that I was a woman on Mars and I gave birth. But as soon as I used the power of the crest, live and in full color, and had them verify that all the nuclear weapons melted into nothing, they believed me.

We were hailed as heroes, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in what we had accomplished.

We had saved both Earth and Mars from destruction and brought two worlds together in the process.

A week later, after giving Frankie a taste of life on Earth, we were ready to leave. At first, I had trepidations about returning to Mars as I questioned my identity once more.

But knowing that the planet showed how open-minded Martians were, I’ve decided to follow my heart and live where I could be my most happy self, Elona.

As I stood before the crowd of humans, I felt a mix of emotions.

Joy for the peace we had brought and sadness at the thought of leaving.

I took a deep breath and began to speak, "People of Earth, I cannot thank you enough for your kindness and support. Because of your cooperation, we have been able to achieve peace and save our planet from destruction."
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The crowd erupted into cheers and applause, and I smiled, feeling the warmth of their gratitude.

"But our work is not done yet," I continued, "We must continue to work together to protect our home and ensure its survival. That is why I invite you all to come and live with us on Mars, where we can learn from each other and work towards a brighter future."

There was a moment of silence as the crowd processed my words, then a murmur of excitement rippled through them.

I could see the hope in their eyes, the yearning for a better life.

"We will need to study more on how humans without Martian blood can live on our planet," I said, "but we will work together to make it possible. I promise you that."

As I finished speaking, the crowd erupted into cheers once more, and I could see the hope and joy on their faces. I looked over at Frankie and he was beaming with pride and I knew that we had truly accomplished something great.

Together, we saved two worlds and brought them closer together.

And for that, I would be forever grateful.


Sim - Epilogue

∞∞∞

AS I HELD THE MARTIAN CREST in my hands, I knew that it held the power to save not just one world, but two. I broke the crest into two and threw half of it into the galaxy as I watched it rotate around the Earth, ensuring that no destructive nuclear weapons would be created.
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But the threat still remained, and we knew that if humanity discovered a new way to destroy the planet because of greed and unwillingness to accept defeat, we would have to act fast.

But for now, I had to go back to Mars and rule it with Frankie by my side.

As I bid farewell to the humans on Earth, I felt a sense of hope that one day we could all live in harmony, without the threat of destruction looming over our heads.

And with that, I climbed aboard the spacecraft once more and set my sights on my new home.

As I gazed out at the stars, I knew that I had a duty to my people, to my child, and to the universe itself. And I was ready to take on that duty with everything I had.
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For I was Elona, Queen of Mars, and with the power of the Martian Crest and the love of my people, I knew that we could create a better tomorrow for all.

The End <3


Lgp - Chapter 1
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I SAT ON THE COUCH in my small San Francisco apartment, staring blankly at the TV. I had just been fired from my job as a computer programmer, and the prospect of being out of work was daunting. My roommate Colby Foster, a hunky blonde finance guy, walked into the room, a beer in hand.

"Hey man, what's up?" he asked, settling into the armchair across from me.

"I got fired," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

He let out a low whistle.

"That's rough, man. What are you gonna do?"

"I don't know," I said, running a hand through my hair.

"I don't have much saved up, and rent is due in a few weeks."

He took a sip of his beer, thinking.
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"Well, you could always come work with me," he said.

"We could use a web designer at the company."

I raised an eyebrow.

"Me? A web designer?" He shrugged.

"Why not? You're always tinkering around with computers anyway."

I chuckled despite myself.

"I don't know, man. I'm not sure I'm cut out for that kind of thing."

He leaned forward, his blue eyes sparkling.

"Come on, Taylor. You're a natural. And who knows, you might even enjoy it."

I hesitated, my mind racing. It was a crazy idea, but I didn't have many other options.

"Okay," I said finally.

"I'll give it a shot."

He grinned, clapping me on the back.

"That's the spirit, man. You're gonna kill it."

As he left the room, I felt a small spark of hope in my chest. Maybe this was exactly what I needed—a chance to try something new, to find a new purpose. And who knew, maybe I'd even discover something about myself along the way.

The next day, I put on my best dress shirt and headed to Colby's company, Sond Financial. As I walked through the sleek glass doors, my nerves were almost overwhelming. This was it—my chance to turn my life around.

I made my way to the front desk, where a perky receptionist greeted me with a smile.

"Hello, welcome to Sond Financial. How can I help you?"

"I'm here to see Colby Foster," I said, trying to keep the tremble out of my voice.

The receptionist checked her computer.

"I'm sorry, he's in a meeting right now. Can I help you with something?"

"I'm here to apply for a web designer position," I said, handing her my resume.
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She scanned it quickly, then looked up at me with a sympathetic expression.

"I'm sorry, we're not currently hiring for that position. But I can take your resume and keep it on file for future reference."

My heart sank. I had been so sure that this was it - my chance to finally find a new path.

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

As I left the building, I felt a deep sense of disappointment wash over me. I had been so sure that this was my chance to turn things around, to finally find a place where I belonged. But once again, I had been rejected.

I walked through the busy city streets, lost in thought. What was I going to do now? I had only a few weeks left before rent was due, and no job prospects in sight.

Lost in thought, I walked the busy streets of San Francisco, unsure of where to turn next. But as I rounded the corner onto Chestnut Street, a sign caught my eye, "Big Boys Gym - Now Hiring Fitness Instructors. No Experience Needed."

My heart leapt. Fitness instructor? It wasn't exactly what I had in mind, but it was a job, and it was something I knew I could do. I walked into the gym, my palms sweaty with nerves.

As I approached the front desk, a burly man with a thick beard looked me up and down.

"Can I help you?" he asked gruffly.

"I saw the sign," I said, pointing to the "Now Hiring" banner.

"I'm interested in the fitness instructor position."

The man looked me over skeptically.

"You got any experience?"

I shook my head.

"No, but I'm a fast learner. Besides, your sign said no experience needed. Don’t worry, I'm passionate about fitness."

The man raised an eyebrow.

"You don't look like much of a fitness nut to me."

I bristled at his comment, but took a deep breath, keeping my composure.

"I may not look the part, but I can assure you, I have the drive and determination to succeed."

He considered me for a moment, then nodded slowly.

“Come back tomorrow, I’ll ask my business partner about it.”


Lgp - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I showed up at Big Boys Gym again, ready to prove myself. As I approached the front desk, the burly man from the day before looked up and scowled.

"Oh, it's you again," he grumbled.

"Look kid, I’m gonna be blunt with you, we don't hire twigs as fitness instructors. We’re called Big Boys gym for a reason."

"I see…" I said, my heart sinking.

"But I was wondering if there might be another position available?"

The man—Marcus Brandt, I now knew, raised an eyebrow.
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"We have something open for the Dancing Diva class."

He snorted.

"You a dancer?"

I swallowed hard, then nodded.

"Yes, I am. I'm very passionate about it."

He looked me up and down skeptically.

"All right, kid. But I'm warning you, our dance instructors are some of the best in the city. You'll have some big shoes to fill."

"I can do it," I said, my voice shaking with nerves.

He shrugged.

"All right then. You’ll start the training tomorrow. We'll see how you do."

As I was leaving the gym, a feeling of dread settled in my stomach. I wasn't a dancer - not really. But I was desperate for the job, and I was willing to do whatever it took to make it work.

Suddenly, I bumped into a tall, broad-shouldered man with blonde hair and chiseled features. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my slim frame.

"How can I help you?" he asked, his voice deep and gruff.

I nodded, feeling self-conscious under his intense gaze.

"This is Josh Lions," Marcus said, clapping the man on the back.

"My business partner."
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Josh grinned, his blue eyes twinkling.

"Nice to meet you, kid. You got a name?"

"Taylor Switch," I said, holding out my hand.

Josh shook it firmly.

"What brings you to Big Boys Gym?"

"I just got hired as a dance instructor," I said, trying to sound confident.

Marcus snorted. "He's a twig, Josh. You think he can teach our clients how to dance?" Josh just grinned.

"I've seen some pretty good dancers who didn't have an ounce of muscle on them. It's all about the rhythm, baby."

I couldn't help but smile at his enthusiasm. Maybe this wasn't such a bad idea after all.

“I’ll show you the class you’ll be teaching.”

Josh led me through the gym to a brightly lit studio at the back of the building. As we stepped inside, I was hit with a wall of sound—thumping bass, synthesized beats, and the unmistakable sound of Britney Spears.

"This is the Dancing Diva class," he said, gesturing to a group of middle-aged women who were gyrating and shimmying to the music.

"Most of our clients are regulars. They come here to sweat and have fun."

I nodded, taking it all in. The women were all shapes and sizes, but they all seemed to be having a great time. At the front of the class was Penny Wright, the current dance instructor. She was tall and willowy, with a shock of curly red hair and a bright smile on her face.

"Hey, Josh!" she called out, waving at us.

"Who's this?"
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"This is Taylor," Josh said, nodding towards me.

"He's our new dance instructor."

Penny's eyes widened in surprise.

"Really? That's great! I've been looking for a replacement, I'm planning on having a baby soon."

She led us over to the side of the room, where she introduced me to some of the clients. They all seemed friendly enough, but I couldn't help feeling a little out of place. I wasn't sure if I was cut out for this kind of thing.

"All right, let's get started!" she called out, clapping her hands.

"Taylor, why don't you observe today? We'll work on some basic moves and get you up to speed."
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I nodded, feeling relieved. As the music kicked back up, I settled back against the wall and watched as the women moved to the beat, their bodies glistening with sweat.

Moments later, as the class wound down, Josh caught my eye and nodded towards the door.

"I'll see you tomorrow, Taylor," he said, clapping me on the back.

"Bring your resume and IDs for the training."

"Hey, you!" Penny called out again, waving me over.

"What do you think?"

"It looks like a lot of fun," I said, trying to play it cool.

She grinned, her eyes sparkling.

"It is! And you'll be great. Just let loose and have fun with it."

I nodded, feeling a surge of confidence. Maybe this was just what I needed - a chance to be someone new, someone who didn’t have to succumb to being underpaid, underappreciated, and overworked by a corporation.

As I gathered my things to leave, I hesitated for a moment before turning back to her.

"Hey, Penny," I said, my voice tentative.

"Do you think it would be okay if I tried some different music and choreography? I have some ideas that I think might be fun and less girly."

She looked at me with a smile, but there was a hint of caution in her eyes.

"Well, the Dancing Diva class really prefers girly pop music and feminine choreography," she said.

"It's what they're used to and what the class is known for.”

I nodded, feeling a little disappointed. I had hoped to make more of an impact, to really put my stamp on the class.

She continued, "I would recommend that you start with our existing material. It's what the clients are used to, and it'll give you a chance to get the hang of things before you try anything new."

She handed me a stack of CDs and DVDs, each one labeled with a date and a song title.

"These are some of my classes from the past few months. You can study them at home and get a sense of what we do."

I thanked her, feeling a sense of resignation settle over me. Maybe this wasn't going to be as easy as I had hoped. But I was determined to make it work to pay my rent.

Besides, I wasn’t planning on doing it for a long time.


Lgp - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, as I walked into our apartment, Colby was sprawled out on the couch with his laptop. He looked up as I entered, a curious expression on his face.

"So, how did it go?" he asked, closing the laptop and sitting up.

"I got the job," I said, grinning.

"I'm going to be a dance instructor."

He looked at me in disbelief.

"You? A dance instructor? That's...unexpected."

I could feel myself bristling a little at his tone.

"What's wrong with that?" I asked, trying to keep my voice even.

"Nothing, nothing," he said quickly, holding up his hands in surrender.

"It's just not what I expected. I mean, I've known you for what, a year now? And I've never seen you dance."

I felt my cheeks flush, and I looked away. It was true, I had never been much of a dancer. But something about this new opportunity had stirred something inside me, something I couldn't quite explain.

"It's a good thing, though," he continued, his voice taking on a teasing tone.

"Maybe you'll finally learn some moves and impress all the ladies."

I rolled my eyes, feeling a smile tug at the corners of my lips.

"Or men, ha ha! I’m gonna teach the Dancing Diva class and the choreography’s pretty feminine," I said, his face puzzled.

"But seriously, I'm excited about it. It'll be a new challenge, a new adventure."

He nodded, looking at me with a mixture of amusement and pride.

"I have no doubt that you'll crush it, Taylor. You always do."

I arrived at the gym early the next day, eager to make a good impression. As I walked in, I saw Marcus and Josh in the weightlifting area, both wearing nothing but tight, skimpy briefs. Their muscles were glistening with sweat, and I couldn't help but feel a little intimidated.
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"Hey there, Taylor!" Marcus called out, giving me a nod of acknowledgement.

"Morning," I said, trying to sound casual.

"You guys always work out in your underwear?"

Josh laughed.

"It's too damn hot in here to wear anything else," he said, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand.

"Hey, Taylor, what do you think? Do we have nice bodies?" Marcus asked, striking a pose.
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I blushed, feeling a little flustered.

"Um, yeah, you both look great," I stammered.

Josh chuckled.

"Come on, Taylor, be honest. Who has the better body?"

I paused for a moment, taking in their sculpted forms.

"Honestly, it's hard to say. You both have impressive physiques," I said diplomatically.

They both laughed, exchanging a knowing glance.

"Thanks, man," Marcus said, patting me on the back.

I couldn't help but feel a little envious of their chiseled bodies, but I also felt a surge of motivation to work towards improving my own fitness, maybe dancing could be a good way to start.

“Show us what you learned from Penny yesterday, we’ll wait for you in the studio.” Marcus followed.

As I put on my aerobics outfit, a grey t-shirt, and shorts, I felt a rush of excitement and nervousness. I walked out of the locker room and met up with them.

"Are you ready?" Josh asked, with a sly smile.

I took a deep breath and hit play on my music. As Gimme More by Britney Spears started to play, I let myself get lost in the rhythm. I moved my body in ways I never thought possible, letting the music guide me.

They watched intently, their eyes fixed on me as I swayed my hips and twirled around the room. I could feel the sweat on my forehead, but I pushed through, determined to make a good impression.

As the song came to an end, I took a bow, feeling both exhausted and exhilarated.

"That was incredible," Marcus said, beaming at me.

"I've never seen someone move like that before," Josh added, nodding in approval.

I couldn't help but smile, feeling a sense of accomplishment wash over me. It was clear that my hard work and dedication had paid off, and I was excited to see where this new path would take me.

As I danced to the beat, swaying my hips and moving my body in a seductive way, I couldn't help but notice the bulges forming in Marcus and Josh's briefs. Despite feeling a bit uncomfortable, I kept on dancing, trying to focus on my moves and not on their physical reactions.

"Damn, Taylor, you're really killing it," Marcus said, his voice low and husky.

"Yeah, I'm impressed," Josh added, his eyes locked on my body.

I blushed a bit, feeling a mix of flattery and unease.

"Thanks, guys. I'm just trying to do my best."

I finished my dance and looked over at Marcus and Josh. They both seemed to be pleased by the performance.

"That was great, Taylor," Marcus said with a grin.

"You definitely have some moves."

"Thanks, guys," I replied, feeling a bit embarrassed but also overwhelmed with their praise.

"You know, I think the Dancing Diva clients might love you," Josh added.

"But they might be more comfortable with an instructor who's more in touch with his feminine side physically."

"I understand," I said, feeling a bit dejected.

"But how?”

"Don't worry," Marcus said, patting me on the back.

"Come with us to the locker room."

I smiled gratefully at him and Josh, feeling a bit better. Even if I wasn't quite right for the Dancing Diva class, at least I had their support.

As I entered the locker room, I noticed a bright pink and purple aerobics outfit laid out on the bench. It was made of a stretchy material that hugged the body in all the right places. The top had a low-cut neckline and a criss-cross back that exposed the shoulders and upper back. The shorts were short and tight, showing off the curve of the hips and the length of the legs.

I felt a bit nervous as I undressed and slipped the outfit on, but also a strange excitement as I looked at myself in the mirror. The bright colors and feminine design made me feel a bit vulnerable, but also surprisingly confident.

I walked out of the locker room, feeling a bit self-conscious as I approached them, but they both gave me a look of approval.

"Damn, Taylor, you look great," Josh said with a grin.

"You might actually have a shot at this job now."

I couldn't help but feel a bit silly in the outfit, but I tried to push that feeling aside and focus on the task at hand. I followed them to the dance studio, feeling the stretchy fabric of the outfit against my skin as I moved.
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As I started to dance, I realized that the outfit wasn't just for show. It allowed me to move more freely, and the way it hugged my body showed off my movements in a way that I never expected. I could feel the energy of the music and the movements flowing through me, and I danced with new confidence and grace that I never knew I had.

Suddenly, Josh changed the music to Olivia Newton John’s Let’s Get Physical, then they joined me at the center.

As the music started playing, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement run through my body. Marcus and Josh started dancing sexily.

We were moving our bodies in sync, and the feeling was incredible. Their hands were all over me, and I could feel their bulges against my skin. It was electric, and I loved every second of it.

I twirled around, my arms extended, and felt Josh's firm grip on my waist, pulling me back in. Marcus moved to the front, his muscles bulging as he took control of the dance. We all knew the routine, but there was something different about this time.

The way our bodies moved together, the way we lost ourselves in the music, created an intimate energy between us. It wasn't sexual, but it was sensual. I felt their breaths on my neck as we moved, the heat of their bodies pressed against mine.

As the song came to an end, we all collapsed onto the ground, panting and sweaty. Marcus reached over and gave my shoulder a squeeze.

"You killed it. You've got some serious moves," he said with a grin.

I felt a rush of pride and happiness wash over me. It was the first time in a long time that I felt confident in myself and my abilities. The dance had brought us closer together, and I knew that this was the start of something new and exciting.

The song ended, and we collapsed on the floor, panting and sweating.

"That was amazing, guys," I said, trying to catch my breath.

They both grinned at me, and Marcus said, "You were incredible, Taylor. I think you'll be a hit with the Dancing Divas."

I felt a surge of happiness at his words.


Lgp - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

AS I ENTERED THE DANCING DIVA CLASS the next day, I felt a rush of excitement and nervousness. Penny was going to see me in a feminine ensemble and it was also my first day teaching aerobics with her. The music was blasting and the energy in the room was electric.

She greeted me with a warm smile.

“Wow, I love that outfit, you look fabulous!”

She then proudly introduced me to the class, getting rid of all the trepidation I had about being seen in a different light. I looked out and saw a group of women of all ages, shapes, and sizes, eagerly awaiting the start of the class. They all looked at me expectantly, and I could feel the weight of their expectations on my shoulders.

But as soon as the first song started, I forgot all about my nerves. The upbeat tempo of the music, the synchronized movements of the class, and the sweat on my forehead—it all felt so exhilarating.

As we danced to songs like "Toxic" by Britney Spears and "I Will Survive" by Gloria Gaynor, I found myself losing myself in the movements. The energy of the room was infectious, and I could feel myself getting lost in the moment.

The women in the class were amazing, they were all so supportive and encouraging, even when I made mistakes. I could feel myself getting stronger and more confident with every passing minute.

And when the class finally came to a close, I was surprised to find myself feeling a sense of sadness. I didn't want it to end. As I said goodbye to the ladies, I knew that I had found my calling, teaching dance was what I was meant to do.

As Penny and I walked out of the studio, she turned to me and said, "You were amazing, Taylor. Just a little more practice and I can fully hand the class to you."
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Suddenly, I felt the vibration of my phone on the kitchen counter, announcing the arrival of a new message. As I checked my phone, I saw that it was Marcus who texted me.

"Hey Taylor, are you busy today?" he asked.

I quickly replied, "No, I don't have anything scheduled for today. Why do you ask?"

His response was quick and direct.

"I thought we could go shopping for some new athleisure wear. Are you up for it?"

I hesitated for a moment, I was yet to receive my first salary from the gym. But then, I thought about how much Marcus and Josh had been helping me yesterday and how much fun we had dancing together.

"Sure, that sounds like fun," I typed back, feeling a spark of excitement in my chest.

I quickly got dressed in the locker room and met Marcus at the gym.

As Marcus drove us to the mall, I couldn't help but feel his gaze on my thighs. It made me feel a little uncomfortable. I pretended not to notice and instead looked out the window, trying to distract myself.

I could sense the tension in the car as he shifted uncomfortably in his seat, adjusting his bulge to control his desire. We didn't talk much during the drive, both lost in keeping ourselves in check.

Eventually, we arrived at the mall and got out of the car. He broke the silence, "Let's focus on shopping and finding the perfect athleisure wear for you."

I nodded, grateful for the distraction from the tension in the car.

As we arrived at the mall, I couldn't help but feel his gaze lingering on my thighs. There was an unspoken tension between us that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

"Let's hit up Lululemon first," he said, leading me towards the store.

"I think you'd look great in their clothes."

I couldn't help but feel a flutter in my stomach at his words. Was he really interested in me, or was I just imagining things? Besides, I’ve never been with a man before. Why was I lost in this mired mess?

We browsed through the store and he helped me pick out a few pieces of athletic wear. As he held up a pair of tight-fitting leggings for me to try on, I couldn't help but notice the way his gaze lingered on my body.

"I think these would look great on you," he said, handing me the leggings.

"Go try them on and let me know what you think."

I headed towards the fitting rooms and slipped on the leggings. They hugged my body in all the right places, making me feel confident and sexy.

As I stepped out of the fitting room, his eyes widened and I could see the lust in them.
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"You look amazing," he said, his voice husky with desire.

"I can't wait to see you dance in these."

I felt my cheeks flush with heat at his words. Was he really attracted to me, or was I just misreading the signals?

As we continued shopping, I couldn't help but feel a growing attraction towards him. There was something about the way he looked at me that made my heart race, and I couldn't shake the feeling that there was more between us than just a professional relationship.

As I browsed through the different racks of activewear, he disappeared into the fitting room to try on some shorts. A few minutes later, he stepped out, sporting a tight pair of shorts that clung to his muscular thighs.

"What do you think, Taylor?" he asked, turning around and flexing his glutes.

I felt my cheeks flush as I tried to control my gaze, taking in the sight of his bare, hairy legs and the bulge that was clearly visible through the fabric.

"They look good," I managed to stammer out, my voice barely above a whisper.

He grinned, clearly enjoying the effect he was having on me.

"You sure? I could try on a few more pairs," he teased, his eyes locked onto mine.
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I could feel the heat rising in my body as I tried to steady myself. "No, these are good," I said, quickly averting my gaze and turning back to the rack of clothes.

As he disappeared back into the fitting room, I took deep breaths, trying to calm my racing heart. I knew I couldn't let my desire get the best of me - I was here to shop for workout clothes, not to give into my attraction to Marcus.

But as he stepped out again, trying on another pair of shorts without any underwear, I found it increasingly difficult to control myself. The sight of his hardening dick was almost too much to bear, and I struggled to keep my eyes on his face as he asked for my opinion once again.

"They look great, Marcus," I said, trying to keep my voice steady despite the tremble in my body.

He smirked, relishing the effect he was having on me.

"You sure you're not just saying that because you like the view?" he joked, gesturing to his penis.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep the desire that was building inside me at bay.

"No, they really do look good," I said, turning away to hide the blush on my face.

As he went to the counter to pay for his new workout shorts, he turned to me and said, "Don't worry about it, Taylor. It's my pleasure to provide the uniform for our employees."

I felt a little guilty but grateful for his generosity.

"Thank you, Marcus. I appreciate it," I said with a smile.

"Actually, while we're out, why don't we grab a steak dinner together? My treat," he said, looking at me with his piercing blue eyes.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling a little nervous but also excited at the prospect of spending more time with him.

"Sure, I'd love that," I replied, trying to hide my enthusiasm.

As we walked out of the store, Marcus put his arm around my shoulder, making me feel a warmth inside that I couldn't deny. We got into his car and headed to the restaurant, making small talk along the way.

Once we arrived, he ordered us each a juicy steak, cooked to perfection, and we continued to talk and enjoy each other's company. I couldn't help but notice the way his muscles flexed under his shirt as he reached for the salt and pepper, sending a shiver down my spine.

As we finished our meal and headed back to the car, he turned to me and said, "You know, Taylor, I'm really glad you joined the gym. It was really getting boring there before you came."

"Ha ha! Did you hire me for entertainment purposes?" I asked.

“I hope not…” he said with sincere eyes.

He drove me to my apartment, the tension between us palpable. As he dropped me off, he leaned in for a goodbye hug, his body pressed against mine, sending a rush of desire through my veins.

"Goodnight, Taylor… I'll see you tomorrow, in those tight pink leggings," he said, his breath hot against my ear.


Lgp - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS THE NEXT DAY ARRIVED, Marcus was nowhere to be found. I was a bit upset as I wore the leggings he bought me as promised. Soon after, I was told that he wasn’t present as he was taking care of his car repair shop. As soon as I finished the Dancing Diva class with Penny, Josh handed me a voucher, with a big grin on his face.

"Hey Taylor, I got you a voucher for a skin clinic, I thought we could go together for a treatment."

"Wow, thanks Josh! That's really thoughtful of you," I replied, feeling excited at the prospect of pampering myself.

"I was thinking you could get a waxing, maybe some laser treatments, and some facials. You'll feel like a new person afterwards," he said, patting my back.

I laughed nervously, "I've always wanted to be hairless, but I was too lazy to do it myself."

"Well, now you have no excuse! Let's book an appointment and get you looking like a superstar," he said with enthusiasm.

I nodded, feeling a bit apprehensive but also excited at the prospect of getting some professional skin care.

"Okay, let's do it."

"Great! We'll go together and make a day of it. Maybe grab some late lunch or something afterward," he suggested.

"Sounds like a plan. Thank you, Josh."

"No problem. We gotta take care of ourselves, you know?" he said, giving me a reassuring pat on the back.

As I got into his car, I couldn't help but notice his handsome face and the way his shirt hugged his muscular chest. I tried to focus on the road ahead, but my eyes kept drifting down to the noticeable bulge in his pants. I felt a twinge of excitement, but I quickly dismissed it. I wasn't sure if I was attracted to men yet.

"So, are you ready?" he asked, breaking the silence.

"Yeah, but kind of scared. I heard waxing hurts," I replied, trying to distract myself from my wandering thoughts.

As we drove, I tried my best to keep my eyes off Josh's body and focus on our conversation. But every now and then, I couldn't resist stealing a quick glance at his bulge. I felt conflicted, but at the same time, I couldn't help but feel a sense of curiosity and intrigue.

"A waxing virgin, eh?" he asked, referring to the hair removal process.

"Yes, this is my first time," I replied.

"I'm a little nervous, to be honest."

"Don't worry, it's not that bad," he reassured me with a smile.

"Plus, the end result will be worth it. You'll feel so smooth and clean."

I couldn't help but feel a little embarrassed as we arrived at the clinic, but his kind words put me at ease. As we went in to get an appointment, I couldn't shake the feeling of excitement and curiosity that had been building inside me during the car ride.

As we entered the room, the scent of lavender and tea tree oil wafted through the air. The decor was minimalist, with white walls and natural wood accents. A small table was set up with various waxing supplies and lotions, and a large massage table sat in the center of the room.

I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness as I watched Josh strip down to nothing.
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His huge cock and thick blonde pubic hair were on full display, and I couldn't help but steal glances, feeling a stirring in my own groin. But I quickly reminded myself that I wasn't sure if I liked men yet, and tried to distract myself by focusing on the task at hand.

The male aesthetician entered the room, introducing himself as Carl. He was a tall, muscular man with a warm smile and gentle demeanor. He began applying warm wax to Josh's chest and stomach, carefully smoothing it out with a wooden stick.

"Is this your first time getting waxed?" he asked Josh.

"No, I've done it before," Josh replied, his voice a bit strained as Carl pulled off a strip of hair.

I couldn't help but wince at the sight of the hair being ripped from his skin, but Josh seemed to take it like a champ. I admired his bravery, but also couldn't help but feel a tinge of envy at his ease with his body.

As Carl moved down to Josh's pubic area, I felt a wave of tension wash over me. I tried my best to hide my growing erection, but I could tell that Carl had noticed.

"Don't worry, it's a natural response," Carl said with a kind smile.

"I've seen it plenty of times before."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment, but also a strange sense of relief. It was nice to know that I wasn't the only one feeling aroused in this situation.

As the waxing continued, I found myself caught in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. On one hand, I was excited to finally be getting rid of my body hair and feeling smooth and hairless. But on the other hand, I couldn't help but feel a sense of discomfort and confusion at my own attraction to Josh.

As the session came to a close, I couldn't help but feel grateful for Carl’s professionalism and understanding. And though I was still unsure of my own sexuality, I knew that this experience had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for me.

As I lay down on the table and the waxer began to work on my face, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation. I had always wanted to be hairless, but had never taken the time to do it properly. Now, as the waxer moved down my body, I felt a mix of pleasure and pain as each hair was ripped away.

As the waxer reached my groin, I felt a flutter of nerves in my stomach. I had never been so exposed before, and the thought of someone seeing me like this made me feel vulnerable. But as the waxer continued his work, I began to relax and focus on the sensations.

When he asked for Josh's help to spread my butt cheeks, I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me. I didn't want Josh to see me in such a compromising position, but I also didn't want to spoil the mood. So, I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of the waxer's hands on my skin.

I could feel Josh's gaze on me, and despite my best efforts, I felt my body betray me as I started to get hard. I tried to hide it, but I knew Josh could see everything. It was a strange mix of embarrassment and excitement, and I didn't know how to handle it.

Finally, the waxer finished his work, and I stood up from the table feeling both relieved and aroused. As I turned to leave, I caught Josh's eye, and I could tell that he was just as turned on as I was.

“Guys, I’m late for my appointment, here’s the soothing gel. Can you apply it to each other?”

“S-sure,” Josh said, his voice shaky.

As the waxer left the room, Josh and I looked at each other, feeling a sense of awkwardness. We both knew what we wanted, but neither of us was sure how to make the first move.

"Um, I guess we should help each other with the gel," he said, breaking the silence.

I nodded in agreement, feeling my heart racing as I watched him reach for the bottle of soothing gel. As he squeezed a generous amount into his hands, I couldn't help but notice the way his muscles rippled under his skin. I took the bottle from him and did the same, my hands shaking slightly with anticipation.

As we both began to rub the gel into each other's skin, I felt my body responding to his touch. My skin tingled with pleasure as his strong hands massaged the gel into my chest, down my stomach, and onto my thighs. I let out a small gasp of pleasure as he moved his hands closer and closer to my groin.

His hands moved over every inch of my body, exploring every curve and crevice with a gentle touch. I couldn't help but moan with pleasure as he rubbed the gel onto my buttocks, his fingers tracing the curves of my cheeks.

In turn, I applied the soothing gel to his muscular body, feeling my fingers glide over his broad shoulders, down his chiseled chest, and onto his rippling abs. My hands moved lower, rubbing the gel onto his thighs, and I couldn't help but feel my excitement growing as I got closer and closer to his groin.

As our hands met at his manhood, we both hesitated for a moment, our eyes locked in a heated gaze. But the tension was too much to resist, and soon our hands were working together, massaging the gel into his cock and balls.

As we worked together to apply the gel to every inch of each other's bodies, our touches became more and more intimate, our hands lingering in sensitive areas for just a moment too long. Our breaths came in short gasps as we both struggled to keep our excitement under control, but eventually, our desire took over and we found ourselves touching each other in all places.

I felt his fingers slip between my cheeks, and I let out a moan of pleasure as he rubbed the gel onto my anus. His other hand moved to my throbbing member, and I couldn't help but let out a low growl of pleasure as his fingers wrapped around my shaft.

Our bodies writhed together as we both explored every inch of each other, our desire growing with each passing moment. And as our touches became more and more intimate, I knew that I wanted him as much as he wanted me.

But as the last of the gel was rubbed into our skin, we both pulled away, our bodies still buzzing with excitement. We looked at each other for a moment, unsure of what to say, before finally breaking into a nervous chuckle.

"Uh, thanks for helping me with the gel," he said, his voice slightly shaky.
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I grinned back at him, feeling a sense of relief mixed with disappointment.

"Yeah, no problem. Anytime."

As we both got dressed, I couldn't help but wonder what might have happened if we had given in to our desire. But for now, I was content to enjoy the lingering sensation of his touch on my skin, and to look forward to the next time we might have a chance to explore our desire more fully.


Lgp - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, as I stood in the bathroom of my apartment, admiring my newly hairless body, I couldn't help but feel a sense of euphoria wash over me. My smooth skin felt like silk, and I couldn't believe how pretty I looked without my facial hair.

Just then, Colby walked in, and his eyes lingered on me a little too long.

"You look different," he said, and I could feel the lust in his voice. His eyes never left my body, and I could see the hunger in them. It was like he wanted me right then and there.

“Yeah, I got waxed everything waxed.”

I tried to ignore him and headed to the toilet, but I could see Colby in my peripheral vision, stroking his cock while staring at me. It was too much for me to handle, and just before I turned to him, he quickly excused himself, looking both embarrassed and excited at the same time.

I couldn't believe he was having those feelings, but I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to give in to my desires.

I stood in the shower, the water cascading down my smooth skin, and my thoughts swirling in my mind. I couldn't believe how different I felt after getting rid of all that hair. It was like a new me had emerged, one that was confident and unafraid to show off my body.

As I lathered up with soap, I couldn't help but let my hands wander over my skin, feeling every curve and contour of my newly hairless body. I traced my fingers down my chest, over my abs, and then lower, down to my groin.

I felt my cock stir as my fingers wrapped around it, and I closed my eyes, letting myself get lost in the sensations. It was like I was discovering a new part of myself, one that I had always been too afraid to explore.

As I stroked myself, my mind was filled with images of Josh and Marcus, their hands on my body, their lips on mine. I let out a soft moan as I imagined what it would be like to be with them, to explore all the things I had been too afraid to before.

As my body trembled with pleasure, I couldn't help but feel a sense of liberation wash over me. For the first time in my life, I was embracing my desires, and it felt incredible. I finished myself off, feeling more alive and confident than I ever had before.

Seeing my hairless version made me appreciate the beauty hidden within me. It was exactly why I decided to experiment with how I’d feel right after receiving my first paycheck from the gym three days later.

I couldn't wait to spend my hard-earned cash on some new clothes. As soon as my paycheck hit my account, I rushed to the mall, eager to try on all the dresses, skirts, and blouses I'd been eyeing online.

The first dress I picked up was a bright, flowy sundress in a floral pattern. I couldn't help but twirl around in front of the mirror, feeling the fabric brush against my newly hairless legs. It was like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, and I felt free to be whoever I wanted to be.
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Next, I tried on a sleek black pencil skirt with a white button-down blouse. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel like a powerful, confident woman. I had always been insecure about my height and build, but with the right clothes, I felt like I could conquer the world.

I kept trying on more and more outfits, each one making me feel more alive and vibrant than the last. From flowy maxi dresses to curve-hugging bodycon dresses, I felt like I was discovering a whole new side of myself that I had never known before.

Shortly after, as I walked into the wig store, I was immediately greeted by a friendly assistant who offered to help me find the perfect wig.
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I couldn't help but feel a bit nervous as I had never tried on wigs before, but I also felt a sense of excitement at the thought of transforming myself even further.

She brought out several different wigs, each one more stunning than the last. There were long, luscious locks in shades of blonde, brunette, and red, as well as shorter, edgier cuts in vibrant colors like pink and purple. I tried on each one, gazing at myself in the mirror and feeling a sense of empowerment as I watched myself transform before my own eyes.

As she helped me adjust each wig and find the perfect fit, I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude towards her. She was helping me discover a side of myself that I had always kept hidden away, and for that, I was truly grateful.

"This one will look amazing on you!" she exclaimed, holding up a long, flowing blonde wig.

"I don't know," I hesitated, unsure of myself.

"You have to trust me on this one," she insisted.

"It's perfect for you."

I took a deep breath and nod, letting her place the wig on my head. As she brushed it out and styled it, I couldn’t help but feel like a new woman.
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"Who knew a wig could make such a difference?" I said, smiling at myself in the mirror.

"Girl, you look like a whole different person," she said with a laugh.

"I'm telling you, you're gonna turn heads."

“Girl… that sounds nice, can you say that again?”

“You’re THAT GIRL! Own it!”

I couldn’t help but feel a surge of confidence in her words, and I started trying on more and more wigs. Each one was like a new persona, and I was loving every second of it.

"I feel like I'm living my best life right now," I said, twirling around in a blonde bob.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel a sense of confidence wash over me. This was the real me, the person I had always wanted to be.

Finally, I got the long blonde wig and headed out of the store, excited to play with my new girly things in the privacy of my bedroom.

Suddenly, I passed by the cosmetic store. I couldn't resist taking a peek inside. I had always been curious about makeup, but I didn’t know where to begin. As I stood there, a stunning transgender woman with a name tag that read "Lena" approached me.

"Hey there, honey, what brings you in today?" she asked, flashing a warm smile.

I blushed, feeling a bit nervous about admitting my true intentions.

"Um, I was just curious about makeup, I guess," I said, shrugging.

Her eyes lit up with excitement.

"Oh, honey, you've come to the right place. Let's get you glammed up!" she said, leading me over to a makeup station.

As she applied foundation to my face, I couldn't help but feel self-conscious. But as she worked her magic, blending and contouring, I began to see a transformation happening before my very eyes. When she finished the first look, I was stunned. I looked like a different person, my features more defined and my skin glowing.

"Wow," I said, staring at myself in the mirror.
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"I can't believe how different I look."

She chuckled.

"Honey, you ain't seen nothin' yet. Let's try something a bit more dramatic, shall we?" she said, pulling out a bright red lipstick.

As she applied the bold shade to my lips, I felt a thrill of excitement. This was a side of myself I had never explored before, and I was loving every minute of it. When she finished the final look, a smoky eye with a nude lip, I was completely blown away. I looked like a supermodel.

"Taylor, darling, you are absolutely stunning. Don't you feel amazing?" she said, beaming at me.

I nodded, feeling euphoric.

"I feel like a completely different person," I said, smiling from ear to ear.

She wrapped her arm around my shoulder.

"That's because you are, honey. You're a beautiful, confident woman, and don't let anyone tell you otherwise," she said, giving me a reassuring squeeze.

At that very moment, I knew Lena was someone that I could talk to about my novel feelings, and I knew that I had to have her number.

As she handed me her phone number, a feeling of elation swept over me. I felt as if I had been given a precious gift, something to treasure and cherish.

"Thank you so much, Lena," I said, my voice trembling with excitement.

"I feel like we really connected today, and I can't wait to get to know you better."

She smiled warmly at me, her eyes sparkling with genuine kindness.

"The pleasure is all mine, Taylor," she said.

"You remind me so much of myself."

I felt my heart skip a beat as she spoke those words, my mind racing with the possibilities of what could be. Could this be the beginning of something wonderful? Something magical? I didn't know, but I was eager to find out.

As I said goodbye to her and made my way home, I couldn't help but smile, knowing that I had taken a bold step forward in exploring this new side of myself.

The next day, I called Lena to ask her out for dinner. As I spoke with her, my heart beat faster and faster. Her voice was sweet and melodic, and I felt myself getting lost in the sound of it.

"Hey, Lena," I said, my voice betraying my nervousness.

"Hi, Taylor," she replied.

"How are you?"

"I'm good, thanks. Listen, I was wondering if you'd like to go out to dinner with me tonight?"

There was a brief pause on the other end of the line, and I held my breath, waiting for her answer.

"I'd love to," she said finally, her voice warm and inviting.

I couldn't believe my luck. Lena was so beautiful and kind, and I felt drawn to her in a way that I couldn't explain. As we made plans for the evening, I felt a sense of excitement building within me, and I knew that this was going to be a night that I would never forget.

Later that night, the restaurant I chose was Arturo’s, one of the fanciest in town. I couldn’t afford it but I knew that I had to take her somewhere special. It was dimly lit, with the aroma of delicious food wafting through the air, and a live piano playing in the background.
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Lena was wearing a gorgeous blue dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her hair was styled in a classy bun.

As we sat across from each other at the table, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at how beautiful she was. It was like looking at a goddess, a woman who had embraced her femininity and radiated confidence and grace.

But as we talked, she shared her journey of self-discovery and acceptance, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing. She talked about how she had always known she was different, how she had struggled to understand her feelings and come to terms with her identity.

As I listened to her story, I felt a sense of recognition, like I was hearing my own story being told back to me. I shared with her my own struggles, how I had always felt drawn to femininity, how I had never felt like I truly belonged in my own body.

She listened attentively, nodding along as I spoke. And as I finished, she reached across the table and took my hand in hers, a gesture of understanding and support.

"I know how hard it can be," she said softly.

"But know that you're not alone. There are people out there who will love and accept you for who you are, no matter what."

Her words filled me with a sense of hope, a feeling that maybe, just maybe, I could find my own way toward self-acceptance and love.

As we finished our meal, I knew that this was just the beginning of my journey. But I felt grateful to have her by my side, a beacon of light to guide me forward.

Three days later, I woke up feeling a mixture of excitement and nervousness. Today is the day I finally step out as my true self. I had been waiting for this moment for so long, and I couldn't wait to see how it would feel. As I got out of bed, I could already feel my heart pounding in my chest.

I went to the closet and carefully selected the outfit that I had been planning for days. I took a deep breath as I pulled out the padded bra and slipped it on, marveling at the way it gave me curves I never thought I could have.

I carefully tucked my penis between my legs and pulled on a pair of lacy pink panties, feeling a rush of excitement as I realized that I was finally becoming the woman I had always wanted to be.

I applied makeup with precision, blending in foundation, adding just the right amount of blush, and filling in my eyebrows to perfection. I took extra care with my eyes, applying a sultry black eyeliner and a coat of volumizing mascara that made my lashes look longer and fuller.

Finally, I put on my wig, a long blonde mane that cascaded down my back in loose waves. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't believe how beautiful I looked. It was like I was looking at a different person, one who was finally free to be herself.

Soon after, I wore the tight pink leggings that Marcus bought me with a matching sports bra. My body looked amazing, the fabric hugging my curves in all the right places. I ran my hands over my body, feeling the smoothness of my skin and the way the fabric clung to me.

As I stepped out into the world, I could feel the stares of people around me. Some of them looked confused, others looked disgusted, but there were a few who looked at me with admiration and respect. It didn't matter what they thought, though, because I knew that I was finally living my truth.
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Walking down the street on my way to the gym, I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence and pride in my new appearance. The tight pink leggings and sports bra hugged my curves in all the right places, accentuating my toned body and feminine features.

And as I passed by men on the street, I could feel their eyes on me, their gazes lingering on my body with unabashed desire.

At first, I was taken aback by the attention. But then, a sense of empowerment washed over me. For the first time in my life, I was being noticed and appreciated for who I truly am. And I reveled in the attention, feeling like a goddess as I strutted down the street, my hips swaying seductively with each step.

The men's lustful stares only added to my sense of confidence, fueling my desire to embrace my true self and live life on my own terms.

"Hey there, gorgeous," a man called out to me as I passed by, his eyes devouring my body hungrily. I turned to face him, a coy smile spreading across my lips.

"Thank you, handsome," I replied, my voice laced with a hint of playfulness.

"But I'm taken,” I lied. And with that, I turned on my heel and continued on my way, feeling more confident and sexy than ever before.
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I took a deep breath before opening the door of the gym, feeling nervous as I wondered what the reactions of my colleagues would be upon seeing me dressed as a woman. But as soon as I walked in, my anxiety was washed away by the warm welcome of Marcus and Josh. They both had the same look in their eyes that I had seen from other men, one of desire and admiration, but I didn't feel objectified, I felt beautiful.

Marcus, who had always been reserved and quiet, was suddenly bubbly and talkative, complimenting me on my outfit and how it accentuated my curves. Josh, who had always been confident and outgoing, was more subdued and respectful, but his eyes couldn't help but linger on my body. Their reactions filled me with confidence and made me feel like I had made the right decision.

"You look amazing, Taylor," Marcus said, a genuine smile on his face.

"You're rocking those leggings."

Josh nodded in agreement, his eyes still fixated on my body.

"Yeah, you look stunning," he said, his voice low and husky.

I blushed at their compliments, feeling flattered and beautiful.

"Thank you so much, guys," I said, beaming with happiness.

"It means a lot to me."

I took a deep breath, looking at Marcus and Josh with trepidation.

"I have something to tell you both," I said, my voice shaking a little.

"I've been struggling with my identity for a long time, and I've finally come to terms with the fact that I'm transgender. I still want to be called Taylor, but now I'm a woman."

There was a moment of stunned silence as they looked at me, their expressions unreadable. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel the sweat on my palms as I waited for their response.

To my relief, Marcus spoke first.

"Taylor, we don't care what you look like or how you identify. You're our colleague and our friend, and we support you no matter what."

Josh nodded in agreement.

"Yeah, we're open-minded guys. We don't judge people for who they are. You can be whoever you want to be around us."

Tears sprang to my eyes as I realized that I had nothing to fear from my coworkers.

"Thank you," I said, my voice choked with emotion. "It means so much to me to have your support."

From that moment on, working at the gym felt like a whole new experience. I felt like I could truly be myself, wearing the clothes that made me feel comfortable and expressing my femininity in a way that felt natural.

Marcus and Josh were always there to offer a kind word or a smile, and I knew that I had found true allies in the workplace.

As I went through my day-to-day routine, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the chance to live my life as my authentic self. It was a journey that had taken me years to embark upon, but now that I had finally taken that first step, I knew that there was no going back.

For the first time in my life, I felt truly free, and I was excited to see where this new path would take me.


Lgp - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, the moment Penny stepped out of the door after saying goodbye to focus on the third trimester of her pregnancy, it was like a dream come true for me. I couldn't believe that I would be teaching the Dancing Diva class on my own, and I was overjoyed to share the new moves and routines that I created.

I took a deep breath and put on my headphones to play Mariah Carey's Touch My Body as the students walked in.
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The music was sultry, and the rhythm of the beat made me feel alive. I moved my body, swayed my hips, and twirled around to the beat. The class looked at me with fascination, almost as if they couldn't believe their eyes.

I could see their eyes following my every move as I started the class. They all looked at me with admiration, and I couldn't help but feel confident and sexy in my tight leggings and sports bra. I started with a warm-up and gradually moved into the routine. The girls were all following my moves, and I could see that they were having fun.

As the music started to build up, I started to feel the energy in the room. The girls were moving more confidently, and I could feel that they were all enjoying themselves. I kept encouraging them to let loose and feel the music.

By the end of the class, I could see that the girls were all sweating, and they had big smiles on their faces. They all came up to me and thanked me for the great class. It was a fulfilling moment for me, knowing that I was able to inspire and empower them through dance.

As I walked out of the gym, I felt a newfound sense of confidence and happiness, knowing that I could make a living while being myself and being respected for what I did. It was a beautiful feeling, and I knew that I had found my true calling in life.

Getting ready to leave the gym locker room after a long day, Marcus approached me with a confident stride. His eyes locked onto mine as he spoke, and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks.

"Hey Taylor, would you like to go out with me this weekend?" he asked, his voice deep and smooth.

I couldn't believe it. The man I had been crushing on was finally asking me out. I felt a mix of nervousness and excitement bubble up inside me.

"Absolutely, I would love to," I said with a smile, feeling my heart flutter in my chest.

He grinned back at me, and I could see the excitement in his eyes.

"Great, how about we meet up on Saturday night? I know a great Italian place not too far from here."

"That sounds perfect," I said, feeling my knees go weak at the thought of spending the evening with him.

As we said our goodbyes, I couldn't help but feel giddy with excitement. Not long after, I knew who to share the good news with.

Later that day, I arrived at the mall, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness as I was about to meet Lena. She was going to help me pick an outfit for my date with Marcus.

As I walked through the mall, I could feel the eyes of passersby on me. I couldn't blame them, I was so hot in my gym clothes. Finally, I saw Lena waiting for me by the fountain in the center of the mall.

She was wearing a stunning blue dress that hugged her curves perfectly, and her hair was styled in a sleek updo. As soon as she saw me, she beamed and ran over to give me a hug.

"Taylor, you look amazing!" she said, admiring my sexy body.

"Thanks to you, Lena," I replied, feeling grateful for her help.

"Let's get started then," she said, leading me towards a nearby clothing store.

Inside the store, she pulled out a variety of outfits for me to try on. We started with a cute pink romper that showed off my legs, paired with strappy heels. It was adorable, but I wasn't sure it was the right vibe for a dinner date.

Next, we tried a flowy blue maxi dress with a slit up the side, which she said brought out the blue in my eyes. It was beautiful, but again, not quite what I was looking for.

Finally, she pulled out a form-fitting white top with lace detailing that hugged my curves in all the right places. I felt confident and sexy in it, and the way her eyes lit up confirmed that it was the perfect choice.

"Taylor, you look incredible in that, just pair it with some cute jeans," she said, "It's perfect for your date with Marcus. Casual, sexy, and not trying too hard, you're going to knock his socks off!"

Finally, date night has arrived. As we walked into the restaurant, I couldn't help but feel nervous. But Marcus sensed my unease and took my hand, giving me a reassuring smile.

"Don't worry, you look amazing. And I'm just happy to be spending time with you," he said.

His words eased my nerves a bit and I found myself smiling back at him. We sat down and he ordered a bottle of wine, his hand still clasping mine across the table.

"So, tell me more about your transition. How's it been for you?" he asked, his voice full of genuine interest.

I took a deep breath and shared with him the ups and downs of my new journey. As I spoke, I noticed how intently he listened, nodding along and asking thoughtful questions. It was such a relief to be with someone who not only accepted me but embraced me fully for who I am.

After dinner, we took a stroll in the park, the city lights twinkling around us. He wrapped his arm around my waist, and I snuggled in closer to him.

"I know we haven't been seeing each other for long, but I feel like I've known you forever," he said, gazing into my eyes.

My heart swelled with warmth at his words.

"I feel the same way," I replied, a smile tugging at the corners of my lips.

As we continued walking, he stopped and pulled me into his arms, gazing deeply into my eyes.

"Taylor, I don't want to rush things, but I just have to tell you that I'm falling for you. Hard."

My heart leaped at his confession, and I felt tears prickling at the corners of my eyes.

"Marcus, I feel the same way. I never thought I could feel this way about a man," I said, my voice thick with emotion.

He wiped away my tears and pulled me in for a kiss, his lips soft and tender against mine. At that moment, I knew I had found someone truly special, someone, who accepted me for exactly who I am… or so I thought.
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As we walked hand in hand, I suddenly noticed a group of guys walking toward us. He let go of my hand as we got closer.

"Hey man, what's up?" one of them greeted.

"Who's this?" he added, gesturing towards me.

I waited for him to introduce me, but he hesitated. My heart sank as he cleared his throat.

"Oh, she’s just a workmate," he said, avoiding eye contact with me.

I felt a lump form in my throat as his friends gave me a weird look. I couldn't believe he was denying me like this.

"A workmate?" one of them repeated, clearly unconvinced.

He shuffled his feet uncomfortably before finally speaking up.

"Yeah, she’s teaching the dance class," he said.

I forced a smile and nodded, trying my best to hide my hurt feelings. We said goodbye to his friends and continued with our date, but the rest of the night felt awkward and strained.

When we finally parted ways, Marcus apologized profusely for his behavior.

"I'm so sorry, Taylor. I didn't mean to…" he said, his eyes filled with regret.

I sighed, feeling a mix of anger and sadness.

"I just don't understand why you couldn't introduce me as your date," I said, my voice trembling.

He took my hand in his and looked at me earnestly.

"It's not that simple, Tay. My friends... they just wouldn't understand," he explained.

I pulled my hand away, feeling frustrated.

"What's there to understand? I'm a woman and you're dating me. It's not rocket science," I retorted.

He looked like he was about to say something else, but I couldn't bear to hear any more excuses. I turned and walked away, my heart heavy with disappointment.

The next Monday, Marcus couldn't keep his eyes off me, and I knew he was sorry. He followed me around the gym like a lost puppy, waiting for the right moment to apologize. I could feel his guilt, and it made me feel wanted. I decided to play hard to get.

"Hey, Taylor," he said, approaching me with a sheepish grin.

"I'm really sorry about what happened the other night. I was a complete jerk."

I rolled my eyes and turned away from him.

"It's fine, Marcus. I'm used to people denying me."

He put his hand on my shoulder, and I could feel the electricity between us.

"No, it's not fine. I should have been honest with my friends and myself. You're an amazing person, and I don't want to lose you."

I shrugged him off and kept walking.

"Thanks for saying that, Marcus, but I don't know if I can trust you."

Later that day, I was changing in the locker room when Josh caught me off guard when he asked me out. I wasn't sure what to say, but I was intrigued. I had been so hurt by Marcus, and I needed something to take my mind off of it. So I decided to take a chance and say yes.

We then met at a trendy bar downtown, and I could feel my nerves starting to kick in as we sat down at the bar. Josh ordered us both a drink, and I took a sip of my cocktail as I tried to relax.

"So, Taylor, why were you crying in the locker room?" he asked me, looking genuinely interested.
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I hesitated for a moment before deciding to open up to him.

"I went on a date with someone, and it didn't go so well. He denied me in front of his friends," I said, my voice cracking slightly as I spoke.

His expression changed to one of concern as he listened to me.

"I'm sorry, Taylor. That's really awful. You deserve better than that," he said, placing a hand on my arm to comfort me.

I felt myself relax a little as we continued to talk, and I started to realize that he was actually a really kind and caring person. We laughed and joked, and I felt myself starting to let loose and have fun.

As the night wore on, Josh and I found ourselves getting closer and closer, and before I knew it, we were sharing a kiss. It felt like a weight had been lifted off of my shoulders, and I was grateful to have found someone who treated me with the respect and kindness I deserved.

Shortly after, we were lost in our own world, and we didn't notice Marcus coming towards us. When he appeared, he looked mad and disappointed.

He started to speak, "I can't believe you would do this to me, Taylor. I knew what I did was wrong but double dating us!? How could you disrespect me like this?"

I felt terrible. I didn't want to hurt anyone's feelings, but I couldn't help but drown the pain of rejection by entertaining interested prospects.

"I'm sorry, Marcus. I didn't mean to hurt you. I didn't know that you had such strong feelings about me. I just wanted to have a good time."

Josh was looking at me with disappointment in his eyes.

"So, the guy you were talking about the other day was Marcus? I thought we had something special. But it seems like you're just using me to make him jealous."

I felt guilty and ashamed. I never wanted to hurt Josh, but I also couldn't deny the feelings I had for Marcus.

"No, Josh. It's not like that. It’s… complicated."

Marcus interrupted me.

"Complicated? You're just leading us both on, Taylor. You can't have your cake and eat it too. You need to make a choice!"

I was caught in the middle of two men, both of whom I cared for deeply. I didn't know what to do or who to choose.

"I don't know what to do, guys. I just need some time to think."

Josh looked at me and said, "Take all the time you need, Taylor. But I won't be waiting around forever!"

As Josh walked away, Marcus grabbed my arm and said, "You know where to find me when you've made your decision. But don't take too long."

I watched as he walked away, feeling torn and confused. I knew that I had to make a choice, but it was a choice that would change everything.

As I arrived home, tears streamed down my face, and I could barely keep myself standing. My whole body was numb, but my heart was aching with a pain that felt unbearable. Colby was doing overtime work on his laptop and as soon as he saw me, he rushed towards me, worriedly asking me what had happened.

I could barely speak, my words coming out in choked sobs. I told him everything that had happened - about Marcus, about Josh, about the dates, and about how it all came crashing down.

He listened to me patiently, holding me close as I cried and cried.

When I was finally able to calm down a little, he sat me down and got me a glass of water. He sat next to me and held my hand, offering me his support and love.

"You know, Taylor, you don't deserve to be treated like this. You're a wonderful person, and anyone would be lucky to have you in their life. You shouldn't let anyone make you feel small or unimportant," he said, his voice filled with sincerity.

I nodded, taking in his words, and feeling a glimmer of hope that maybe things would get better. He always had a way of making things feel less overwhelming, and his presence was like a soothing balm for my battered heart.

"I know it's hard, but you're going to get through this. You're strong, Taylor, and I believe in you," he added, smiling softly at me.

"Thank you, Colby. You're the best friend anyone could ask for," I whispered, leaning my head on his shoulder.

He wrapped his arms around me, holding me close, and I closed my eyes, feeling safe and loved in his embrace.


Lgp - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN A LONG WEEK since the night I arrived home drunk and crying. I was still hurting from what happened with Marcus and Josh. They were avoiding me, and I didn't know what to do about it. I tried to focus on my dance class and my work at the gym, but my heart wasn't in it. I felt like I was going through the motions, but not really living.

As I prepared for the Dancing Diva class, I felt a knot in my stomach. I didn't know if I was ready to face my students, to put on a brave face and pretend like everything was okay. But then I remembered why I started teaching dance in the first place. It was my passion, my escape, my joy. And I couldn't let the big boys take that away from me.

I put on my favorite leggings and sports bra, and walked into the studio. The music was blasting, and the girls were already there, stretching and chatting. As I walked over to them, they greeted me with smiles and excitement. I felt a glimmer of happiness in my heart, knowing that I had something to offer, something that made me feel alive.

I started the class with a warm-up routine, and as the girls moved to the beat of the music, I felt my spirits lift. Watching them dance, seeing the joy on their faces, reminded me of why I loved teaching dance. I gave it my all, pushing the girls to be their best selves, encouraging them to let go and have fun.

Moments later, I was alone and all I could do was feel my tears streaming down my face, I felt like the world was closing in on me. But then, like a ray of light, Josh and Marcus walked into the room.
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Without a word, they came over to me, wrapping their strong arms around me in a comforting embrace. Their touch was gentle yet firm, like two pillars of support that I could lean on in times of need. And as they held me, I could feel their warmth and strength, like a soothing balm for my troubled soul.

For a while, we just stood there in silence, the only sound being the soft rustling of our clothes and the gentle swaying of our bodies. And in that silence, I felt a sense of peace that I hadn't felt in a long time.

As the embrace ended, I looked up at Josh and Marcus, feeling a sense of peace and comfort wash over me. They looked back at me with kind, understanding eyes, and then, Josh spoke.

"Taylor, we forgive you," he said softly, and then Marcus added, "And we're willing to share you until you make up your mind on which guy you’d date."

I was taken aback by their words, but as I looked into their eyes, I could see that they were sincere. And with a sense of excitement building in my chest, I nodded, giving them my consent.

As they pulled away from me, I felt a sense of longing in my heart, but that feeling was soon replaced by something else entirely. Slowly, they began to undress me, their hands moving over my body in a way that made my heart race.
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As they kissed me, their lips soft and warm against mine, I could feel their bulges from their shorts pressing against my skin, and it made me feel overwhelmed with desire.

With each passing moment, I felt more and more lost in the passion of the moment, as they explored every inch of my body, their hands and lips driving me wild with pleasure.

As the heat of the moment built, they pulled away from me, their eyes locking with mine as they began to undress for me.

Slowly and deliberately, they began to remove each piece of clothing, their muscles rippling beneath their tight gym clothes. With each layer they removed, I felt my desire for them grow stronger, until it was almost too much to bear.

And as they stood before me, completely undressed, I couldn't help but stare in awe at the sight before me. Their bodies were like works of art, each muscle defined and toned, their cocks standing tall and proud.

With a sense of shyness, I tried to cover my own hard penis, feeling exposed and vulnerable under their intense gaze. But they just smiled at me, their eyes full of love and desire.

And then, they began to move towards me, their bodies glistening with sweat as they leaned in to kiss me once more. As they did, I could feel their pride pressing against my skin, their girth and length making my heart race with excitement.

As I knelt, lost in the heat of the moment, my desire for Marcus and Josh grew stronger with each passing second. And as they grazed their dicks on my face, I couldn't resist the temptation any longer.
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Slowly and sensually, I leaned, taking Marcus's hard cock into my mouth, feeling his girth and length as I wrapped my lips around him. And as I began to suck and lick, I could hear his moans and groans of pleasure, his body writhing beneath my touch.

"God, you're so good at this," Marcus moaned, his hands gripping my hair as I took him deeper into my mouth.

"I can't believe how sexy you look with our cocks in your mouth," Josh added, his own moans of pleasure growing louder with each passing moment.

And as I continued to work them both, switching between their cocks with ease, I felt a sense of pleasure and desire that I had never known before.

"Fuck, Taylor, that feels amazing," Marcus groaned, his body writhing beneath my touch.

"Yeah, suck us both, baby," Josh added, his own pleasure growing stronger with each passing moment.

As I worked them both, I could feel their moans and groans of pleasure growing louder, their bodies writhing beneath my touch as I took them both to the edge of ecstasy.

With each lick and suck, I could feel myself being drawn closer and closer to them, until it was as if we were one. As I continued to work, Marcus spoke up, his voice thick with desire.

"Taylor, can I fuck your ass?" he asked, his hands running over my body in a way that made my heart race with excitement and fear.

I was scared, but at the same time, I was excited beyond belief. With a sense of anticipation building in my chest, I nodded, giving him my consent.

Slowly, Marcus moved and licked my ass before spitting on his dick—his hands running over my body as he positioned himself. And then, with a slow and deliberate thrust, he pushed himself into me, his yearning filling me up in a way that I had never experienced before.

“Ah! Slowly, please,” I begged, enduring the sharp pain from his huge dick.

As he began to move inside of me, I could feel the pleasure building with each passing moment, his girth and length driving me wild with desire. And as he picked up the pace, his own moans of pleasure growing louder, I could feel myself being drawn closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy.
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But then, Josh leaned down beside us, his own hard cock standing tall and proud. And without missing a beat, I took him into my mouth once more, feeling his girth and length as I wrapped my lips around him.

With Marcus behind me and Josh in front of me, I was lost in a world of pleasure and desire, my body writhing beneath their touch as I took them both to the edge of ecstasy.

And as I continued to work them both, my own pleasure growing stronger with each passing moment, I knew that I had found something special.

"Fuck, Taylor, you feel so good," Marcus groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust deeper and harder.

"Yeah, suck me, baby," Josh added, his own moans of pleasure growing louder.

Moments later…

"Can I try fucking you too, Taylor?" he asked, his voice thick with desire.

I was overwhelmed by the sensation of being taken by Marcus, but at the same time, I was excited beyond belief. With a sense of anticipation building in my chest, I nodded, giving him my consent.

And then, Marcus spoke up, his voice thick with desire.

"Try it, it’s so fucking tight," he said, his hands running over my body as he offered it to his business partner.

With a sense of excitement building in my chest, I felt myself being drawn closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy. And as Josh positioned himself behind me, I could feel the pleasure building with each passing moment.

Slowly and deliberately, he pushed himself into me, his cock filling me up, poking my prostate. And as he began to move inside of me, his own moans of pleasure growing louder, I could feel the pleasure building with each passing moment.

With Josh behind me and Marcus in front of me, I was lost in a world of pleasure and desire, my body writhing beneath their touch as they took me to the edge of ecstasy.

"God, you feel amazing," Josh moaned, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust deeper and harder.

“Mmm!” I groaned as I took Marcus in my mouth, feeling like the floodgates of my balls were about to open from the way Josh profusely tickled my g-spot.

“Mmm! Mmm! Mmm!” I let out, as I released a puddle of thick cum on the floor.

As Josh continued to move inside of me, his moans of pleasure growing louder and louder, I could sense that he was about to explode.

And then, with a loud scream…

“I’m gonna cum!” he announced.

With a sense of excitement building in my chest, I braced myself for what was to come.

But then, Marcus spoke up, his voice thick with desire.

"Let's feed her," he suggested, his hands running over my body as he positioned himself in front of me.

With a sense of anticipation building in my chest, I watched as they both began to stroke themselves, their muscles rippling beneath their skin as they brought themselves to the edge of ecstasy.

And then, with a loud moan, they erupted in unison, their hot cum in my mouth and painting my face in a way that left me gasping for air.

“Ahh! Ahh!” they let out in a chorus, sweaty and breathing hard.
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With my face covered in their love, I felt a sense of joy and completeness that I had never known before. Their cocks were still hard, pulsing with desire as we all panted and hissed.

As we lay there on the floor, spent and exhausted, I could feel a sense of joy and contentment washing over me. With Marcus and Josh spooning me on either side, I felt safe and loved in a way that I had never known before.

"You are amazing, Taylor," Marcus whispered, his voice thick with emotion as he held me close.

"Yeah, we are so lucky to have you in our lives," Josh added, his own voice filled with love and affection.

Lost in the heat of the moment, we exchanged words of love and affection, our bodies intertwined in a way that left us feeling complete and fulfilled.

With each passing moment, I could feel the love and affection growing stronger, the bond between us deepening in a way that was almost palpable. And as we continued to hold each other close, lost in the moment, I knew that I had found something special.

"You mean the world to us, Taylor," Marcus whispered, his hands running over my body in a way that left me gasping for air.

"Yeah, we will always be here for you, no matter what," Josh added, his own hands tracing over my skin in a way that left me shivering with desire.

I could feel the warmth of their bodies against mine, the strength of their embrace filling me with a sense of security and contentment.

It was a moment of pure love and affection, a moment that would stay with me forever. And as we continued to hold each other close, I knew that I had found the love and acceptance that I had always been searching for.


Lgp - Epilogue

∞∞∞

AFTER THAT INCREDIBLE EXPERIENCE with Marcus and Josh, my life changed in so many ways. I had found a level of love and acceptance that I had never known before, and it filled me with a sense of joy and contentment that was almost overwhelming.

Over the weeks and months that followed, we continued to be a part of my life in every way, not pressuring me to choose between the two of them as they were more than happy to share. We explored each other in ways that were both thrilling and intense, and with each passing day, our bond grew stronger.

But it wasn't just about the sex. We had found a level of emotional intimacy that was almost unheard of, and it filled me with a sense of joy and contentment that I had never known before.

I moved in with them and saved up for breast augmentation surgery. They took good care of me for a month before using my new breasts whenever they felt like it, and I was happy to feed my big boys with pride and joy.

Together, we explored the world in a way that was both thrilling and intoxicating. We laughed and joked, shared secrets and dreams, and through it all, our love for each other only continued to grow.

Looking back on it now, I know that meeting Marcus and Josh was one of the best things that ever happened to me. They showed me that love and acceptance come in many forms and that sometimes, the best things in life are the ones that you least expect.

Working in the gym not only help me pay rent, but it also paid to unleash my true self.

The End <3


Dd - Chapter 1
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I HAD BEEN WORKING TIRELESSLY for months on my investigation into the La Luz drug cartel. I was a spunky journalist with a nose for the truth, and I wasn't afraid to take risks to get the story.

I was currently in my cluttered office at the headquarters of The Daily Truth, a prestigious news organization known for its hard-hitting investigative journalism.

As I sat at my desk, surrounded by piles of papers, photographs, and notes, I was putting the finishing touches on my research aid.
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I had spent countless hours poring over police reports, interviewing sources, and sifting through data to uncover the inner workings of the cartel.

My boss, Bree Stern, true to her last name, was a stern woman who didn't suffer fools gladly. She had been pressuring me to finish my research aid for weeks, and I knew she would be pleased when I finally turned it in. But first, I wanted to make sure that everything was perfect.

I picked up my pen and began to cross-check the data in my research aid, making sure that every fact was accurate and every source was reliable. I knew that one mistake could undermine the entire investigation, so I was meticulous in my work.

After several more hours of painstaking effort, I finally finished my research aid. I sat back in my chair and let out a deep breath, feeling a sense of satisfaction wash over me. I knew that this investigation had the potential to make a real difference in the fight against the La Luz cartel, and I was proud to have played a role in it.

I stood up and stretched, feeling the kinks in my back and neck loosen up. I glanced around my cluttered office, taking in the stacks of papers and the jumble of notes and photographs.

Later that day, I was just about to pack up my things and head out when Bree walked into my office. She was dressed in a sharp suit with a crisp blouse, her red hair perfectly styled as usual.
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"Ben, great work on that research aid," she said, her voice crisp and businesslike.

"Why don't you come join the team to grab a bite? We're heading over to the diner on the corner."

I nodded, feeling a sense of relief. I had been working so hard on the investigation that I had forgotten to eat. I quickly slipped on my black leather jacket over my blue shirt and jeans then followed her.

The diner was a quaint little place in the heart of San Ysidro, San Diego. Bree and I settled into a booth near the window, with a view of the busy street outside. Her navy suit and white blouse contrasted sharply with the bright red vinyl booth seats, and her silver hoop earrings glinted in the sunlight.

As we chatted and ordered our food, one of my colleagues brought up the news of the latest victim of sexual abuse and murder in our town. It was the ninth such case in the past year, and the police seemed no closer to catching the perpetrator.

Bree's face darkened with anger. She ran her manicured hand through her hair, her silver bracelet jangling on her wrist.

"Why the hell hasn't the police department caught this guy yet?" she demanded, her voice rising. "This is unacceptable. We need to do something about it."

The rest of us nodded in agreement, feeling a sense of frustration and helplessness.

As I walked home from the diner, my mind was racing with thoughts of the investigation. I couldn't shake the image of Bree's angry face, or the feeling of frustration that we all shared. Something had to be done about the spate of sexual abuse and murder cases in our town.

When I got home, I flipped on the TV and sat down on my couch, still wearing my leather jacket. The news was on, and the anchor's voice was somber as she reported on the latest victim. It was the ninth in the past six months, and all of them had worked in a toy factory in San Ysidro.

I felt a chill run down my spine as the details of the case were laid out. The victim was a young woman, barely out of her teens, and her body had been found in a dumpster behind the factory. The police were still investigating, but they had no leads yet.

The families of the victims, the grief and fear, and what they must be feeling kept occupying my mind. I knew that I had to do something to help. They needed justice.

I picked up my phone and began to text my sources, reaching out to anyone who might have information on the case. I knew that it was a long shot, but I couldn't just sit idly by while the killer continued to roam free.

After texting my sources, I decided to take a shower to clear my head. The hot water pounded against my back, washing away the stress of the day. I stood there for what felt like hours, lost in thought.

When I finally emerged from the shower, I checked my phone, hoping for good news. But to my disappointment, my sources had nothing useful to report. I let out a frustrated sigh and tossed my phone onto the bed.

I knew that I wouldn't be able to sleep until I had some answers. So I fired up my laptop and started scouring the internet for any information on the victims. I dug through news articles and police reports, looking for any patterns or clues that might help crack the case.

As I read through the grim details of each victim's story, my heart sank. They were all young women, barely out of their teens, and they had all worked in the same toy factory in San Ysidro. I couldn't imagine the terror and pain that they must have endured in their final moments.

But as I continued my research, I began to notice some strange coincidences. All of the victims had been found in dumpsters, and all of them had been reported missing on a Friday. I wondered if these were just random details, or if they might point to something more sinister.

I stayed up late into the night, poring over the information and trying to make sense of it all. By the time I finally crawled into bed, exhaustion had overtaken me.


Dd - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up early, determined to continue my investigation. I sat down at my desk and started compiling a list of the victims, along with any contact information that I could find for their families and friends. It was a painstaking process, but I knew that it was necessary if we were going to crack the case.

As I worked, my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. I couldn't shake the images of the victims from my mind, and I felt a deep sense of anger and frustration at the killer who was still out there, free to prey on more young women.

But I tried to stay focused, pushing aside my emotions and letting logic guide me. I knew that I had to be systematic and thorough if I was going to make any headway in the investigation.

Just as I was making some progress, Bree walked into the room, her sharp gaze fixed on me.

"What are you working on?" she asked, her voice tinged with suspicion.

I hesitated for a moment, not wanting to reveal too much. But I knew that I could trust her, and I needed her help if I was going to make any real progress in the case.

"It's about the San Ysidro murder cases," I said, meeting her gaze head-on.

"I'm trying to gather more information on the victims and their families."

Her eyes widened in surprise, but then she nodded, a steely determination entering her voice.
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"Good. We need to get to the bottom of this. I'll see if I can get us access to the police records, so we can get a better sense of what's going on."

After days of research and digging, we finally had access to the contact details of the victims' families and friends. It was a major breakthrough, and I felt a sense of urgency to reach out to them and gather more information about their loved ones.

Bree and I sat in her office, poring over the list of names and addresses.

"I think it would be best if I take the lead on this," I said, looking up at her.

"I have a way with people, and I think I can get them to open up to me."

She nodded, a small smile tugging at the corner of her lips. "I trust your judgment, Ben. Just be careful, and don't do anything reckless."

I promised her that I would be cautious, and I set to work reaching out to the families and friends of the victims. It was a difficult and emotional process, as I listened to their stories of loss and grief. But I knew that it was important if we were going to solve the case.

Each conversation brought me closer to the truth, as I pieced together the details of the victims' lives and the circumstances surrounding their deaths. It was painstaking work, but I was fueled by a sense of purpose and determination.

As I gathered more information, I shared it with Bree, who was impressed by my progress.

"You're a natural at this," she said, smiling at me.

"You have a real talent for getting people to open up to you."

As I was going through the contact details of the victims, my phone buzzed with a text message from Maria.

"Hey, sorry for getting back to you late. Can we meet up? There's something I need to tell you."

I replied immediately, telling her that I was available and suggesting we meet at a nearby coffee shop.
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When I arrived, I saw her sitting at a table by the window, her long brown hair cascading down her shoulders. She was breathtakingly beautiful, with full lips and piercing eyes.

"Hey, Maria," I said, taking a seat across from her.

"What's going on?"

She looked up at me, her eyes red-rimmed with tears.

"It's my sister, Jennifer," she said, her voice trembling.

"We're still reeling from her death. We can't believe that she's really gone and the police really hasn’t done anything."

My heart went out to her, and I reached out to take her hand.

"I'm so sorry, Maria. If there's anything I can do to help..."

She shook her head, wiping away tears with the back of her hand.

"I just need to know that justice will be served. That someone will pay for what they did to Jennifer, and to all the other victims."

I nodded, feeling a sense of renewed purpose.

"We're getting closer to the truth, Maria. I think we're onto something big."

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with hope.

"What do you mean?"

I then explained that there was a pattern of the day they went missing and asked if there was anything significant about Friday.

"Friday," she murmured. She thought hard, her eyes narrowing in concentration. Moments later, she explained to me about the vouchers for grocery items in Degrasso that the toy factory Plastiqueland provided every Friday.

I nodded solemnly, knowing that the road ahead would be long and difficult. But I was determined to see this investigation through to the end, no matter what it took.

"I promise you, Maria, we'll do everything we can to bring the person responsible to justice," I said firmly.

"We won't rest until we find out who did this, and why."

Her eyes shone with gratitude, and she squeezed my hand tightly.

"Thank you, Ben. You have no idea what this means to me and my family."

I smiled reassuringly, feeling a sense of purpose that I hadn't felt in a long time.

"For now, just stay in touch. If you remember anything else that might be helpful, don't hesitate to contact me."

She nodded, wiping away a final tear.

"I will. And thank you, Ben. You're a good man."

As I watched her walk out of the coffee shop, I felt a renewed sense of determination. But I also knew that we couldn't do this alone. We needed to bring in the police, and to work with them to get the resources and support we needed to bring the killer to justice.

With a determined look in my eye, I headed back to my car, ready to start the next phase of the investigation. I knew that it wouldn't be easy, but I also knew that it was necessary.

As I drove back to the office, my mind raced with possibilities. Could the killer be someone from Plastiqueland? Or was it someone else entirely? And how did they manage to abduct their victims without anyone noticing?

These were questions that I didn't yet have the answers to, but I was determined to find out. Because at the end of the day, justice needed to be served. And I was the one to make sure that it was.


Dd - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I TOOK A DEEP BREATH and began to tell Bree about the information I had gathered from Maria. As I spoke, I could see the gears turning in her head, as she processed the information and tried to make sense of it all.

We brainstormed for what seemed like hours, tossing around ideas and theories until we were both exhausted. But even as we talked, I couldn't shake the feeling that something wasn't adding up.

Finally, I suggested that we hire a female detective to go undercover at the Degrasso supermarket, to see if there was anything suspicious going on.

But Bree shook her head, her expression grave.

"If it's already been six months and the police don't have any leads, they're probably trying to turn it into a cold case," she said.

"We need to do this investigation ourselves."

I looked at her in confusion, unsure of what she meant.

"But we're not detectives," I protested.

"We don't have the skills or the training to do something like this."

She shrugged. "We'll figure it out," she said simply.

"We have to. For the sake of the victims, and their families."

We looked at each other with the weight of the situation settling heavy on our shoulders.

Her expression darkened from the lack of options.

"I would do it myself, but..." she trailed off, biting her lip.

"But I'm two months pregnant," she said softly, almost whispering the words.

"I haven't told anyone yet, not even my husband."

My eyes widened in surprise and then I immediately congratulated her. But I also told her that she shouldn't do this kind of work, it's too dangerous for her and the baby.

We brainstormed some more, trying to come up with a plan. We checked the resumes of our female employees, hoping to find someone with a background in self-defense or law enforcement, but unfortunately, none of them fit the bill.

Then, her eyes suddenly lit up with an idea.

"Wait a minute," she said. "You used to be a taekwondo black belt, right?"

I nodded, unsure of where she was going with this.

"Yeah, I used to compete in tournaments and everything."

She grinned. "And you used to participate in shooting sports too, didn't you?"

I nodded again, feeling a little embarrassed at her sudden interest in my hobbies.

"Yeah, I did that for a while too. But what does that have to do with anything?"

Her expression turned serious again.

"It means that you have the skills we need to do this investigation," she said.

"We just have to figure out how to make it work."

I hesitated, unsure of how I could help.

"But I'm a guy," I pointed out. "The victims were all women."

She shrugged. "We'll figure it out," she said.

"Maybe we can get you to go undercover as a female employee of the Plastiqueland factory. It's a long shot, but it might be our only option."

As she spoke, I could feel my heart racing with excitement and fear. The idea of going undercover was both thrilling and terrifying, and I wasn't sure if I was ready for the challenge ahead of me.

I was flabbergasted by Bree's idea. Me, an investigative journalist, posing as a woman, trying to get a job at a toy factory that might be involved in the murder of 9 women in 6 months? It sounded like a plot from a B-movie. But I couldn't just brush off Bree's suggestion. She was my boss, and she knew what she was talking about.

Still, the thought of going undercover as a woman was daunting. I've always been a man's man, someone who excels in sports and is a taekwondo black belter. How could I possibly pass off as a woman? And even if I did, would I be able to pull off the job without being discovered?

As I got home, I realized that my thoughts were preoccupied with Maria. Even as she cried, she was beautiful. I found myself wanting to spend more time with her. Without hesitation, I picked up the phone and dialed her number.

"Hi, Maria. It's Ben. I was wondering if you would like to join me for dinner tonight at Dino’s restaurant?"

There was a slight pause, and then she replied, "Yes, that sounds lovely."

I felt a wave of excitement wash over me as I hung up the phone. I quickly showered and dressed up, feeling confident and handsome. I put on a crisp white shirt, black pants, and polished shoes. I ran my fingers through my hair and took a deep breath before heading out.

As I drove to the restaurant, I couldn't help but feel nervous. I wanted everything to go smoothly and hoped that she would enjoy herself.

The restaurant was a small, family-owned business that I had frequented before. The smell of spices and sizzling meat greeted me as I walked in, and I felt my stomach grumble with hunger.
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I spotted Maria at a table near the back of the restaurant. She was wearing a simple, yet elegant, red dress that hugged her curves perfectly. Her hair was styled in loose waves, and her makeup was minimal but accentuated her natural beauty. I couldn't help but feel captivated by her.

"Hi, Ben," she greeted me with a warm smile.

"Hi, Maria. You look beautiful," I said, feeling my cheeks turn slightly red.

We ordered our food and engaged in light conversation. I learned more about her life and her family. I found myself drawn to her kindness, intelligence, and grace. As the night went on, I realized that I didn't want it to end.

Later that night by her car, I looked into her eyes, feeling my heart race as I realized just how beautiful she was. "Maria," I said softly, "I know it's not the best time, but would you like to join me for a drink at my place?"

She hesitated for a moment, biting her lip, but then nodded her head. "Yes, I would like that," she said, smiling shyly at me.

I helped her into the passenger seat of my car and drove us back to my place. As soon as we arrived, we sat down on the couch and poured ourselves a drink.

We talked for hours, sharing stories and getting to know each other better. The chemistry between us was electric, and I found myself drawn to her in ways I had never experienced before.

Suddenly, I found myself leaning in, drawn to her lips like a moth to a flame. She met me halfway, and we kissed passionately, lost in the moment.
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When we finally pulled apart, she looked at me with a smile.

"I didn't expect this when I agreed to come over," she said, laughing softly.

I grinned back at her.

"Neither did I," I replied, feeling a warmth spread through my chest.

As we sat down in my apartment, I couldn't help but share Bree's suggestion with her.

"Can you believe my boss suggested I dress up as a woman to go undercover in the toy factory? It's ridiculous, right?"

She looked pensive for a moment, then said, "Actually, it's not that crazy of an idea."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"What do you mean?"

She looked at me, took a deep breath, and said, "I'm a transgender woman, Ben."

I was shocked, thinking that kissing her was gay. But then I realized that it didn't matter. The moment our lips met, I did not feel any different. And I still craved more of her taste after her revelation. What mattered was that I was attracted to her, regardless of her gender identity.

After a few moments of silence, she apologized for not telling me sooner, explaining that she didn't expect the kiss to happen. But I reassured her by kissing her more, letting her know that I was okay with it.

We continued to talk, and she revealed that she had some experience with disguises from her past job as a cabaret dancer. She suggested that she could help me transform into a convincing woman, but I wasn’t in the mood to dress up. All I wanted at that moment was to undress her in my bedroom.

I lead her to the bedroom, her hand clasped tightly in mine. The passion between us was so intense, it was like we were the only two people in the world.

As we kissed deeply, I began to slowly undress her, taking my time to savor every moment of our embrace.

"Ben," she moaned softly, "I've been wanting this for so long."

I couldn't help but feel a surge of desire in my chest.

"Me too," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her breasts were huge, with perky brown areolas. Like a hungry tiger, I pulled the garter of her panties.

“No!” she retorted.

She kept her panties, explaining that she hasn't undergone gender reassignment surgery yet. I was already in the heat of the moment and didn’t care anymore, without thinking things through, I pulled them down to reveal her pulsating and wet penis.

At first, I was a little taken aback, but her touch was so electric that any doubts I had quickly faded away. We continued to kiss as I explored her body, touching her breasts and caressing her skin.

Suddenly, she knelt down in front of me, her eyes locked with mine as she slowly undid my pants.

"I want to please you," she murmured softly.
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I moaned as she took me into her mouth, the sensation was so intense it was almost overwhelming. As she moved her head up and down, I felt my body quiver with pleasure.

“Mmm, you’re so big, Ben. I’ve never had something like this before.”

Proudly, I winked at her and continued moaning in ecstasy.

I moved up to her breasts once more and motorboated them.

"Ahhh!" she moaned in pleasure. I felt fulfilled hearing the sound of her lust, so I decided to do the unthinkable. Without thinking things through, I circled her cock with my fingers.

Never did I imagine I'd touch somebody else's penis in my life. But even if Maria had a huge member, being with her didn't make me feel gay. I felt like a guy who was with a girl that happened to have a cock.

"Ahh!" she moaned as I wrapped my hand around her dick. I was amazed at how warm it was. I ran my hand up and down her member a few times. I didn't know what I was doing, but I did it anyways.

I knew she was enjoying it, but I felt a little ashamed as well. I felt like I was doing something wrong, but I also felt really good, so I continued.

I got braver and braver. I took one hand off her cock and cupped her pent-up balls, which were really quite heavy. They were warm, and full.

"You're so good at this."

I guess I was. She was moaning so much, it was hard to believe I was actually doing something right.

The feeling I got from giving her pleasure was indescribable. She was so gorgeous and sexy, the way she moaned and squirmed around. The way her face looked as if she was in total bliss.

She squeezed her breasts and my mouth. I sucked on her one nipple, while she jerked herself off with my other hand. It was strange to have my mouth on one nipple while my hand moved up and down her shaft.

"It's been a while," she said, looking down at her dick.

"I haven't let a man pleasure me with my cock in a long time."

Her voice was thick with lust. Feeling the need to hear her recitations of gratitude, I slid my tongue on her balls. I was still new to this. Soon after, I tried my best not to gag.
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“Mmm!”

Her hips rocked back and forth and I was really hoping I wouldn't accidentally bite her penis. Her hands were on top of my head, holding me firmly in place. Her legs were spread wide open, pushing my head in even deeper.

"Oh fuck, that feels so good," she moaned.

I heard her phone vibrate; the alarm ringing. I pulled my head back then slowly pulled out. She was still panting, trying to catch her breath.

"You’re amazing, Ben. I can't believe you've never done this before."

"It’s no big deal," I said, trying to make light of it.

"It is a huge deal to me," she said, so sweetly.

There was an added effect to hearing my name on her lips. My cock grew even harder if that was even possible. I loved the sound of her moaning my name. I loved the way she said it, her voice high and desperate. I loved how much she was enjoying herself.

I continued sucking her cock and watched as her breasts bounced with delight. She thrusted harder and harder.

"Ben! I'm gonna!"

"Oh, God!"
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“Mmm, mmm!” I groaned.

She exploded in my mouth, her sweet lady gravy trailing my throat. Shivering from delight, she did one last push and expressed the last drop in me.

Her taste was bittersweet, like expensive honey from a Cedar tree. She then started kissing me and leaned in for a whisper.

"It's my turn to give you joy."

She knelt and started sucking me, and I was sure that she did a better job than I did. All I could do was put my hands behind my back and I had no control over how tense every muscle of my body was getting.

Slowly, she bent over by the edge of the bed, giving me a view of her tight hole and brown balls.

"Make love to me," she said playfully, before spitting on her hand and fingering her asshole.

I couldn't resist the temptation and quickly got on my knees behind her. I could feel the heat emanating from her body and the scent of her arousal was thick in the air. I reached out and grabbed her hips, pulling her closer to me.

With a deep groan, I entered her tight hole, feeling her muscles tighten around me. It was the tightest confinement my dick has ever been in. I felt like I just hit the orgasm lottery.

“Oomph!” she moaned and pushed back against me, urging me to go deeper.

I started to move in and out of her slowly at first, savoring the feeling of her tightness around me. But soon, I found myself consumed with desire and began to move faster, harder.

“Ah! Ben, fuck, ah!”

She moaned loudly with every thrust, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at the sounds of pleasure escaping her lips. I reached around and started to play with her cock, adding an extra level of stimulation.

“I’m gonna! Maria, I’m gonna—"
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Her body quivered and shook as she reached the peak of her pleasure once more, and I continued to thrust into her until I felt myself climax as well, spilling my seed deep inside her. We both collapsed onto the ground, panting and sweating, completely spent.

As we lay on the carpet, our bodies still entwined, I couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt wash over me. I knew we shouldn't be doing this.

“That was amazing, Ben.”

“You’re the best,” I whispered before kissing her passionately.


Dd - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

AS I WALKED INTO THE OFFICE, I couldn't help but smile to myself, thinking about the incredible night I spent with Maria. The memories of her touch, her scent, her kisses, all still fresh in my mind. It was a night to remember, one that made me feel more alive than ever before.

As I sat down at my desk, Bree approached me, asking if I had thought more about her suggestion.

“Check this out,” she said, showing me a photo of my super-imposed face on a woman’s body in her phone. I couldn't help but chuckle, but then, I took a closer look and couldn't believe how convincing it looked.

"I don't make a bad girl, do I?" I said, feeling a sense of amusement.

She nodded her head in agreement, then asked once again if I had made up my mind. I took a deep breath, knowing that this was a decision that could change my life forever.

"I'm still not sure," I admitted.

"I want to try, but I need to feel confident that I can pass as a woman. If I don't, I'll have to find other options."

She nodded her head, understanding my concerns. She offered some encouraging words, telling me that I had nothing to lose and that I should give it a shot.

As the day went on, I couldn't help but feel more and more excited about the possibility of transforming into a woman, not because I had a thing for cross-dressing, but because it was a good way to get the victims justice and hopefully, help Maria move on.

But I also knew that this was a big step and that there were risks involved. What if I couldn't pass as a woman? What would people think of me? These were all questions that were racing through my mind.

As soon as Bree left my office, I picked up my phone and dialed Maria's number, my heart beating with anticipation as I waited for her to answer.

When she picked up, her sweet voice immediately soothed me, and I couldn't help but feel a wave of relief wash over me.

"Hey, Maria," I said, my voice filled with excitement.

"I miss you."

"I miss you too, Ben," she replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

"I was wondering, could you help me out with something?" I asked hesitantly, my nerves suddenly getting the best of me.

"Of course, Ben," she said, sounding genuinely curious.

"What do you need help with?"

"I was thinking...I want to try dressing up as a woman for the investigation," I said, my voice trailing off uncertainly.

There was a moment of silence on the other end of the line, and I worried that I had said the wrong thing. But then her voice came back, filled with excitement and eagerness.

"I would love to help you, Ben!" she exclaimed.

"I work at a beauty salon, and I could help you with your makeup and everything."

My heart swelled with gratitude, and I couldn't help but feel like the luckiest guy in the world to have someone like her in my life.

"That sounds amazing," I said, my voice filled with excitement.

"When can we meet?"

"How about tomorrow afternoon?" she suggested.

"I'll meet you at the salon at 2 PM."

"Sounds perfect," I said, feeling a grin spread across my face.

"I can't wait."

We said our goodbyes, and I hung up the phone, feeling a sense of nervous anticipation bubbling up inside of me. But at the same time, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the opportunity to solve this case with her help.

The next day, I arrived at the salon right on time, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement as I walked through the door. She was waiting for me inside, her face lighting up as soon as she saw me.

"Hey, Ben!" she said, giving me a hug.

"I'm so glad you made it."

I returned the hug, feeling a sense of warmth and comfort in her embrace.

She turned to me with a look of gratitude.

"Thank you so much, Ben. I can't believe you're doing this for me."

I smiled and took her hand in mine.

"Of course, Maria. Your sister deserves justice, and I'm going to do everything in my power to make sure she gets it."

She leaned in and hugged me once more.

"I don't know what I would do without you," she said.

I pulled away from the embrace, holding her at arm's length.

"You don't have to worry about that. I'll always be here for you."

She smiled up at me, her eyes shining with appreciation.

"I know you will," she said.

We stood there for a moment, just looking at each other, before I cleared my throat.

"So, how do we do this?"

She chuckled. "Right, let’s start with your face."
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As she expertly applied makeup to my face, she started explaining the differences between the facial features of men and women.

"Women generally have rounder faces, with round foreheads and full cheeks. Men, on the other hand, have a more angular face with a square jawline and high cheekbones." she said, while continuing to work on my face.

I listened intently to her every word, absorbing everything like a sponge. It was fascinating to learn about the differences, and it gave me a newfound appreciation for the art of makeup. As she worked, I felt my face transforming, my features softening and becoming more feminine.

"It's amazing how makeup can change the way you look," I said, marveling at the transformation.

She smiled, "Yes, it is. But it's not just about putting on makeup, it's also about knowing which features to accentuate and which to play down."

I nodded in agreement as she continued to work her magic. It was incredible to see how she was able to use makeup to highlight my cheekbones and make my eyes appear larger and more alluring.

As she worked on my lips, I couldn't help but feel a little self-conscious. I had never worn makeup before, and it was a strange feeling to see myself with bright red lipstick. But as she looked at me with approval, I began to feel more confident.

"Wow, you look stunning," she said, admiring her handiwork.

"You're a natural."

Her words made me feel elated, like I had discovered a hidden talent. I felt like a new person, someone who was confident and beautiful.

As we continued to work on my makeup, she explained how she was using different colors and shades to create the illusion of a softer, more feminine face. She showed me how to apply eyeliner and mascara, how to blend eyeshadow, and how to use blush to create a natural-looking flush.

I was amazed at how much there was to learn, but she was an excellent teacher, patient and thorough. She took the time to show me each step, explaining the purpose and technique behind everything.

As we finished up, she handed me a mirror, and I looked at myself in awe. I couldn't believe how different I looked, how beautiful I felt. It was like I had been reborn as a new person.

"Thank you, Maria," I said, genuinely grateful for all her help.

"I don't think I would be as comfortable as I am if you didn’t do this with me."

She smiled, "Of course, Ben. I'm happy to help. You look amazing, and I'm sure you're going to knock them dead."

As she finished putting on the makeup, she excitedly moved on to the wig, showing me different styles and giving them playful names.

"How about 'The Bombshell' or 'The Seductress'?" she suggested with a mischievous grin. I couldn't help but chuckle at her enthusiasm.

I looked at myself in the mirror, my face looking completely different from my usual self. It was like seeing a stranger, a woman looking back at me.

I felt a mix of excitement and nervousness at the same time. Maria noticed my hesitation and reassured me with a gentle hand on my shoulder.

"Don't worry, Ben. You're going to look absolutely stunning," she said with a reassuring smile.

I nodded, feeling a sense of trust in her skills. She carefully picked out a few wigs that she thought would suit me, each with their own distinct style and color.

She placed them one by one on my head, making adjustments and asking for my opinion. We shared a laugh as I tried on a short pink bob, which she called The Pixie Dreamgirl.

Finally, we settled on a long, flowing blonde wig, with soft curls framing my face. She named it The Golden Goddess, and I couldn't help but smile at the playful name.

As she helped me adjust it and make it look perfect, I felt a sudden burst of confidence.

I stood up and walked around the room, feeling the hair sway gently with my movements. It was like a switch had been flipped, and suddenly I felt like a completely different person.

She beamed with pride as she watched me twirl and pose, telling me how gorgeous I looked. I couldn't help but blush at her compliments.

The whole experience was surreal, like stepping into a new identity. I never thought I would have the courage to do something like this, but with her guidance and support, I felt like I could conquer the world.

She continued to give me tips and advice on how to carry myself as a woman, from the way I walked to the way I spoke.

We shared more laughter as we joked around and tried on different accessories, from clip-on earrings to necklaces. I was amazed at how a few simple pieces could completely transform an outfit. She had a keen eye for fashion, and it showed in the way she effortlessly put together different looks for me.

As we finished up and I looked at myself in the mirror one last time. She had not only transformed my appearance, but also my mindset. I felt a newfound appreciation for the effort and artistry that goes into getting ready as a woman.

“Wait! We’re not done yet.”

She then emerged from the backroom with a pile of shapewear and lingerie, her eyes sparkled with excitement.

"Okay, let's get to work on your curves," she said, grinning mischievously.

I felt a flush of nervousness and excitement as I took the shapewear from her.

"I don't know if I'm ready for this," I admitted, fumbling with the lacy fabric.

"Nonsense, you're going to be fabulous," she said firmly, taking a waist binder from the pile.

"We just need to give you a little help in the right places."

I took a deep breath as she began to expertly wrap the binder around my waist, pulling it tight to create the illusion of a curvy figure.

"Wow, this is...tight," I managed to say, feeling a little lightheaded.

"It's supposed to be, darling," she said, patting my back reassuringly.

"You want to create those feminine curves, don't you?"

I nodded, feeling a thrill of excitement as she handed me a pair of padded panties.

"These will help give you a little extra lift in the right places," she said, winking at me.

I slipped them on, feeling a little self-conscious in the lacy lingerie.

"Do I really look like a woman?" I asked nervously.

She beamed at me.

"Absolutely, darling," she said, adjusting the straps of a lacy bra.

"Just wait until you see yourself in the mirror."

I tentatively stepped in front of the full-length mirror, feeling a wave of nervousness wash over me. But as I caught sight of myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but gasp in amazement.
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"Wow," I breathed, turning to face her. "I actually look like a woman."

"Of course you do," she said, beaming at me.

"You're absolutely gorgeous, darling."

We spent the next hour experimenting with different types of lingerie and shapewear, trying to create the most feminine figure possible. She was a pro at this, carefully selecting pieces that would flatter my body and enhance my curves.

As I twirled around in front of the mirror, admiring the way the silky fabric hugged my curves, she clapped her hands in excitement.

"I knew you had it in you."

I couldn't help but feel a rush of pride as she helped me slip into a slinky black dress, my newly-created curves on full display. "I can't believe how amazing this feels," I said, grinning from ear to ear.

"It's all about the confidence, darling," she said, placing a hand on my shoulder.

"If you believe in yourself, you can do anything."

I nodded, feeling more confident than I ever had before. With Maria's help, I felt like I could catch the killer, one fabulous outfit at a time.


Dd - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A DAY LATER, As I walked through the bustling mall with Maria by my side, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nerves. I had never bought women's clothing before, let alone in a public place like this.

But her infectious energy and encouragement kept me going, reminding me that we were doing this for a greater cause.

We made our way to the first clothing store, where she immediately started pulling dresses and skirts off the racks, examining each one with a critical eye.

I watched in awe as she expertly navigated the store, picking out pieces that would flatter my new figure.

"Ooh, this one would look amazing on you," she exclaimed, holding up a flowy sundress in a vibrant shade of blue.

I took the dress from her, feeling the soft fabric against my fingertips.

"I don't know if I'm ready for something this bold," I admitted, feeling self-conscious.

She gave me a reassuring smile. "Trust me, Ben, you're going to rock this look. And besides, it's all about having fun and feeling confident in your own skin."

With her encouragement ringing in my ears, I stepped into the dressing room to try on the dress. It took some maneuvering to get into it, but once I did, I couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration.

The dress hugged my curves in all the right places, making me feel feminine and beautiful.

As we made our way through the mall, she continued to pick out different pieces for me to try on, from fitted blouses to flouncy skirts. Each new outfit brought with it a rush of excitement, as I reveled in the feeling of expressing a new side of myself.

We eventually made our way to the makeup section, where her expert eye came in handy once again. She helped me pick out the perfect shade of foundation, and then walked me through the steps of applying it properly.

As she worked her magic with blush and eyeshadow, I couldn't help but feel amazed at the transformation taking place before my eyes.

"Wow," I whispered, admiring my reflection in the mirror.

"I look like a completely different person. You did it again."

She beamed at me. "You look stunning, Ben. And the best part is, this is all just the beginning."

We continued our shopping spree, picking out lacy lingerie and sleek waist binders to help give me a more feminine shape. I marveled at the way each new piece of clothing helped me tap into a new side of myself, one that I had never explored before.

I returned home from the mall, carrying multiple shopping bags filled with women's clothing, makeup, and lingerie. My heart was racing with excitement as I couldn't wait to try on everything I bought. I quickly rushed to my room, closed the door behind me, and began to sort through the bags.

I started with the clothes, pulling out a beautiful floral sundress that caught my eye in the store. It was a light and airy material, perfect for a warm summer day.

I slipped it on, twirling around in front of my mirror, admiring how it flowed with my movements.

Next, I moved on to the makeup, laying out all the products on my vanity. I had never applied makeup before, but Maria had given me some tips and tricks, and I was eager to give it a try.

I started with the basics, foundation, concealer, and powder, and then moved on to the more intricate parts, like the eyeshadow and lipstick. It was a bit of a challenge at first, but I quickly got the hang of it.
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After finishing my makeup, I moved on to the lingerie. Maria had shown me different types of bras and panties to help create a more feminine shape, and I was excited to try them on.

I started with a black lace bra, feeling a bit self-conscious at first, but quickly getting over it as I realized how comfortable and supportive it was. I then slipped on some matching panties, feeling a rush of excitement as I looked at myself in the mirror.

As I tried on different outfits and experimented with my makeup, I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of confidence and empowerment.

For the first time in my life, I felt comfortable and at ease in my own skin. It was a feeling I had never experienced before, and it was intoxicating.

I spent hours trying on different clothes, mixing and matching outfits, and experimenting with my makeup. It was like a whole new world had opened up to me, and I was eager to explore every corner of it.

As the night wore on, I eventually grew tired and decided to call it a night. I carefully took off all the clothes and lingerie, washed off my makeup, and put everything away in my closet.

The day after, I walked into the office with a sense of pride, my head held high. I knew that today, I was going to reveal to my friend and colleague Bree my recent progress in my transformation.

I couldn't wait to share the excitement I felt over my newfound femininity with her. She greeted me with a warm smile and a nod, and I could already see the curiosity in her eyes.

As soon as we sat down, I couldn't wait any longer, and the words just spilled out of my mouth, "Bree, I've been training to dress up as a woman."

The excitement in my voice was unmistakable, and her eyes widened with excitement.

"Really?!" she exclaimed, leaning forward in her chair. "Tell me everything."
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I couldn't help but laugh at her enthusiasm, and I pulled out my phone, scrolling through the pictures of my transformation the night before.

She was speechless as she looked through the photos, her eyes widening at the sight of me in full makeup, hair styled, and dressed in feminine attire.

"You look amazing!" she exclaimed.

"I can't believe how different you look."

Her words filled me with a sense of pride and accomplishment. I had never felt so confident and comfortable in my own skin before, and seeing the reaction on her face only made me feel even more validated.

We spent the rest of the morning going through my pictures and discussing the different aspects of dressing up as a woman, from the clothes to the makeup and everything in between.

She was incredibly knowledgeable, and her insights and tips were invaluable to me.

The following weeks were a blur of shopping trips, makeup tutorials, and practice runs in front of the mirror. I spent hours perfecting my makeup skills, experimenting with different hairstyles, and trying on countless outfits to find the perfect look.

Each time I stepped out of the house dressed as a woman, I felt a sense of excitement and anticipation that I had never experienced before.

I was finally comfortable with myself, and it showed in the way I carried myself and interacted with the world around me.

One chilly night, I decided to test how passable I was. My cover highly depended on how convincing I looked. As I walked into the bar, I felt a mix of excitement and nervousness.

The music was loud, and the lights were dim. I could hear men whistling and making catcalls as I walked past them in my high heels.

"Hey there, gorgeous, what's your name?" One man asked, grinning at me.

I took a deep breath, trying to sound confident as I replied, "Bonnie. My name is Bonnie."

"Bonnie, huh? Nice to meet you, I'm Jack. Can I buy you a drink?"

I smiled, feeling a rush of adrenaline as I replied, "Sure, Jack. I'll have a martini."

As Jack went to the bar to get my drink, I looked around the bar, trying to blend in as much as possible. It was a mix of excitement and fear, but I was determined to prove to myself that I could pull this off.
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"Hey, you look like you could use a friend," another man said, coming up to me.

I took another deep breath, trying to stay calm as I replied, "Thanks, but I'm just here to have a drink and enjoy the music."

The man nodded, taking the hint, and walked away. I felt a surge of relief and took a sip of my drink as Jack came back with his beer.

"Cheers, Bonnie," he said, clinking his glass against mine.

I smiled, feeling weirded out by the company of a man. We chatted for a while, and I felt myself relaxing more and more as the night went on.

It was surprising how much being treated as a woman could affect my confidence.

As the night went on, more men came up to me, asking me to dance or buy me drinks. I felt like I was living a twisted dream, and I was happy that I was able to pull it off.

"Hey, Bonnie, I think you're really cute," one man said, leaning in closer to me.

I smiled, feeling a blush creeping up on my cheeks as I replied, "Thank you, that's very sweet of you."

"Do you want to dance?" he asked, holding out his hand.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling unsure if I was ready to take it to that level, but then I reminded myself that this was all about pushing my boundaries and catching the killer.

"I would love to," I said, taking his hand and following him to the dance floor.

As we danced, I felt myself losing myself in the music and the moment. I forgot about all my worries and doubts and just enjoyed being in the moment.

"You're a great dancer," he said, smiling at me.

"Thanks, I'm having a lot of fun," I replied, feeling myself blush again.

The night went on, and I talked and danced with more men. I even got asked for my phone number a few times, which was both flattering and a little overwhelming.

As the night came to an end, I felt a mix of emotions. I was sad that it was over, but also proud of myself for stepping out of my comfort zone and experiencing something new.

Walking out of the bar, I felt like a different person than when I walked in. I had a new confidence and self-assurance that I never knew existed before.

The next day was the day. I woke up early, heart pounding with nervousness, knowing that today was the day I would come to work dressed as a woman.

It was a day I had been both anticipating and dreading for weeks. As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel both excited and scared at the same time.

I took a deep breath and began to prepare. I carefully applied my makeup, trying to make sure I looked as feminine as possible. I straightened my wig, making sure it sat just right on my head.

I then stepped into my new clothes, a floral dress that flowed just right and a pair of heels that gave me just the right amount of height.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't believe the transformation. I was temporarily no longer Ben, but Bonnie, a woman.

The anticipation was both thrilling and nerve-wracking. I took a few selfies to capture the moment, before making my way to work.

As I walked into the office, I could feel all eyes on me. My heart was pounding in my chest, but I kept my head held high and walked with confidence. I could hear the whispers and the murmurs as I walked past, but I tried to ignore them and keep my focus.

When I finally reached my desk, Bree was already there, typing away on her computer. As she looked up and saw me, her eyes widened in surprise.

"Ben?" she exclaimed, a grin spreading across her face.

"You look amazing!"

I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief wash over me at her words.

"Thank you," I said, my voice a little higher and more feminine than usual. "I've been practicing."

Bree walked around me, inspecting my outfit and makeup.

"You did a great job," she said, nodding in approval.

"I never would have guessed it was you."

I smiled, feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment wash over me. It was scary, but it was also exhilarating to be able to present myself as the person I always knew I was inside.

As the day went on, I noticed that my coworkers were starting to get used to seeing me dressed as a woman. They began to treat me just like any other woman in the office, chatting with me, complimenting my outfit, and even offering to grab lunch with me.

It was a surreal feeling, but I was grateful for the support and encouragement of my coworkers. I knew that it wasn't easy for them to adjust to the change, but they were doing their best to make me feel comfortable and welcome.

As the day came to an end, I realized that I had done it. I had faced my fears and come to work dressed as a woman. It was a small step, but it was an important one.

And as I walked out of the office, still wearing my dress and heels, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and joy at finally being able to be my true self.

Three days later, as I walked into my office, I noticed a tall, broad-shouldered man standing next to Bree's desk. She looked up and saw me, a big grin spreading across her face.

"Bonnie, this is Chad Brandt," she said, gesturing to the man.
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"He's a private investigator I hired to help us with the case."

I looked up at him and was struck by his almost-perfect looks. He had short, curly dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to stare straight through me.

He was wearing a linen shirt and tie, and despite his muscular build, he looked a little introverted and geeky based on how thick the frame of his reading glasses were.

"Nice to meet you, Bonnie," he said, extending his hand.

I shook his hand and felt a strange jolt of electricity shoot up my arm.

"Likewise," I said, my voice trembling slightly.

He looked me up and down, his eyes widening in surprise. "Wow, I can't believe it," he said.

"You look amazing. I would never have guessed that you’re a dude."

I blushed and looked down at my feet, feeling both embarrassed and flattered.

"Me neither," I jested.

Bree chuckled.

"Yeah, Bonnie's been practicing a lot. She's got quite the talent for it."

He smiled. "Well, it certainly shows. I'm impressed. Now, let's get to work."


Dd - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

AS CHAD AND I SAT ACROSS from each other in the dimly lit coffee shop, we started to discuss our plan. I told him about the Degrasso grocery vouchers and how they were given out on Fridays, which coincided with the day the victims went missing.

He listened intently, nodding along as I spoke.

"That's a good lead," he said, rubbing his chin thoughtfully.

"But we should also consider Plastiqueland."

"Plastiqueland?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah," he said, pulling out his phone and scrolling through some notes.

"It's possible that the killer is one of the workers or has some connection to the factory."

I mulled over his suggestion, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement. This was all so new to me, but I was determined to find justice for Maria and the other victims.

"Okay," I said, taking a deep breath.

"Let's do it. What's your plan?"

He leaned forward, his eyes bright with energy.

His idea left me speechless. Work inside the factory where the victims worked? It's a risk, but I'm willing to take it if it means catching the killer.

I could feel my heart racing as he explained his plan to me, and despite my initial hesitation, the more he talked about it, the more it made sense.

"I have a friend who can make you fake papers," he said.

"We can have them ready by morning. With your transformation skills, I'm sure you can pass as a woman."

I nodded slowly, taking in his words. It sounded risky, but I knew that if we were to catch the killer, we had to do something drastic.

"Okay," I said finally. "Let's do it."

He grinned, clearly excited by our plan.

"Great. We'll meet tomorrow morning, and I'll have the papers ready for you."

The rest of the day went by in a blur as I tried to prepare myself mentally for what was to come. That night, I couldn't sleep, my mind racing with thoughts of the factory and the potential danger I could face. But I was determined to see this through.

The next morning, I met up with him at a coffee shop near the factory. He handed me the fake papers, which looked surprisingly authentic.

"Good luck," he said, patting me on the back. "I'll be in touch."

I took a deep breath as I walked towards the factory entrance, my heart pounding in my chest. I was dressed in my best feminine work attire, and had put on some makeup to accentuate my features. I was nervous and scared, but I had to do this to catch my Maria’s sister’s killer.
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As I entered the factory, I approached the receptionist and asked to speak with the HR for a job opening. She looked me up and down and then picked up the phone.

"We have a candidate for the assembly line," she said into the receiver.

A few moments later, a man in his late thirties appeared, looking me up and down with a flirtatious smile.

"So, you want to work here, pretty lady?" he asked, his eyes lingering on my chest.

I forced a smile and nodded, my heart racing with anxiety.

"Yes, sir. I'm looking for a job."

"Well, we need someone to start immediately, due to the recent killings," he said, his eyes darting around the room.

"Can you start today?" I nodded eagerly.

"Yes, I can start right away."

"Good," he said with a smile.

"I'll have someone show you to the assembly line. Your job is to put together toy parts, and make sure they're assembled correctly. Can you handle that, sweetheart?"

I nodded again, trying my best to hide my nerves.

"Yes, I think I can handle it."

As he turned away to talk to someone else, I let out a sigh of relief. I had made it in. But the real test would be blending in and not raising any suspicion.

I was led to the assembly line, where I was introduced to the other workers. They all gave me curious looks, and I could feel their eyes on me as I took my place. I tried my best to appear confident, but my heart was pounding in my chest.

As I began to work, I realized how tedious and repetitive the job was. I put together toy parts, over and over again, trying to keep my mind from wandering. But it was hard to stay focused, knowing the reason why I was here.
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I glanced around the factory, trying to spot any potential suspects. There were a few men who gave me uneasy feelings, but it was hard to tell if they were just typical factory workers or something more sinister.

As the day went on, I began to feel more comfortable in my role. The other workers started to ignore me, and I fell into the rhythm of the assembly line. But I couldn't help but wonder if I was making any progress in the investigation.

After what felt like hours, my shift finally ended. I walked out of the factory, feeling relieved to be out of there.

I met up with Chad outside, who gave me a nod of approval.

"You did good today," he said, his eyes scanning the factory.

"Did you spot anything suspicious?"

I shook my head, feeling a sense of disappointment. "No, nothing yet. It all just seemed like normal factory work."

He put a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"Don't worry, we'll keep looking. We just have to keep at it and be patient."

I nodded, feeling grateful for his support. We walked back to the car in silence, both lost in our own thoughts. But I couldn't help but wonder what the next day at the factory would bring, and if I would finally catch a break in the case.

The next day, I arrived at the factory, anxious and nervous about the male worker who had looked at me in such a lascivious way. I tried my best to keep my cool as I made my way to the assembly line, but my heart was racing with each passing moment.

As I walked, I noticed several other male workers staring at me, making me feel even more uncomfortable.

I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself. I reminded myself that I was here to gather information and help solve a case, not to be intimidated by these men.

I began chatting with some of the other workers, trying to make friends and gain their trust. It wasn't long before I found myself in conversation with a group of women who worked at the factory.

"So, how do you like it here so far?" one of them asked me.

"It's been okay," I replied nervously.

"It's definitely different than what I'm used to."

"Yeah, it can be a bit overwhelming at first," another woman chimed in.

"But once you get the hang of things, it's not so bad."

As we talked, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with these women. They were all so friendly and welcoming, and I began to feel more at ease in my surroundings.

But despite my attempts to blend in, I couldn't shake the feeling that some of the male workers were watching me closely. It made me wonder if any of them could be the killer.

I tried to observe their behavior and body language, looking for any signs of guilt or suspicion.

During my break, I decided to wander around the factory, hoping to find some clues or evidence that could lead me closer to the killer.

As I walked, I noticed a group of male workers huddled together, whispering and laughing. I couldn't help but feel that they were talking about me, and it made me feel even more uneasy.

But I refused to let my fear and paranoia get the best of me. I knew I had to stay focused and continue with my investigation. As the days went by, I kept a close eye on the male workers, trying to gather any information that could be useful to the case.

One day, I overheard two male workers talking about a party that was happening at a worker’s house that weekend. They were being secretive and didn't want anyone else to know about it. I couldn't help but wonder if this party could have something to do with the case.

I decided to take a chance and try to gather more information about the party. I approached one of the male workers and struck up a conversation, pretending to be interested in attending the party myself. To my surprise, he was more than happy to tell me all about it.

"It's gonna be wild," he said with a grin.

"All the guys from the factory and some of the girls are going, and we're gonna have a great time."

As I was sitting in the cafeteria, trying to gather more information about the workers in the factory, I saw a young lady sitting alone in a corner, crying.

As I approached her, I noticed her wiping away tears from her eyes. I hesitated for a moment, but then I decided to approach her.

"Hey there, are you okay?" I asked her softly.

She looked up at me, and her eyes were red and swollen. She sniffled and wiped her nose with the back of her hand.

"No, I'm not okay," she said, her voice trembling.
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"I miss my friend Carla. She used to sit with me here every day, and now she's gone."

I sat down next to her and put my hand on her shoulder. "I'm sorry for your loss," I said.

"I'm Bonnie. I heard about the killings too. What was she like?"

She looked at me, and a small smile formed on her lips.

"She was the best," she said.

"Always laughing and joking around. She made this place bearable."

We chatted for a while, and I learned more about Carla and Lupe's friendship. She was a few years younger than Carla and had just started working in the factory. Carla had taken her under her wing, and they had become fast friends.

As we talked, I couldn't help but wonder if Carla's killer was one of the men in the factory. I decided to ask her if she had noticed anything strange or suspicious.

"I don't know," she said, her voice shaking.

"Everyone here seems nice enough, but I guess you never really know, do you?"

I nodded in agreement.

"Have you seen any of the men acting strangely?"

She looked down at her hands, and her voice became barely a whisper.

"There's one guy who always stares at me. It makes me really uncomfortable."

My heart started to race. This could be our lead.

"Can you tell me who he is?" I asked her.

She looked up at me, and her eyes were full of fear. She hesitated for a moment, and then she whispered a name. I didn't recognize it, but I made a mental note to look him up later.

"Thank you, Lupe," I said.

" If you ever need anything, just let me know."

She smiled weakly at me, and I stood up to leave. As I walked away, I couldn't shake the feeling that we were getting closer to finding the killer.

It was the night of the party, and I was nervous as I walked into the crowded house. The music was loud, the air was thick with the smell of sweat and alcohol, and I felt like every eye in the room was on me. I had dressed carefully, trying to look as feminine as possible, but I still felt like an imposter.
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As I scanned the room, my eyes landed on a man who had been eyeing me earlier in the factory. He was sitting on a couch, nursing a beer, and I could see the hunger in his eyes as he looked me up and down. I could feel my heart racing as I approached him.

"Hey there, I'm Bonnie," I said, trying to keep my voice as feminine as possible.

"Jose," he replied, offering me a smile that made my skin crawl.

"I've seen you around the factory. You work in the assembly line, right?"

I nodded, trying to play the part of a naive woman.

"Would you like to go somewhere quieter?" he asked, gesturing towards the basement.

"The music isn't so loud down there."

I hesitated for a moment, wondering if this was a mistake, but I knew I had to take the risk. I followed him down the stairs, trying not to let my fear show.

The basement was dimly lit, with a few people scattered around, drinking and smoking. Jose led me to a corner where we could talk more privately.

"So, Bonnie," he said, taking a sip of his beer.

"What brings you to this party? You don't seem like the type to hang out in places like this."

"I was invited by a friend," I lied, hoping that he wouldn't see through my deception.

"Well, I'm glad you came," he said, moving closer to me.

"You're a very pretty girl."

I could feel my skin crawl as he leaned in, his breath hot on my neck. But I had to stay focused, I had to get information.

"Thanks," I said, trying to sound coy.

"So, what do you do for work?"

"I work in the factory, like you," he said, running a hand through his hair.

"But I'm in a different department. I work in shipping and receiving."

"Do you like it?" I asked, trying to keep the conversation going.

"It pays the bills," he shrugged.

"But it's not exactly my dream job, you know?"

I nodded, feeling like I was getting nowhere. But then, he suddenly leaned in, his voice lowering to a whisper.

"Listen, Bonnie," he said.

"I'm going to be honest with you. I saw you at work, and I couldn't help but notice how pretty you are. And, well, I was wondering if you might want to hang out sometime. Maybe we could go for a drink, or something?"

My heart sank as I realized what he was getting at. He wasn't interested in talking to me about the case, he was interested in me.

"I don't think that's a good idea," I said, trying to back away.

"Why not?" he said, moving closer.

"Come on, we could have some fun. I promise, I'll take good care of you."

I could feel my blood turning to ice as he moved in, his hands reaching for my waist. I had to act fast.

"I'm sorry, I really have to go," I said, pulling away.

"Maybe we can talk more at work."

With that, I turned and ran up the stairs, feeling like I had narrowly escaped a dangerous situation. As I stepped out into the night air, I felt relieved to be free of that place.

It was a sudden silence that descended upon the room. The music that was once blasting in the background was abruptly cut off, and everyone turned their heads towards the worker who stopped the music.

He looked around nervously before announcing the tragic news.

"Lupe was found dead just now."

The room erupted into a flurry of worried murmurs and frantic whispers. Everyone was asking questions, wondering what had happened and who could have done such a thing. I felt a knot form in my stomach as I realized that the killer was still out there, lurking in the shadows.

Jose, who had been standing next to me, looked visibly shaken.

"Oh my God, I can't believe this," he said, his voice trembling.

"I knew Lupe, she was a good person. Who could have done this?"

I felt a pang of guilt in my chest as I realized that I had suspected Jose of being the killer. But seeing the genuine concern and grief on his face, I knew that I had been wrong.

His face twisted in anger, and he clenched his fists.

"This has to stop. We can't live in fear anymore."

Others echoed his sentiment, their voices rising in unison. The anger and frustration were palpable, and I could feel the weight of the situation settling heavily on my shoulders.

I had come here to find the killer, to bring justice to the victims and their families. But now, faced with the reality of the situation, it all seemed too overwhelming.

As the night wore on, the mood in the house became more somber. We had lost one of our own, and it was a harsh reminder of the danger that we were all in. I found myself sitting in a corner, lost in thought.


Dd - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I met up with Chad at a nearby coffee shop to talk about what happened the night before. I told him how everyone was so worried about Lupe's death, and how even Jose seemed to be genuinely concerned.

He nodded as he sipped his coffee, "It's always possible that the killer is someone who is good at blending in. But I still believe that it's someone from within the company."

"But why would they do it? What could possibly be their motive?" I asked, puzzled.

"There could be several reasons. Maybe they're trying to sabotage the company, or maybe they're after one of the workers for personal reasons," he said thoughtfully.
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I frowned, "But we can't just rule out the possibility that the killer is from outside the company, like someone from Degrasso."

He shook his head, "It's unlikely. We've already investigated the store, and there was no evidence to suggest that anyone there was involved in the killings."

"But what about the vouchers? The workers could be using it to lure their victims," I argued.

He sighed, "Look, Bonnie, I know you're trying to help, but we need to focus on the most probable suspects first. We'll investigate the higher-ups in Plastiqueland and see if they have any connections to the victims."

I nodded reluctantly, still feeling unsure about the direction of the investigation.
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As we finished our coffee, He patted my shoulder, "Don't worry, Bonnie. We'll get to the bottom of this. Just keep your eyes and ears open."

I left the coffee shop feeling a little disheartened. I knew he was doing his best, but I couldn't shake off the feeling that we were missing something important.

The next few days at work were uneventful, but I couldn't help but feel on edge. Every time I saw a male worker staring at me, I couldn't help but wonder if they were the killer.

One day, I decided to try to make small talk with some of the workers to see if I could gather any information. I chatted with a guy named Pablo, who worked at the assembly line next to me.

He seemed friendly enough, but didn't really have any useful information.

As we were talking, the topic of Lupe's death came up.

"I can't believe someone would do something like that," I said, feigning shock.

He shook his head, "Yeah, it's messed up. We're all angry and scared. But we're not going to let it stop us from working."

I nodded in agreement, but inside I felt a sense of unease. Was the killer really someone from the company? Or was there something else going on?
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That night, I met up with Chad again at the coffee shop. We discussed the lack of progress in the investigation and I brought up my suggestion again about the possibility of the killer being from Degrasso.

He sighed, "Bonnie, we've already investigated that angle. There's no evidence to suggest that anyone from the grocery store was involved in the killings."

I frowned, feeling frustrated.

"But there has to be something we're missing. Maybe we need to look into the victims' personal lives or something."

He nodded thoughtfully, "That's not a bad idea. Maybe we can find some connections there. But for now, let's focus on the higher-ups in Plastiqueland."

I nodded, feeling a little better that my suggestion was at least being considered. But deep down, I knew that we needed to look at all possibilities if we were going to solve this case.

As the weeks passed, the tension in the factory only seemed to grow. The workers were on edge, and everyone was suspecting everyone else. It was as if the killer could be anyone, anywhere, at any time.

I tried to keep a low profile and blend in with the others, but it was hard when the fear was palpable in the air.

One day, as I was working at the assembly line, I noticed that the girl next to me was acting strange. She was sweating profusely and her hands were shaking.

I asked her if she was okay, but she just ignored me and kept working. I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off about her.

That night, as I was getting ready to clock out.

“Bonnie!”

The shaky girl said then introduced herself as Manuela and asked if she could talk to me. She seemed jittery and paranoid. She kept looking over her shoulder as she spoke.
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As we conversed, I could sense the fear and desperation in her voice. It was clear that she was convinced that there was a cover-up and that the police weren't doing enough to catch the killer.

"Wait, what do you mean items from the killer?" I asked, my heart racing.

Manuela looked around nervously before continuing.

"I heard that they found some things at the scene of the crime that didn't belong to any of the victims. But they're keeping it quiet, you know how they are."

I felt a chill run down my spine. Could it be that the killer was still out there, watching and waiting?

"And what about the glasses?" I asked, leaning forward.

She looked down at her lap, clearly uncomfortable.

"I found them at the site where they found Lupe's body. I was done waiting for an answer so I just took them."

My eyes narrowed.

"Why didn't you go to the police?"

"I was scared," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"And I didn't know who to trust."

I could understand her fear. After all, the killer was still out there, and no one knew who he was.

I thanked her for trusting me and promised to keep her secret safe. We rode the bus in silence, and I had a lot to think about. It was overwhelming how the case was getting more complicated, and I couldn't help but feel scared for myself and the people around me.

As soon as I got home, I went straight to the bathroom and started removing my makeup. I stared at my reflection in the mirror and couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness.

As I continued to wipe off the foundation and lipstick, I couldn't help but think about the people that were affected by the murders.

The families who lost loved ones and the workers who were living in fear, most especially, Maria, who hasn’t moved on from the passing of her sister. It was heart-wrenching, and I couldn't just stand by and watch.

I sat down on the edge of the tub, feeling overwhelmed with emotions. I knew that the road ahead would not be easy, but I was determined to find justice for the victims. I thought about the evidence that Manuela gave me, and I knew that it was important to bring it to Chad's attention as soon as possible.

I was grateful for her trust, but at the same time, I couldn't help but feel scared. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being watched. I wondered if I was being paranoid, but I knew that I couldn't let my guard down.

As I finished the skincare routine that Maria created for me, I took a deep breath and reminded myself of why I was doing all of this. It wasn't just about solving the case, but also about making sure that justice was served.

A day later, as I walked into the beauty salon, I was immediately met with the sight of Maria standing by the counter, looking as gorgeous as ever. My heart fluttered in my chest as I walked towards her, and she greeted me with a smile and a warm embrace.

"I missed you," I whispered as I pulled away from her.

"I missed you too, Ben, I mean, Bonnie," she replied, her eyes shining with affection.
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We shared a tender kiss, and I felt all of my worries and fears melt away. Being with her made everything feel right, like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

As we sat down on the couch, I told her about the information that Manuela had shared with me. She listened attentively, her eyes wide with surprise.

"That's huge," she said.

"If we can prove that there's a cover-up, then maybe we can finally bring justice to all of the victims."

I nodded, feeling a sense of determination wash over me. I knew that this was a huge break in the case, and I was eager to do whatever it took to get to the bottom of things.

"But we have to be careful," she added, her expression serious.

"If the people responsible for this find out what we're doing, they could try to hurt you."

I knew she was right, but I couldn't let my fear stop me from pursuing the truth.

"I won't let them stop me," I said firmly.

She smiled at me, her hand reaching out to take mine.

"I know you won't," she said, her voice full of faith.

We spent the rest of the evening talking and planning, brainstorming different ways we could use the information to our advantage. I felt a sense of excitement building within me, knowing that we were finally making progress in the case.

As the night drew to a close, I gave her a long and lingering kiss before heading back home. I couldn't wait to see what the next day would bring, and I was eager to start putting our plan into action.

The morning, I arrived at the coffee shop, feeling nervous yet excited to meet Chad. As soon as I stepped inside, I saw him sitting at a table near the window, and I couldn't help but notice that he had new glasses on.

"Hey, Bonnie," he greeted me with a smile as I approached him.

"How are you today?"

"I'm good, thanks," I replied, taking a seat across from him.

"You look different with those glasses."
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He chuckled.

"Yeah, I got new lenses. Had to switch to a higher grade. How do they look?"

I inspected them for a moment before nodding.

"They look good. More modern, I guess."

"Thanks, I thought so too," he said, adjusting them on his nose.

"Anyway, did you have any updates on the case?"

I sighed, feeling a bit frustrated.

"Well, I talked to Manuela, one of the workers at the factory. She said that there were rumors going around that the police found some items belonging to the killer, but they haven't caught anyone yet. She also mentioned that she took the glasses from the site, thinking it might help with the investigation."

He raised an eyebrow.

"Interesting. Do you have the glasses?"

"I don't have them with me, but Manuela said she'll bring them to me tonight. I'm hoping they'll help us find some evidence."

He nodded, then took a sip of his coffee.

"Well, that's a start. But I've been thinking about something else."

"What's that?"

"I don't think it's anyone from the Degrasso," he said, leaning in slightly.

"I really think it's someone from the factory."

I felt a bit taken aback by his statement.

"What makes you say that?"

"Just a hunch from working years as an investigator. It’s just not the right angle."

I pondered on his theory for a moment before responding.

I tried to hide my infuriation then fakely nodded in agreement.

"You're right. We need to take matters into our own hands."

He smiled.

"That's the spirit. I'll do some digging on Degrasso, see if there's anything suspicious going on there. Just leave it to me. In the meantime, you focus on getting those glasses and seeing if they can lead us to anything."

We continued to discuss our plan for a few more minutes before he suddenly stood up, looking at his watch.

"Sorry, Bonnie, I have to go. Family affair," he explained, grabbing his coat.

"It's okay. Thanks for meeting with me," I said, standing up as well. He smiled.

"Anytime. Keep me updated on what you find out."

I nodded, watching as he left the coffee shop. As I sat back down, I couldn't help but wonder if his change of glasses was just a coincidence or if it meant something more. And why did he keep pushing away the possibility that we could find answers in Degrasso? I knew I had to focus on the case, but I couldn't shake off this nagging feeling that something was off with Chad.

I rushed to meet Bree in her office as soon as I could. I was a bit frazzled, and I knew it showed in the way I spoke to her.

"Bree, do you know anything about Chad?" I asked her quickly.

She looked up from her computer screen, and her face broke into a smile when she saw me.

"Bonnie, good morning! Of course, I know Chad. Why do you ask?"

I took a deep breath, steadying myself.

"I just want to know more about him. Do you have any information on his background?"

She leaned back in her chair, thinking.

"Well, he was recommended to us by the sheriff. Apparently, he's very good at his job, and he's helped solve a lot of cases in the past."

I nodded, grateful for the information.

"Thanks, Bree. I appreciate it."

As I made my way out of her office, my mind was racing with possibilities. I couldn't shake the feeling that there was something off about Chad, something that didn't add up. I needed to know more about him.

I spent the rest of the day researching Chad and his family. I was surprised to find out that his father, Morgan Brandt, was the owner of Degrasso grocery, the same place where the workers received their vouchers on Friday nights. I couldn't help but wonder if there was a connection between the grocery and the killings.

As I delved deeper into my research, I discovered that Morgan Brandt had two children—Chad, the private investigator working on the case, and Clyde, who was currently studying in Europe.

I was so caught up in my thoughts that I almost didn't hear my phone ringing. It was Maria, and my heart leapt at the sight of her name on my screen.

"Hey, Maria," I answered, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Hey, Bonnie," she replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

"What's up?"

“Nothing, I just called to say I love you.”

“Aww, that’s so sweet, I miss you, let’s go out on a date tomorrow, I’ll dress as my Ben self.”

“You could dress as whoever you want, love. Anyway, got to go, I have to buy stuff for my cousin’s quinceañera.”

I hurried to the store, my mind racing with the possibility that Chad might be the killer. As soon as I arrived, I went straight to the glasses section and tried to find the closest match to his old ones.

I couldn't recall exactly what they looked like, but I had a general idea. After trying on several pairs, I finally found the one that looked the most similar. It had the same frame, same shape, and same color.

Later that day, I rushed back to the coffee shop, hoping Chad was already there. To my relief, he was sitting in the same spot, sipping his coffee. I approached him, trying to act as natural as possible, and greeted him.

"Hey, Chad. Sorry I'm late," I said, pretending to be out of breath.

"No worries, Bonnie," he replied, looking up at me.

"Have a seat."

I sat down across from him and took out the glasses from my bag.

"These are the ones Manuela gave me," I said, trying to sound nonchalant.

He raised an eyebrow and took the glasses from me. He put them on and looked at himself in his reflection on the window.

"They look good. Almost like—yeah, we should give this to the police," he said, sounding a bit surprised.

"Great!” I replied.

We talked for a bit more, and I couldn't help but observe him closely. I was looking for any sign, any hint that he might be the killer. But he seemed calm and composed, just like any other day. It was hard to believe that he was capable of such heinous crimes.

As we said our goodbyes, I made a mental note to keep a closer eye on him. Maybe there was something that I missed, something that could confirm my suspicions.

When I got home, I couldn't stop thinking about Chad. It was as if I was in a constant state of alertness, always on the lookout for anything that might implicate him. I knew I had to be careful, that I couldn't let my emotions get the best of me.

But the more I thought about it, the more certain I became. Chad had a motive, his family owned Degrasso, and the victims all received free vouchers for the grocery store.

He had access to the victims, as he was a private investigator. And now, he had new glasses that looked nothing like his old ones. It was all too coincidental.

As I removed my makeup and prepared for bed, my mind couldn't help but wander to the events of the day. The suspicion I had towards Chad weighed heavily on me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off.

Moments later, my deep slumber was interrupted by a loud banging. I quickly got out of bed and rushed to the door, my heart beating faster with each step.

When I opened the door, there was Maria, her face bruised and her eyes filled with fear.
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I invited her inside, and as she sat on the couch and I took some ice from the fridge as she told me what had just happened to her.

I held her tightly and asked her what happened.

"I was at Degrasso," she said, sobbing.

"I forgot to buy some trinkets for my cousin's quinceañera, and I was the last in line. When everyone had already left, the male cashier said he will just get the new card reader from the back room. Then the lights went off, and someone was trying to strangle me as he punched my face continuously. It went on and on…”

She sobbed some more and held me tightly.

“And then I remembered I had a pepper spray, I had been always ready after how my sister Jennifer died."

I was horrified, "Are you okay? Did you call the police?"

She shook her head, "No. I had to come here, I couldn't be alone."

I held her close, feeling so helpless. I couldn't believe this was happening to her, to us.

"It's okay, I'm here for you," I whispered, stroking her hair.

Moments later, I asked if she remembered how the cashier looked. I quickly pulled out my phone and scrolled through my pictures until I found one of Chad.

"Do you recognize him? Is this the guy who attacked you?" I asked, holding the phone up to her.

Her eyes scanned the picture for a moment before she shook her head.

"I'm not sure. He was wearing a flu mask, and I was too focused on getting away from him. But it could be him."

My heart sank as I looked at the photo of Chad. The man who had been helping me solve this case, the man I had started to trust and rely on, could be the same man who had attacked her and the rest of the girls.

It seemed too unbelievable, but at the same time, it made a sick sort of sense.

"We need to go to the police," I said firmly.

She nodded, and we quickly got dressed and headed out into the night. We walked quickly, with me holding her hand tightly, until we reached the nearest police station.

When we got there, we told the officers on duty what had happened, and they immediately took her statement and asked her to describe the man who had attacked her.

She gave them as much information as she could, but they told us that without any physical evidence or a clear identification, there wasn't much they could do.

I felt a wave of frustration and helplessness wash over me as we left the station. It seemed like we were no closer to catching the killer than we had been before, and now we had the added complication of Chad's possible involvement.

As we walked back to my apartment, I tried to piece together everything that had happened so far. There were so many threads and leads, and I wasn't sure which ones were worth pursuing and which ones were dead ends.

When we got back to my apartment, I sat Maria down on the couch and poured her a glass of water.

"Are you okay?" I asked, sitting down next to her.

She nodded and took a sip of the water.

"I'll be okay. I'm just a little shaken up."

"I'm sorry this happened to you," I said, putting a comforting arm around her shoulders.

"It's not your fault," she said, leaning into me.

"We'll figure this out together."

I nodded, feeling a sense of determination wash over me. I couldn't let her attack go unpunished, and I couldn't let the killer continue to roam free. It was time to step up my investigation and find the evidence I needed to bring him to justice.


Dd - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

IT WAS THE NEXT NIGHT when I quickly answered a phone and heard Manuela's jittery voice on the other end.

"Bonnie, I got the glasses with me. Can you meet me in Esperanza Cafe in half an hour?"

"Sure, I'll be there," I replied, grabbing my keys.

As I drove towards the Esperanza Cafe to meet Manuela, my thoughts raced through my mind. I couldn't help but wonder what would happen next.

Would Manuela's information be enough to finally solve the case? Or would it just lead us down another dead end?

I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that had settled over me since the attack on Maria. It was as if the killer was closing in on us, taunting us with his proximity.

I couldn't help but feel like we were running out of time, and that every moment counted.

But at the same time, I couldn't ignore the nagging doubt that had been growing in the back of my mind. What if Chad wasn't the killer? What if I was wrong? I had to consider every possibility, even the ones that made me uncomfortable.

As I drove, I took a deep breath and tried to calm my racing thoughts. I reminded myself that I had to focus on the task at hand.

Manuela's information could be the key to finally solving this case, and I couldn't afford to let my doubts cloud my judgment.

But as I neared the cafe, my nerves began to get the better of me. What if the killer was waiting for me there? What if I walked into a trap?

I tried to push those thoughts aside and instead focused on the task at hand. I had to stay alert and be ready for anything. I parked my car and made my way into the cafe.

I felt a sense of unease as I walked into the Esperanza Cafe, scanning the room for Manuela. But she wasn't there, and I was starting to worry. I approached the barista, hoping he might know something.

"Excuse me," I said, trying to keep my voice calm.

"I'm looking for a woman named Manuela. She’s short, a little chubby with curly brown hair, and has dark skin. Have you seen her?"

The barista looked at me quizzically, sizing me up.

"Yeah, I remember her. She ordered a frap. She was here a little while ago. Left with some guy."

My stomach churned at the thought of Manuela being alone with a stranger.

"Did you get a good look at him?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

The barista shrugged.

"Not really. He was just some guy. Didn't seem like anyone special."

I thanked him and walked out of the cafe, my mind racing. Where could Manuela have gone? And who was this mysterious man she left with?

As I got into my car, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was very wrong. I sat there for a few moments, gathering my thoughts and trying to come up with a plan.

Should I call the police? Or try to track down Manuela myself? I wasn't sure what the right move was, but I knew I had to do something.

As I drove through the city streets, my mind was in turmoil. I felt like I was running out of time, and I didn't know what to do.

As I was driving, my phone suddenly rang. I picked it up, not recognizing the number. "Hello?" I said tentatively.

"Bonnie," a man's voice said, sending shivers down my spine. "I wouldn't bother looking for Manuela anymore. She's already in heaven."

"What do you mean!?" I demanded, my heart pounding in my chest.

"What the fuck did you do to her!?"

"I'm sorry, Bonnie, but I can't give you all the answers you want," the man replied, his voice cool and detached.

"But if you want to find out more, go to Degrasso."

I felt a mix of fear and frustration wash over me. Who was this man, and why did he know about Manuela's death? Was he the killer? I wanted to demand more answers, but the line went dead.

I tried calling back, but the number was disconnected. Feeling helpless, I drove straight to Degrasso, my mind racing with questions and fear.
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When I arrived, I saw that the police were already there. Yellow tape was blocking the entrance, and officers were bustling about, gathering evidence.

My heart sank as I realized that Manuela was dead. My stomach churned with nausea as I approached the scene.

I tried to ask the officers what happened, but they were tight-lipped, telling me to back away from the scene. I saw Manuela's body being wheeled away in a body bag, and I felt tears prick at my eyes.

After a few moments, I was able to talk to one of the officers in charge. He told me that Manuela had been found strangled in the dumpster. The killer had left no evidence, no clues, nothing to trace him back to the crime.

My mind was reeling. Why did the killer do this? What was his motive? And who was he?

As I walked back to my car, I noticed a man in the shadows watching me. He was tall and lean, with a baseball cap pulled low over his face. He looked up as I approached, and our eyes met for a brief moment.

I tried to catch a glimpse of his face, but it was too dark to see anything. He turned and walked away, disappearing into the night.

Was this the man who called me earlier? The one who knew about Manuela's death? I felt a sense of dread wash over me as I drove back to my apartment.

The next day, I went to the police station to see if they had any new leads on the case. They told me that they were still investigating, but they had no new information to share.

Feeling frustrated, I left the station and walked to a nearby coffee shop to clear my head. As I sat sipping my coffee, I saw a news report on the television screen. It was about the Degrasso killer, and how the police were still searching for clues.

My heart sank as I realized that the killer was still out there. He could strike again at any moment, and there was no telling who his next victim would be.

Soon after, Chad met me in my office. As soon as I saw him wearing his old glasses again, I knew he was the killer. He was rubbing it in without shame as if to let me know that I was powerless and I had to be careful.

I tried to keep my composure as he asked for an update with a smug look.

"I went to see Manuela last night," I said, trying to sound as neutral as possible.

"But when I got to the café, she wasn't there. The barista said she left with a man, the man who probably killed her."

He raised an eyebrow.

"Do you know who the man was?"

"No," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"But I got a call from him later on, telling me that I shouldn't be looking for Manuela because she's already in heaven."

His expression remained unchanged.

"That's unfortunate," he said, "but it's not surprising. The killer is getting more desperate, and he's taking bigger risks."

I clenched my fists under the desk.

"What do you mean by that?" I asked, trying to sound innocent.

He leaned forward.

"I mean that he's probably going to strike again soon. We need to be ready for him."

I nodded, trying to hide my frustration. I knew that he was the killer, but I had no proof. I had to be careful not to reveal my suspicions.

As he left my office, I couldn't help but wonder how I could prove that he was the killer. I thought back to all the clues I had gathered so far—the glasses, the sheriff's connection to Chad, Chad's connection to the grocery.

But none of it was concrete evidence, most especially that because he got his glasses back. I needed something more.

That night, I sat in my apartment, going over everything I knew about him. I couldn't shake the feeling that he was hiding something from me.

Suddenly, my phone rang. I answered it, and a voice I didn't recognize spoke on the other end.

"Hello, Bonnie," the voice said.

"It's time to meet your fate."

My heart raced as I tried to speak. "Who are you?" I managed to get out.

"You'll find out soon enough," the voice said, before hanging up.

I tried to calm myself down. I couldn't let myself be scared. I had to find out who was behind these killings.

The next day, I went to the police station to ask for help. I told them about the phone call, and they promised to look into it.

As I was leaving, I ran into Chad.

He looked at me with concern. "Are you okay?" he asked.

I nodded, trying to sound convincing.

"Just a little shaken up. I got a creepy phone call last night."

His expression hardened.

"We'll get to the bottom of this," he said, before walking away.

He seemed to be getting more desperate, and I knew he was willing to do anything to cover his tracks.

Soon after, I met up with Bree and Maria in Maria's beauty salon. It was bustling with activity as clients were getting their hair styled and nails done.

I looked around nervously, hoping no one would recognize me, but Bree and Maria immediately waved me over to a private area at the back of the salon.

I sat down in front of the mirror and sighed.

"I know who the killer is," I said, still trying to process everything that had happened in the past few days.

"It's Chad. He's been wearing the same glasses that Manuela took from the scene of the crime, and I think he's been leading us all on this wild goose chase."

They looked at me with concern.

"Are you sure?" Bree asked.

I nodded, feeling the weight of the situation.

"I'm positive. And we can't tell anyone. Chad has connections with the police, and if we accuse him without any evidence, it could ruin everything."

Maria nodded.

"Okay, we won't say anything. But what do you want us to do?"

"I need a better disguise," I said, looking at myself in the mirror.

"Chad knows what I look like now, and I don't feel safe anymore. I need a new identity."

Soon after, they took me under their wings, and we began working on my transformation. Bree started with my wig replacement, choosing a sleek, shoulder-length bob.

I was deeply in love with my blonde wig and felt bad as I watched it lonely on a table. Maria, on the other hand, started on my makeup.

As they got to work on my transformation, I couldn't help but feel like a spy in a James Bond movie. The ladies were experts in their craft, and I knew that with their help, I could blend in and get closer to the truth.

"So, what's the plan?" Bree asked, as she worked on my hair.

"Are we gonna sneak into Chad's house or something?"

"Nothing that drastic," I replied.

"I just need to get closer to him, without him suspecting a thing."

Maria nodded, applying foundation to my face.

"We'll make sure you're unrecognizable. And maybe a change in attitude would help too."

I furrowed my brows.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, you have to act differently," Bree chimed in.

"You can't be the same Bonnie that he knows. You have to be someone else entirely."

Maria finished my foundation, and I glanced at myself in the mirror. My blonde hair was now a rich shade of chestnut, and my makeup was subtle yet elegant.

"Who do you want to be?" Maria asked, handing me a lipstick.

I thought for a moment before replying.

"Someone who's confident and flirty. Someone who can get close to Chad without raising any suspicion."

"Ooh, I like it," Bree said, grinning.

"We'll make sure you're the ultimate femme fatale."

As the ladies continued to work on my appearance, we chatted about the latest gossip in town, trying to keep things light despite the heavy weight of the situation.

"I just hope Chad doesn't recognize me," I said, as Maria applied eyeliner.

"He's seen me almost every day for the past few weeks."

"He won't," Bree said confidently.

"Maria is a professional."

She then gave me a smoky eye, contouring my cheekbones and nose to give my face a more angular appearance. She also applied a deep red lipstick that gave me an air of confidence and mystery.

Next, we moved on to wardrobe. Maria handed me a black leather jacket and a pair of skinny jeans that hugged my curves in all the right places. Bree then helped me choose a black top that hugged my tiny waist tightly.
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As we worked, we chatted and laughed, making jokes about my transformation. Bree teased me about my new look, telling me that I was almost unrecognizable. Maria, on the other hand, was more serious, reminding me that we needed to be careful and vigilant.

After hours of work, we finally finished. I looked at myself in the mirror and was shocked at the transformation. My once-blonde hair was now a deep shade of brown, framing my face perfectly. My makeup gave me a sultry and mysterious look, and my outfit made me feel like a badass.

I told Bree to let Chad know that I had been assigned to a new project and that we wouldn't be working together anymore.

In reality, I planned to use my new disguise to go undercover at Plastiqueland and claim the free voucher from Degrasso, hoping to lure Chad into revealing his true identity.

Three weeks later, it was the day that I've been waiting for. The day that I would finally go undercover and try to catch the killer myself.

I stepped out of the shower, my hair still dripping wet, as I surveyed the items that Maria had laid out on the bed for me. The makeup kit was open, with an array of brushes and palettes neatly arranged.

A brown wig was sitting on a mannequin head, waiting to be put on. And there was the outfit, a black turtleneck sweater, a pair of skinny jeans, and a blazer.

I knew that the blazer might be a bit too much for a factory worker so I just slipped into the skinny jeans and turtleneck, taking my time to make sure everything fit just right.

Then, I reached for the makeup kit and started to apply foundation, concealer, and powder. As I worked, I tried to imagine myself as a different person, someone who wasn't Bonnie, someone who was confident and fearless.

Next came the eyeshadow, a blend of neutral tones that would complement the brown wig. Maria had done an excellent job picking out the right shades.

I swept the color across my eyelids and blended it carefully, making sure there were no harsh lines. Then, I moved on to the eyeliner, adding a thin, precise line that made my eyes pop.

After that, it was time for the wig. I carefully placed it on my head, adjusting it until it looked just right. I'd never worn a wig before, but it didn't take long for me to get used to the feeling of it on my head.

Once it was in place, I looked in the mirror and was amazed at how different I looked. It was like looking at a stranger, someone I didn't know but who I hoped would be convincing enough to fool Chad.

The final touch was the black leather boots. The restriction didn’t feel nice but the boost in height would make my disguise more plausible.

As I finished getting dressed, I felt a wave of nerves wash over me. What if I was caught? What if Chad saw through my disguise?

But I pushed those thoughts aside and reminded myself that I was doing this for Maria’s sister and all the other victims. I was doing this to catch a killer and bring him to justice.

Taking a deep breath, I made my way to the surveillance equipment, checking that everything was in working order. I attached a small microphone to my collar and clipped a camera onto my purse strap. It wasn't the most high-tech setup, but it was enough to capture any incriminating evidence.

As I was finishing up my dressing up, I noticed Maria standing by the door, her expression a mix of concern and fear.

"Babe, are you sure about this? What if something goes wrong?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

I walked over to her and pulled her into a comforting embrace.

"I'll be fine, Maria. I promise you, I'll do everything in my power to make sure that justice is served for your sister."

"But what if Chad figures out it's you?" she continued, her voice quivering.

I brushed a strand of hair out of her face and looked into her eyes.

"I'll be careful, and I have Bree to back me up. Trust me, okay?"

She let out a sigh and nodded, but the worry in her eyes still lingered. I leaned in and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips, hoping to reassure her.

"I love you, Maria. And I'll be back before you know it," I whispered.

"I love you too, Bonnie," she replied, her voice softening.

Finally, I was ready to go. I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, steeling myself for what was to come. This was it. The moment of truth. I was going to catch the killer, and nothing was going to stop me.

As I headed out the door, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her love and support. She was my rock, and her unwavering faith in me gave me the strength to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

As I was assembling toys in the factory, I struck up a conversation with one of my co-workers, a middle-aged woman named Anna.

"It's tough work, isn't it?" she said, wiping sweat from her brow.

"Yeah, it is," I replied, "but at least we're making something that will bring joy to children."

She nodded.

"That's true. It's always nice to know you're making a difference, even if it's in a small way."

I smiled at her.

"Exactly. And besides, it's not every day you get to work in a toy factory."

We continued chatting as we worked, discussing everything from our favorite movies to our families. It was nice to take a break from the tension and danger of the investigation and just have a normal conversation with someone.

As the day went on, I couldn't help but notice some of the other workers acting strangely. One man, in particular, seemed to be avoiding eye contact with me and fidgeting nervously.

I decided to strike up a conversation with him, hoping to put him at ease.

"Hey there, how's it going?" I asked.

He jumped at my voice, clearly startled.

"Oh, um, hi. It's going okay, I guess."

I could tell he was nervous, so I tried to keep the conversation light.

"What do you think of the work here?" I asked.

He shrugged. "It's okay, I guess. Better than being unemployed, right?"

I nodded, sensing that he wasn't interested in talking much more. I didn't want to make him uncomfortable, so I returned to my work, keeping an eye on him out of the corner of my eye.

As the day came to a close, I was exhausted but relieved that nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

"Bonnie, have you heard? Degrasso is giving away an extra hundred bucks for those who will claim the free groceries tonight. Isn't that exciting?" Anna said, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

I forced a smile and nodded in agreement.

"Yeah, that's great news, Anna. Thanks for telling me," I replied, trying my best to sound enthusiastic.

As she walked away, my mind started racing. This was it. The moment I had been waiting for. I was finally going to catch Chad in the act.

The bus ride to Degrasso was filled with nervous energy. It was already 11:30 PM, and the streets were empty. I couldn't help but feel a sense of dread as I got closer to the grocery store. But I was determined to see this through. Maria's sister deserved justice, and I was going to do everything in my power to make sure Chad paid for his crimes.

As I got off the bus, I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself. I had to blend in with the crowd and not draw any attention to myself.

The store was crowded, and the line for the free groceries was long. Anna was already there, waving at me excitedly. I walked over to her, trying to keep a low profile.

"Isn't this great, Bonnie? A hundred bucks, just like that!" she said, grinning from ear to ear.

I nodded, trying to focus on the task at hand. I scanned the crowd, trying to spot Chad. But there were too many people, and I couldn't see him anywhere.

As we moved closer to the front of the line, my heart was pounding in my chest. This was it. The moment of truth. I had my spy mic and camera in place, and I was ready to catch Chad in the act.

Soon after, I spotted him, pretending to be the cashier and wearing a blue Degrasso uniform, complete with a flu mask covering his nose and mouth. My heart raced, and my hands trembled. I had to keep my cool, though. I didn't want him to recognize me.

As Chad finished scanning Anna's groceries, he excused himself and went to the back room to grab a new card reader. My heart raced even faster, and my palms were drenched in sweat. I knew what was coming next. I had to be ready.

Anna was becoming impatient as Chad took longer than expected.

“Sorry, Bonnie, can I go ahead? My kids are waiting for me.”

“Sure! No problem, see you at work!”

We kissed cheek-to-cheek and as soon as she left the store, the lights went off.


Dd - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I DUCKED AND CRAWLED under the rows of cashier lines, hiding from sight. I could hear footsteps, slowly approaching. It was Chad, and he was dragging something heavy behind him.

My heart pounding in my chest, I activated the spy camera and mic, and I crept forward, trying to stay as silent as possible. I saw him approach a door at the back of the store, and he used his key to unlock it.
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I cautiously tiptoed behind the rows of cashier lines, trying to catch a glimpse of the killer. Suddenly, I heard a sound coming from the other side of the aisle.

"Come out, come out, wherever you are," his voice echoed through the grocery store.

I froze in fear and tried to control my breathing. I knew that if he caught me, there was no telling what he would do.

His footsteps grew closer, and I scanned my surroundings for a weapon. My eyes landed on a nearby shelf filled with cans, but before I could grab one, he spotted me.

"Well, well, well. Look who we have here," he said with a smug grin on his face.

I took a step back, but he lunged forward and grabbed me by the arm. I tried to kick him, but he dodged my attack and pinned me to the ground.

"You're not going anywhere, my dear," he said, tightening his grip on my arm.

I winced in pain and frantically looked around for a way out. That's when I saw the back door of the grocery store, which was slightly ajar and had a faint light coming from it.

Using all my strength, I pushed him off me and ran towards the door.

“Ah! You bitch!”

I could hear his footsteps following me, and I knew I had to act fast.

I reached the door and pushed it open, revealing a small alleyway behind the grocery store. He caught up to me and lunged towards me with his rope, but I was able to dodge his attack and grab the nearby fire extinguisher.

I aimed it towards Chad and sprayed him with its freezing foam.

“Fuuuuck!”

He stumbled back, his eyes wide with shock, and I used this opportunity to call for help.

“I need your help!" I yelled into my spy mic.

“What the fuck!? Bonnie!?” he said after hearing my voice.

Quickly, he regained his composure from the realization and chased after me once again. I could hear his heavy breathing and the sound of his footsteps getting closer and closer.

I ran towards the assembly line machines, hoping to use them as a barrier between us. But the boots were giving me a hard time and he was too quick. He managed to jump over the machines, landing just a few feet away from me.

I had no other option but to fight back. I swung the fire extinguisher at him, hitting him on the side of his head.

“Ahhh! I’m gonna get you for this! Give it up Bonnie!”

He groaned in pain, but he still didn't give up. He grabbed the rope again, and swung it towards me. I narrowly avoided the rope, and it hit the machine behind me, causing sparks to fly.

With a passionate swing, he attacked me again but I dodged it and landed a punch on his jaw. He stumbled back, but he still managed to grab my wrist and twist it behind my back.

Wincing in pain, I refused to give up. I kicked his legs, trying to knock him off balance. He stumbled, and I used the opportunity to break free from his grip.

I ran towards the exit, and I could hear the sirens of the police cars getting closer. He was still chasing me, but I knew that I had to keep going. I pushed open the door, and I could see the flashing lights of the police cars outside.

As I stepped out of the grocery store, I could hear the sound of him being tackled to the ground by the police officers. Bree and Maria were already there, and they rushed towards me, checking if I was okay.

I was breathing heavily, my heart still racing from the intense chase.

As we watched Chad being taken away in handcuffs, Maria's hand found its way into mine. We were both relieved that the nightmare was over, but the events of the past few weeks had left us both shaken.

"Are you okay?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I turned to look at her, taking in the way the streetlights illuminated her face.

"I'm okay now that it's over," I said, squeezing her hand gently.

"I was so scared for you," she said, her voice trembling slightly.

"I don't know what I would have done if something had happened to you."

I pulled her into a hug, feeling the warmth of her body against mine.

"I'm okay," I whispered into her hair.

"I'm here and I'm safe."

She pulled back slightly and looked up at me, her eyes filled with emotion.

"Thank you for doing this, for Jennifer, for me, for all those girls and their families. Bonnie, I love you so much," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

My heart swelled with love for her, and I leaned down to kiss her softly on the lips.
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"I love you too," I said, pulling her into another embrace.

We stood there for a few moments longer, lost in our own world, before the sound of police radios and the bustle of the officers taking Chad away pulled us back to reality.

"I should probably go and give a statement," I said reluctantly, not wanting to leave her side.

"I'll wait for you," she said, her voice filled with determination.

"I'm not going anywhere."

With a deep kiss, I pulled away from her and made my way to the nearest officer. I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief that it was finally over, and that Maria and I could move on from this terrible ordeal together.

It was the morning after and I sat in my apartment, trying to come up with a plan for the press conference that was scheduled for later that day.

I had successfully caught Chad and brought justice to Maria’s sister and the rest of the girls, but now I had to face the media as Ben, the man who had posed as Bonnie to solve the case.

I wasn't sure if I should attend the conference as Ben or as Bonnie. I turned to Maria, who was sitting next to me, and asked her opinion.

"Should I dress up as Ben or as Bonnie?"

She took a moment to think before answering, "Why not dress up as your true self… Bonnie.”

With that, I felt like butterflies swarmed in my belly from her support. It was all I needed to fully commit to unleashing my reality. I couldn’t care less about what others would think but Maria met me as a man, and now, this transition, this new me…

“Bonnie was the one who caught Chad, not Ben. It’s only right for Bonnie to get the recognition."

I nodded slowly, taking in her words. She was right. It was time to stop hiding behind my disguise and to face the world as the real me.

The thought of it made me nervous, but also excited.

"I think you're right," I said finally, "I'm going to attend the press conference as Bonnie."

She smiled at me, her eyes filled with pride.

"I knew you'd make the right decision," she said, reaching out to take my hand.

I squeezed her hand back, feeling a rush of love for her. She had always been my biggest supporter, my rock, and my confidante. I couldn't have done it without her.

As I got ready for the conference, I couldn't help but feel a little anxious. This would be the first time I would be presenting myself as Bonnie, without the disguise of Ben. But I was determined to face it head-on.

I chose a simple yet elegant outfit for the occasion. I wore a pink blazer, a white blouse, and a knee-length skirt. I didn't want to draw too much attention to myself, but I also wanted to look professional and confident.
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When I arrived at the conference, I could feel the eyes of the reporters on me. I took a deep breath and reminded myself that I had done nothing wrong. I was simply doing my job as a journalist, and justice had been served.

As the press conference began, I stood at the podium, facing the sea of reporters. My heart was pounding in my chest, but I refused to let my nerves show. I took a deep breath and began to speak.

"Good afternoon, everyone. My name is Bonnie, and I'm a journalist. As you may have heard, I was recently involved in the investigation of the murder of Manuela Rodriguez."

As I spoke, I could feel the eyes of the reporters on me. They were listening intently, and I could tell that they were interested in what I had to say.

I went on to explain the details of the investigation, from how I had started my life as Ben and posed as Bonnie to infiltrate the factory, to how I had caught Chad in the act.

The reporters asked me a lot of questions, and I answered each one with confidence and grace.

When the conference ended, I breathed a sigh of relief. It had gone better than I had expected. I turned to Maria, who was waiting for me at the back of the room.

"You were amazing," she said, pulling me into a tight embrace.

"Thanks to you," I replied, feeling grateful for her unwavering support.

As we left the conference, I felt a sense of pride wash over me. I had done it. I had faced the world as Bonnie, without the disguise of Ben. And I had succeeded.

As we walked back into our apartment, I could feel Maria's hand in mine, our fingers intertwined. I could see the love and support in her eyes, and it gave me the courage to be myself.

"Bonnie, I just want you to know that I love you, no matter what," she said, her voice soft and reassuring.

Tears welled up in my eyes as I turned to face her, "Thank you, Maria. That means the world to me."

"I know it's been hard for you to be yourself, but you don't have to hide anymore. You can be who you truly are, and I will always support you," she said, her voice filled with conviction.

"I want to be with you, Maria. As myself," I said, looking into her eyes.

She smiled, "I know, and I love you for that. You don't have to pretend to be someone you're not. I love you for who you are, Bonnie."

I felt a weight lifted off my shoulders as I heard those words. It was as if I had been holding my breath for so long, and now I could finally exhale.

"I love you too, Maria," I said, my voice filled with emotion.

We stood there for a moment, just holding each other, until she leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. It was a sweet and tender kiss, filled with love and acceptance.

As we pulled away, she smiled at me, "We have a lot to celebrate, don't we?"

I nodded, "Yes, we do."

We spent the rest of the night talking and laughing, planning for our future together as lesbian lovers, and I knew that I had found my soulmate in Maria.


Dd - Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS HAVE PASSED since my life-changing experience as a detective. I am now living as my true self, Bonnie, and I feel happier and more fulfilled than ever before. My journey towards self-discovery wasn't easy, but it was worth it.

After the Chad case was solved, I decided to come out to my colleagues and friends as transgender. At first, I was worried about how they would react, but I was overwhelmed by the love and support I received from them.

Bree, who was always there for me, helped me introduce Bonnie to the office. My colleagues were surprised, but they were all accepting and respectful of my identity.

I was then promoted to one of the editors in the company, which was a huge accomplishment for me. It felt like all of my hard work and dedication paid off. I am now able to use my platform to raise awareness and advocate for the LGBTQ+ community.

One of the most memorable moments was when I found out that I was listed in the Times magazine as one of the 100 most influential women in the world.

I couldn't believe it. I never thought that I would be recognized on such a large scale for simply being true to myself. It was an incredible honor, and it gave me the motivation to continue pushing for equality and representation.

Looking back at my journey, I realize that it wasn't just about solving the Chad case.

It was also about discovering my true self and finding the courage to embrace it. I am grateful for all of the people who supported me along the way and for the lessons that I learned.

Now, as Bonnie, I am living my life to the fullest and I am excited for what the future holds… with Maria.

The End <3


Nw - Chapter 1
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I STOOD ON THE SET, the bright lights shining down on me as the camera crew bustled around, preparing for the next shot. I was the face of a new sports drink, a role that I had fought hard to secure. But as I glanced at myself in the mirror, all I could see were imperfections.

"Hey!" I shouted at the hairstylist, gesturing at my reflection.

"What the hell is this? I look like I just rolled out of bed!"

The stylist, a young woman with a timid demeanor, approached me cautiously.

"I-I'm sorry, Mr. Morgan. I can fix it."

"You'd better," I snapped, my patience wearing thin.

"I didn't bust my ass to get this gig only to look like a goddamn mess."

At 29 years old, I was in the prime of my life – tall, lean, with a chiseled jaw and piercing blue eyes that had landed me more than a few roles in Hollywood.
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My sandy blonde hair, usually perfectly styled, was my pride and joy, and I wasn't about to let some inexperienced stylist ruin it.

As the stylist hurried to fix my hair, I paced the set, my frustration mounting. I barked orders at the crew, demanding perfection in every aspect of the shoot.

"Are we ready to go, or what?" I huffed, glaring at the director.

"Time is money, people."

The director, a seasoned professional who had clearly dealt with his fair share of divas, simply nodded.

"Alright, everyone, places!"

The set quieted down as we prepared for the next take. The cameras rolled, and I took a deep breath, trying to focus on my performance. But as I began to recite my lines, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off.

"Cut!" I shouted, unable to contain my irritation any longer.

"This is just not working for me. The lighting is all wrong, and I swear to God, if my hair doesn't look perfect in the next take, someone's getting fired!"

The crew exchanged nervous glances, but no one dared to speak up. I was their meal ticket, after all, and they knew better than to cross me.

"Let's try this again," I said, my voice dripping with disdain.

"And this time, let's actually put some effort into it, shall we?"

As the crew scrambled to make the necessary adjustments, I couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of satisfaction. I was in control, and everyone knew it.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, we were ready for another take. The cameras rolled, and I delivered my lines with an intensity that was only matched by my ego.

"That's more like it!" I declared, nodding in approval as I watched the playback. "Now was that so hard?"

The crew remained silent, their eyes downcast as they busied themselves with their tasks.

"Alright, let's move on to the next scene," the director said, his voice strained.

The rest of the shoot was a blur of takes, retakes, and endless nitpicking on my part. I was relentless in my pursuit of perfection, and I didn't care who I had to step on to achieve it.

As the day dragged on, my outbursts became more frequent and volatile. I berated the makeup artist for making me look "too shiny," snapped at the wardrobe assistant for daring to bring me the wrong shoes, and even went so far as to curse out the catering staff for serving "subpar" food.

By the time we wrapped, the atmosphere on set was tense, the exhaustion and frustration etched on everyone's faces. But as I strode out of the studio, my head held high, I couldn't help but feel a smug sense of accomplishment.

I was Daniel Morgan, Hollywood's newest golden boy, and I wasn't about to let anyone forget it.

The morning after the shoot, I received a call from my manager, Shontelle Jackson. She was a force to be reckoned with in the industry, known for her savvy negotiation skills and her ability to spot the next big thing. Shontelle had been instrumental in my rise to fame, and I knew that I owed much of my success to her.
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"Daniel, darling," she purred into the phone. "I've got some exciting news for you. You've been offered a feature in a high-profile women's magazine. They want to do a whole spread on you, showing off your impeccable style and chiseled good looks."

I scoffed at the idea, my ego already swelling at the thought of my face gracing the glossy pages. "That's great, Shontelle, but what's the catch?"

"Well, they're asking if you'd be willing to do full frontal," she replied, her voice cautious.

"What?!" I sputtered, taken aback by the audacity of the request. "Are they out of their fucking minds? I'm an actor, not a piece of meat!"

"Daniel, calm down," Shontelle said, trying to placate me. "It's just a suggestion. You don't have to do it if you're not comfortable with it. But think about the exposure it could bring you."

"I don't need that kind of exposure," I snapped. "I'm already on my way to the top, and I don't need to parade around naked to get there."

"Alright, alright," she conceded. "I'll let them know that you're not interested. But let's talk about some other projects that have come across my desk."

As we discussed the various offers and opportunities, I couldn't help but feel a gnawing sense of competition. Shontelle mentioned other up-and-coming actors who were also vying for the same roles, and I knew that I couldn't afford to let my guard down for even a moment.

"There's this new guy, Ethan Hart," she said, rattling off names. "He's getting a lot of buzz for his latest indie film. And then there's Jack Dawson, who's been making a name for himself in the action genre."

The mention of my rivals only served to fuel my determination. I had worked too hard and come too far to be overshadowed by some fresh-faced wannabes.

"Shontelle, I don't give a damn about Ethan Hart or Jack Dawson," I growled. "I'm the one who's going to be the next big thing. They're just background noise."

She chuckled, clearly amused by my arrogance. "You've certainly got the confidence, Daniel. But you need to make sure you're staying ahead of the game. That means taking on challenging roles and pushing yourself to the limit."

"I'm not afraid of a little hard work," I shot back. "Just tell me what I need to do, and I'll do it."

"Good," she replied, a hint of satisfaction in her voice. "Because I've got a project that could really put you on the map. It's a gritty drama about a young man who's struggling with his identity and his place in the world. The script is phenomenal, and the director is a real up-and-comer. This could be your chance to show the world what you're made of."

I felt a surge of excitement at the prospect of sinking my teeth into a meaty role. "I'm in," I said without hesitation. "Just tell me when and where, and I'll be there."

"Excellent," she replied.


Nw - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A FEW DAYS LATER, I found myself seated in the plush office of the film's producer, a man named Richard Lansing. His office was a testament to his success, adorned with expensive artwork and floor-to-ceiling windows that boasted a breathtaking view of the Hollywood skyline.

I couldn't help but be impressed by the opulence of my surroundings, even as I tried to maintain a cool, detached demeanor.

As I sipped on the complimentary champagne that had been offered to me upon my arrival, I listened intently as Richard laid out his vision for the film.

He spoke passionately about the story, his enthusiasm contagious. I couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement in my chest at the prospect of being part of such a groundbreaking project.

But as the conversation turned to the specifics of my role, I began to sense that something was amiss. Richard's tone shifted, becoming more evasive as he discussed the terms of my contract.

"It's a fantastic opportunity, Daniel," he said, his eyes locked on mine.

"I truly believe that this film could be a game-changer for your career."

I nodded, my eagerness to get started growing by the minute.

"I'm ready to give it everything I've got. So, let's talk numbers. What's the pay?"

He hesitated, his expression faltering for the first time since our meeting began.

"Well, you see, Daniel, we're operating on a somewhat limited budget for this film. We're investing a lot in the production value and the marketing, which means that we need to be careful with our spending in other areas."

I frowned, my enthusiasm waning.

"What are you saying, Richard?"

He cleared his throat, clearly uncomfortable with the conversation.

"I'm saying that we can't offer you your usual rate for this role. We're asking you to take a pay cut, in exchange for the opportunity to be part of something truly special."

I stared at him, incredulous.

"You want me to work for less than I'm worth? Are you out of your fucking mind?"

He raised his hands in a placating gesture.

"Daniel, please. I understand that this is a difficult pill to swallow, but I truly believe that the exposure and acclaim that this film will bring you will more than make up for any financial sacrifices you might have to make."

My anger boiled over, and I slammed my glass down on the table, the champagne splashing onto the polished surface.
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"You've got some nerve, Richard. I'm a rising star in this town, and you have the audacity to ask me to work for peanuts?!"

"Daniel, please," he implored, his voice strained.

"Think about the bigger picture here. This could be the role that defines your career, that catapults you to the A-list. Can you really put a price on that?"

I scoffed, my rage unabated.

"Oh, I can put a price on it, alright. And it's a hell of a lot more than you're offering me."

With that, I stormed out of the office, my heart pounding with indignation. How dare they ask me to lower myself like that? Did they not realize who they were dealing with?

As I exited the building, my anger turned to Shontelle. She should have warned me about the pay situation before I wasted my time on that meeting. I whipped out my phone, my fingers flying across the screen as I fired off a furious text to my manager.

"Shontelle, what the fuck? You didn't tell me they were offering chump change for this role. I'm not some desperate nobody who's willing to work for peanuts. You need to fix this shit right now, or I swear to God, I'll find someone who will."

I paced back and forth on the sidewalk, waiting for Shontelle's response. Within minutes, my phone buzzed with her reply.

"Daniel, I understand you're upset," she wrote.

"But you need to look at the bigger picture here. This role could be a game-changer for you. Sometimes you have to make sacrifices for the sake of your career. Just think it over, alright?"

Her words only served to fuel my fury. I couldn't believe that she, of all people, would try to sell me on the idea of accepting less than I deserved.

"Are you fucking kidding me, Shontelle?" I texted back.

"I don't need to 'think it over.' I know my worth, and I won't be taking a pay cut for anyone. You either get them to cough up the cash, or you find me something better."

I shoved my phone back into my pocket, my chest heaving with anger. As I stalked away from the building, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being taken advantage of, that the people around me saw me as nothing more than a pawn in their game.

But I was determined not to be played. I would stand my ground and demand the respect and compensation that I deserved. And if Shontelle or anyone else couldn't see that, then they could kiss my ass goodbye.

Over the next few days, I threw myself into my work, determined to prove to myself and to the world that I was worth every penny of my asking price. I spent long hours in the gym, pushing my body to the limit, and even longer hours in the studio, honing my craft.

As the days turned into weeks, I began to feel a growing sense of unease. Despite my hard work and determination, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was missing out on something important, that I was letting my ego and my pride get in the way of my dreams.

But I refused to let doubt creep in. I was Daniel Morgan, Hollywood's hottest rising star, and I would not be brought down by anyone, least of all myself.

Then, one day, as I was leaving a particularly grueling workout session, I received a call from Shontelle. Her tone was urgent, her words clipped.

"Daniel, I've got some news," she said without preamble. "I managed to negotiate a better deal for you on that film. It's not quite what you were asking for, but it's a significant bump from their original offer. Are you interested?"

I hesitated, torn between my pride and the undeniable allure of the project.

"I... I don't know, Shontelle. I'm still not thrilled about taking a pay cut."

"Daniel, listen to me," she implored.

"This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Don't let your ego get in the way of your success. Trust me on this one."

Her words hung heavy in the air, and I couldn't help but consider the possibility that she was right. Maybe I was being too stubborn, too blinded by my own ambition to see the opportunity that lay before me.

With a deep breath, I made my decision.

"Alright, Shontelle. I'll do it. But you'd better be right about this."

"I promise, Daniel," she replied, her voice full of conviction.

"This is going to be the role that changes everything for you. Just you wait and see."

As I hung up the phone, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and trepidation. I was taking a gamble, betting on myself and my talent.

But as I stood there, the sun setting behind the Hollywood skyline, I knew that I had to take this chance. It was the only way to prove to myself, and to the world, that I was worthy of the success that I craved.

Over the following weeks, I immersed myself in the character I was set to play. I studied the script relentlessly, pouring over every line and nuance. I even sought out acting coaches to help me refine my skills and ensure that I delivered a performance that was nothing short of exceptional.

As the start of filming drew closer, my anticipation grew. This was my shot, my opportunity to show everyone what I was capable of. And I was determined not to waste it.

The first day on set was a whirlwind of activity. I was introduced to the director, a young woman named Ava Thompson who had a reputation for being a visionary.

Her passion for the project was evident from the moment we met, and I couldn't help but be drawn in by her enthusiasm.

“I don't want you wearing any makeup on set. I want your character's grit and rawness to shine through, and that means embracing your true self, flaws and all."

And just like that, I wanted to kiss the project goodbye and shove her vision into her hoo-haa. However, I had a realization. As a rising star in Hollywood, my image was everything, and the thought of appearing on camera without the usual touch-ups was terrifying. But I could see the passion in her eyes, and I knew that she truly believed that this was the key to unlocking the full potential of my performance.

"Alright," I agreed, my voice shaky.

"I'll do it. For the sake of the role."

"Thank you, Daniel," Ava replied, a smile of relief spreading across her face.

"I promise, this is going to make your performance unforgettable."

As we continued to discuss the film, the door to the room swung open, and in walked a stunning young actress named Madison Montblanc.
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She was the picture of beauty, with her porcelain skin, light green eyes, and flowing golden locks. I couldn't help but be in awe of her, my heart skipping a beat as she entered the room.

"Daniel, this is Madison Montblanc," Ava introduced, her voice full of excitement.

"She'll be playing your love interest in the film."

I extended my hand, trying to play it cool as I greeted her.

"Nice to meet you, Madison. I've heard great things about you."

"Thank you, Daniel," she replied, her voice sweet and melodic.

"I'm really looking forward to working with you."

As we chatted, I found myself becoming more and more enamored with Madison. She was not only beautiful but also incredibly talented and down-to-earth. But as I thought about our upcoming scenes together, a dark realization began to creep into my mind.

With my character being portrayed as an unkempt beggar, and Madison playing the beautiful, ethereal love interest, it was clear who would be getting the lion's share of the glory.

Despite my raw performance and Ava's assurances, I couldn't shake the feeling that Madison's beauty would overshadow my hard work and dedication to the role.

As we continued to prepare for filming, I struggled to reconcile my growing attraction to Madison with the resentment that was festering inside me

I wanted to bask in the glow of her presence, but at the same time, I hated the idea that she might outshine me and steal the spotlight that I had worked so hard to attain.

In the quiet moments between takes, I found myself waging an internal battle between my feelings for Madison and my ambition. I knew that I couldn't let my emotions get in the way of my career, but the more I tried to suppress them, the stronger they seemed to become.

As the weeks went on and the pressure of filming mounted, I began to unravel. My performance, once so raw and powerful, began to suffer as my focus shifted from my craft to the jealousy and insecurity that was consuming me.

I knew that I was spiraling, but I felt powerless to stop it. The more I tried to resist my feelings, the more they seemed to control me, leaving me trapped in a cycle of self-doubt and frustration.

And as I stood on the precipice, teetering between success and failure, I realized that I had a choice to make. I could continue to let my insecurities and ambitions define me, or I could take a leap of faith and embrace the uncertainty that had been haunting me since the beginning.

As the days wore on, my annoyance with everyone on set reached a boiling point, especially with Madison. I found myself snapping at her over the smallest things, my frustration growing with each passing moment.

"Madison, for fuck's sake, can't you get that line right?" I barked at her during one particularly tense scene. "You're supposed to be an actress, aren't you?"

Her eyes welled up with tears, and I could see the hurt in her expression. But I couldn't bring myself to care, consumed as I was by my own insecurities and resentment.

The atmosphere on set became increasingly tense as my outbursts grew more frequent and vitriolic. I berated the crew members, cursed at the director, and generally made life miserable for everyone around me.

It was as if the diva inside me had been unleashed, and there was no going back.

We were filming on a beautiful, sprawling estate, with lush green lawns and a stunning mansion serving as the backdrop for our story. But I hardly noticed the exquisite surroundings, blinded as I was by my own ego and ambition.

The sound stage where we shot most of our indoor scenes was a massive, cavernous space filled with state-of-the-art equipment and bustling with activity.

But instead of being inspired by the energy and creativity around me, I found myself growing increasingly bitter and angry.

As my behavior worsened, I noticed the other cast and crew members beginning to avoid me. They whispered behind my back, exchanged knowing glances, and seemed to shrink away from me whenever I entered a room.

I knew that I was becoming a pariah, but I couldn't bring myself to care. All that mattered to me was my own success, my own place in the Hollywood hierarchy. I was determined to claw my way to the top, no matter who I had to step on in the process.

The final straw came during a particularly challenging scene in which Madison's character was supposed to profess her love for mine. Despite our strained relationship, she delivered her lines with a raw emotion that took my breath away.

But instead of being moved by her performance, I felt a surge of jealousy and rage. How dare she upstage me like that? How dare she be so beautiful, so talented, so effortlessly captivating?

In a fit of anger, I stormed off the set, cursing and shouting as I went. I could hear the stunned silence in my wake, but I didn't care. All that mattered was my bruised ego, my wounded pride.

As I paced in my trailer, trying to calm myself down, I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror. I hardly recognized the person staring back at me – a bitter, angry man consumed by jealousy and ambition.

In that moment, I realized that I had lost my way. I had allowed my insecurities to poison my relationships and my work, turning me into someone I hardly recognized. And as I stared at the stranger in the mirror, I knew that something had to change.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the difficult conversation that lay ahead. Then, with my heart pounding in my chest, I stepped out of my trailer and made my way back to the set.

When I arrived, I found Madison and the rest of the cast and crew waiting for me, their expressions a mix of concern and annoyance. I could see the wariness in their eyes, the uncertainty of what I might do next.

But instead of lashing out or throwing another tantrum, I did something I hadn't done in a very long time: I apologized.

"I'm sorry," I said, my voice cracking with emotion.


Nw - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

TO MY SURPRISE, the cast and crew seemed to accept my apology. Though their expressions were still guarded, I could see a glimmer of hope in their eyes, a willingness to give me another chance.

We resumed filming, the atmosphere on set noticeably lighter than it had been before. It seemed as if my apology had lifted a weight from all of our shoulders, allowing us to focus on our work and create something truly beautiful together.

But just as I was beginning to feel hopeful about the future, my phone buzzed in my pocket. It was a call from Shontelle.

"Daniel, you need to see this," she said, her voice frantic. "Someone recorded a video of you losing your shit on set, and it's gone viral. I'm sending you the link right now."

My heart dropped into my stomach as I clicked on the link, watching in horror as the video of me cursing and berating my colleagues played out on my phone screen. The comments were even worse, filled with vitriol and judgment from people who didn't know the first thing about me or my life.

As I scrolled through the endless stream of hateful messages, my anger began to rise once more. How dare these people judge me? How dare they expose me like this, when I was just trying to get ahead?

I looked around the set, my eyes narrowing as I tried to figure out who had betrayed me. Who had recorded that video, and why?

"Who the fuck did this?" I demanded, my voice shaking with fury. "Who recorded me and put this shit online?"

The cast and crew exchanged nervous glances, but no one stepped forward to take responsibility. The tension in the air was palpable, a stark contrast to the brief moment of unity we had managed to establish after my apology.

My anger continued to build, fueled by the injustice of the situation and the knowledge that my reputation was now in tatters. And as I stared at the faces of my colleagues, I felt the familiar urge to lash out, to punish them for what had happened.

"You're all a bunch of fucking backstabbers," I spat, my voice dripping with venom. "You pretend to be on my side, but then you go and do something like this? Un-fucking-believable."

Madison tried to calm me down, her voice gentle and soothing. "Daniel, I'm sure it wasn't anyone here. Maybe someone outside the set saw what happened and recorded it. We're all in this together, remember?"

But her words fell on deaf ears. I was too far gone, consumed by rage and the desire for retribution.

"No, Madison, don't even bother," I snapped, cutting her off.

"You're probably just as happy as the rest of them to see me fail. Well, fuck all of you. I don't need any of you to make it in this town."

With that, I stormed off the set, leaving a stunned silence in my wake. As I stomped back to my trailer, I could feel the weight of everyone's eyes on me, their judgment and disappointment heavy in the air.

Inside my trailer, I slammed the door shut and sank into the plush sofa, my anger slowly giving way to despair. My career was in jeopardy, and it was all because of a moment of weakness caught on camera.

But instead of reflecting on my actions and considering how I might have contributed to the situation, I chose to wallow in self-pity and blame everyone around me. I refused to acknowledge my role in my own downfall, focusing instead on the perceived slights and betrayals of others.

As the days went by, the tension on set remained high. My outburst had driven a wedge between me and the rest of the cast and crew, and it was clear that the fragile peace we had managed to establish was long gone.

I continued to act like a diva, snapping at my colleagues and making unreasonable demands. I reveled in my own misery, using it as an excuse to treat everyone around me like dirt. In my mind, I was the victim, and they were all complicit in my suffering.

The more I embraced this narrative, the more isolated I became. My relationships with my colleagues grew increasingly strained, and I could feel their resentment and frustration simmering beneath the surface.

But instead of recognizing the damage I was doing to myself and those around me, I doubled down on my diva behavior, determined to show the world that I wouldn't be brought down by a single viral video.

As I continued on this self-destructive path, I failed to see the signs that my career was hanging by a thread. My reputation was in shambles, and it seemed as if the entire world was waiting for me to fail.

Later that night, despite everything, I believed that I could turn the situation around with one well-crafted apology video. So, I locked myself in my bathroom, set up my phone to record, and began the process of perfecting my insincere apology.

I spent hours applying makeup, making sure to highlight the bags under my eyes and create the illusion of tear-streaked cheeks. I fussed with my hair, tousling it just enough to make it look like I was truly distraught.
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Finally, satisfied with my appearance, I turned on the camera and began to practice my lines. I knew that I had to be convincing if I wanted to win back the favor of my fans and the public, so I poured all of my acting skills into the performance.

"Hey, everyone," I began, my voice quivering with feigned emotion.

"I wanted to take a moment to address the video that's been circulating online. I want you to know how truly sorry I am for the way I acted."

As I continued with my speech, I could feel the insincerity dripping from every word. But I was a master at manipulation, and I knew that my fans would eat up every tearful apology and heartfelt promise.

"I've let you all down, and I'm so, so sorry," I continued, my voice breaking as I forced out a sob.

"I promise to do better, to be better. I hope you can find it in your hearts to forgive me."

With each practiced tear and well-timed pause, I could feel the power of my performance growing. I was the ultimate actor, able to make anyone believe anything I wanted them to.

When I finished recording the video, I played it back, watching as my tear-streaked face begged for forgiveness and understanding. It was a masterpiece of manipulation, a testament to my skills as an actor.

I couldn't help but laugh as the video came to an end, marveling at my own ability to deceive.

"These idiots will eat this shit up," I said to myself, a wicked grin spreading across my face. "They're all so fucking gullible."

As I prepared to upload the video, I reveled in the thought of how easily I would be able to control the narrative. My fans would see my apology and rally to my side, forgiving me for my transgressions and condemning those who had sought to bring me down.

In my mind, the video was the ultimate power play, a way to regain control over my image and silence my critics. I truly believed that I could manipulate my way out of any situation, that my charm and talent would always win out in the end.

But as I sat there in my bathroom, surrounded by makeup and the trappings of my own vanity, I failed to recognize the truth of my situation. My insincere apology might fool some, but it would never erase the damage I had done to my relationships and my career.

I was blind to the fact that my narcissism and arrogance were pushing me further and further away from the people who mattered most. I was so consumed by my own ego that I couldn't see the storm clouds gathering on the horizon.

In the days that followed, I eagerly watched as my apology video racked up views and comments. Some people were quick to forgive me, praising my heartfelt words and pledging their continued support.

But others saw through the facade, calling me out for my insincerity and manipulative tactics. They refused to be swayed by my crocodile tears and hollow promises, and their criticism stung far more than I cared to admit.

As I scrolled through the comments, my laughter faded, replaced by a growing sense of unease. My plan to win back the public's favor was not going as smoothly as I had hoped, and I began to realize that my reputation might be more tarnished than I had initially thought.

Despite the mixed reactions to my apology video, I tried to maintain my cocky demeanor. I convinced myself that the positive comments far outweighed the negative ones and that my career would soon be back on track.

But deep down, I knew that things were not as simple as I wanted them to be. My narcissism and arrogance had pushed me to a breaking point, and I was beginning to see the consequences of my actions.

As the days turned into weeks, I noticed a distinct shift in the way people treated me. Colleagues who had once been friendly now avoided eye contact, and the atmosphere on set grew increasingly tense.

I tried to brush it off, telling myself that I was above the petty opinions of others. But as I looked around at the strained faces of my fellow cast members and the crew, I couldn't help but feel a gnawing sense of unease.

I began to question whether my acting skills and charm would be enough to save me from the hole I had dug myself into. My confidence waned, and I found myself wondering if I had finally pushed things too far.

Despite my growing doubts, I continued to act the part of the unrepentant diva, refusing to admit that my behavior was causing problems. I lashed out at my colleagues, berating them for their perceived failings and asserting my dominance at every opportunity.

But the more I tried to control the situation, the more it seemed to slip through my fingers. My colleagues grew increasingly resentful, and I could feel their anger simmering beneath the surface.

The night of the premiere finally arrived, and the atmosphere was electric. The theater was packed to the brim, and I could feel the anticipation in the air as fans eagerly awaited their chance to see "A Beggar's Touch."

Despite my efforts to change, I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as Madison received the lion's share of attention from the press and fans alike.

We walked the red carpet together, the flashing lights of the cameras momentarily blinding me as we posed for photos. I put on a brave face, smiling and waving at the fans who screamed our names, but inside, I seethed with frustration.

Why was Madison getting all the attention? I was the star of the movie too, wasn't I?

As we made our way down the red carpet, stopping for interviews and photo ops, I tried to keep my annoyance in check. I knew that I had been working on being a better person, but old habits die hard, and I couldn't help but feel slighted by the attention Madison was receiving.

"Daniel, how does it feel to be part of such a groundbreaking film?" one reporter asked me as we paused for an interview.

I plastered on a smile and replied, "It's been an incredible journey, and I'm so proud of the work we've done. I think the movie really showcases the depth of human emotion and the strength of the human spirit."

But as I spoke, I couldn't help but glance over at Madison, who was effortlessly charming the reporters and fans alike. Her laughter rang out above the din, and I gritted my teeth, willing myself not to snap.

We continued down the red carpet, and I did my best to appear gracious and humble. But with each passing moment, my annoyance with Madison grew.

I told myself that I was being petty, that I should be grateful for the opportunity to be part of such a successful film. But the jealousy gnawed at me, refusing to let go.

Finally, we reached the end of the red carpet and entered the theater. As the lights dimmed and the movie began, I tried to lose myself in the story, to forget about the perceived slights and focus on the artistry of our work.

But the anger still simmered beneath the surface, a constant reminder of the struggles I still faced in my quest for self-improvement.

As the movie played on, I couldn't help but acknowledge that Madison's performance was truly exceptional. She brought a raw, powerful energy to her role, and I knew that she deserved every bit of praise she was receiving.

But that knowledge only served to deepen my resentment, and I stewed in my seat, unable to enjoy the film or the adulation of the fans. I knew that I was being irrational, that I should be celebrating our success rather than succumbing to jealousy. But the bitterness refused to release its grip on me.

When the movie finally ended and the lights came back up, the theater erupted in applause. I stood and took a bow, doing my best to feign humility and gratitude. But the applause felt hollow, a meaningless token that did nothing to quell my annoyance.

As we exited the theater and made our way to the after-party, I couldn't help but notice the way the fans and reporters flocked to Madison, showering her with praise and attention.

I hung back, feeling more and more like an outsider, my presence an afterthought in the face of her overwhelming popularity.

At the after-party, I tried to drown my sorrows in a glass of beer, hoping that the bubbles might somehow lift my spirits.
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But as I sat on one of the tables, watching her hold court with a gaggle of admirers, I knew that no amount of alcohol would be enough to numb the pain of my bruised ego.

I told myself that I should be happy for her, that her success was a testament to our hard work and dedication. But the green-eyed monster within me refused to be silenced, and I found myself growing more and more bitter with each passing moment.

As the night wore on, I tried to distract myself by mingling with the other guests, discussing the film and exchanging pleasantries. But every conversation seemed to lead back to Madison, her name a constant refrain that only served to fuel my resentment.

Unable to take it any longer, I retreated to a quiet corner of the room, nursing my champagne and wallowing in self-pity. I knew that I was being childish, that I should be celebrating our accomplishments rather than sulking in the shadows.

But the bitterness was too deeply ingrained, too much a part of who I was.

As I stood there, nursing my wounded pride, I suddenly felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to find Madison standing beside me, her face a mix of concern and confusion.

"Daniel, are you alright?" she asked, her voice gentle and sincere.

"You've seemed a bit off tonight. Is everything okay?"

I hesitated for a moment, torn between the desire to lash out and the knowledge that doing so would only make things worse. Finally, I forced a smile and said, "Yeah, I'm fine. Just a little tired, I guess."

She looked at me for a moment, her eyes searching my face for any sign of deceit. But I was an expert at hiding my emotions, and she seemed to accept my explanation at face value.

"Alright," she said, her voice still laced with concern.

"Well, if you ever need to talk or anything, just know that I'm here for you. We're in this together, after all."

As she spoke, I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt for my earlier resentment. Here she was, offering her support and understanding, and all I had done was wallow in self-pity and jealousy.

I thanked her for her concern, and we spent the rest of the evening chatting and laughing, the bitterness slowly fading as I reminded myself of the importance of friendship and teamwork.

Though I knew that my journey toward self-improvement was far from over, that night served as a reminder of the importance of letting go of jealousy and embracing the success of others.

I had a long way to go, but with the support of my friends and colleagues, I was confident that I could become the person I wanted to be.

As the night wore on and the after-party began to wind down, I found myself reflecting on the events of the past few months. I had faced numerous challenges, both personal and professional, and I knew that there would be many more hurdles to overcome in the future.

But as I stood there, surrounded by the people who had supported and encouraged me along the way, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope and determination. I knew that I had the strength and the will to change, to become a better version of myself.


Nw - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A FEW DAYS AFTER THE PREMIERE, I scheduled a meeting with Shontelle to discuss my future plans. I knew that I needed to take some time off to recover from my recent experiences and work on bettering myself, but I also wanted to make sure that I was on the same page with my manager.

As I entered Shontelle's office, I couldn't help but be struck by the familiarity of the setting. The polished hardwood floors, the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined with scripts and industry awards, and the large, imposing desk that dominated the room—it all served as a reminder of the many hours I had spent in this space, discussing contracts and negotiating deals.

Shontelle greeted me with a warm smile, her eyes shining with genuine affection. She had been with me through thick and thin, and I knew that she cared about my well-being as much as she did about my career.

"Daniel, it's good to see you," she said, her voice sincere and welcoming. "Have a seat, and let's talk."

I took a seat in one of the plush leather chairs opposite her desk, feeling a mixture of relief and apprehension. I knew that my decision to take a break from work might not be well-received, but I also knew that it was necessary for my personal growth.

"Shontelle, I've been doing a lot of thinking lately," I began, my voice steady and determined.

"And I've come to the realization that I need to take some time off. I want to focus on getting better, on becoming the person I know I can be."

To my surprise, she didn't immediately object. Instead, she leaned back in her chair, studying me with a thoughtful expression.

"Daniel, I'm glad to hear you say that," she said finally, her voice soft and understanding.

"I've been worried about you, and I think some time away from the spotlight could be just what you need to get back on track."

I let out a sigh of relief, grateful for her support. But I knew that there was still more to discuss, and I braced myself for the inevitable pushback.

"Shontelle, I appreciate your understanding," I said, my voice firm and resolute.

“But I also want to make it clear that I don't want you looking for any new projects for me while I'm on this break. I need time to recover and find myself again, and I can't do that if I'm constantly worrying about the next job."

She frowned slightly, clearly unhappy with my request. But before she could object, I pressed on.

"Please, Shontelle," I pleaded, my voice raw and vulnerable.

"I need this. I need to get better, for my own sake and for the sake of everyone around me. I promise I'll come back stronger and more focused than ever, but I need the time to heal."

To my surprise and relief, she nodded her understanding, her expression softening.

"Alright, Daniel," she said, her voice gentle and compassionate. "I'll respect your wishes. Just know that I'm here for you, and I'll do whatever I can to support you during this time."

I thanked her, feeling a weight lift from my shoulders. But before I could leave, she had one more suggestion.

"Daniel, I know you might not be open to this idea right now, but I think it could be helpful for you to work with a celebrity stylist while you're on your break," she said, her voice tentative but earnest.

"I know someone who's an expert in helping celebrities rebuild their image after a scandal, and I think they could be a great asset for you as you work on your personal growth."

I hesitated, my initial reaction one of resistance. The thought of working with a stylist to change my image seemed superficial and inauthentic, and I wasn't sure it was the right path for me.

"Shontelle, I appreciate the suggestion, but I don't think that's what I need right now," I said, my voice firm but respectful. "I want to focus on bettering myself from the inside out, not just changing my appearance to please others."

She nodded, clearly understanding my concerns. But she wasn't ready to give up on the idea just yet.

"I understand where you're coming from, Daniel," she said, her voice gentle and persuasive.

"But I think you might be underestimating the power of a fresh start. Working with a stylist doesn't have to be about superficial changes—it can be a way to help you reinvent yourself and embrace a new, healthier mindset."

I mulled over her words, considering the possibility that she might be right. Perhaps working with a stylist could be a positive step in my journey towards self-improvement, a way to help me break free from my old patterns and embrace a new beginning.

"Alright, Shontelle," I said slowly, my voice cautious but open.

"I'll give it a shot. But I want to make it clear that my primary focus will always be on my personal growth, not on the way I look."

She smiled, clearly pleased with my decision.

"I promise, Daniel, this stylist will help you with more than just your appearance. They'll be a valuable asset in your journey towards self-improvement."

As I stepped out of Shontelle's office, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of anticipation and anxiety. The idea of working with a celebrity stylist was both intriguing and intimidating, and I wasn't sure what to expect.

But I reminded myself that this was just one step in my journey towards self-improvement, and that the most important thing was to keep moving forward, no matter what.

Over the next few days, I prepared myself for my first meeting with the stylist. I researched their past work, familiarizing myself with their approach and philosophy.

I also spent time reflecting on my own goals and aspirations, considering what I wanted to achieve both personally and professionally.

When the day of our meeting finally arrived, I was a bundle of nerves. I knew that this was a significant step in my journey towards self-improvement, and I was determined to make the most of the opportunity.

But I also couldn't shake the lingering doubts and fears that plagued me, the nagging voice in the back of my mind that whispered that I would never truly change.

As I entered the stylist's studio, I took a deep breath and forced myself to focus on the task at hand. I reminded myself that this was just one piece of the puzzle, one step on the long and winding road towards self-improvement.

And with that thought in mind, I steeled myself for the challenges and opportunities that lay ahead, determined to prove to myself and the world that I was capable of change and growth.

As I waited in the stylist's studio, I couldn't help but take in my surroundings. The room was spacious and airy, with high ceilings and large windows that flooded the space with natural light. It was decorated in a minimalist style, with sleek, modern furniture and a few tasteful pieces of art adorning the walls. The overall effect was one of elegance and sophistication, and I found myself feeling both impressed and slightly out of place.

In one corner of the room, there was a rack filled with an array of clothing, ranging from casual wear to formal attire. I could tell that the stylist had an impeccable sense of style, and I was curious to see how she would choose to transform my image.

As I continued to survey the room, my gaze fell on a large, ornate mirror that took up most of one wall. I couldn't help but catch my own reflection, and I found myself scrutinizing my appearance with a critical eye.

I knew that my looks were a significant part of my appeal, but I also knew that there was more to me than just my appearance. I wanted to be recognized for my talent and my work, not just for my pretty face.
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As I stood there, lost in thought, the door to the studio suddenly swung open, and in walked the stylist. She was every bit as stunning as I had imagined—tall, slender, and with a mane of fiery red hair that cascaded down her back.

Her green eyes were sharp and piercing, and there was an undeniable air of authority and confidence about her.

"Hello, Daniel," she said, her voice cool and professional.

"I'm Emily Harmon. It's a pleasure to meet you."

I tried to muster my most charming smile as I extended my hand.

"The pleasure's all mine, Emily. I've heard great things about you."

She shook my hand firmly, her gaze never leaving mine. "Thank you. Now, let's get down to business, shall we?"

I couldn't help but feel a little taken aback by her directness. I was used to people fawning over me, and her no-nonsense attitude was both refreshing and slightly unnerving. But I was also intrigued, and I found myself wanting to get to know her better.

"Sure thing," I said, trying to sound casual.

"What's the plan?"

She walked over to the rack of clothes, her long legs taking confident strides.

"First, we need to assess your current wardrobe and determine what changes need to be made. I'll be honest with you, Daniel—I’m not here to stroke your ego. I'm here to help you create a new image, and that might involve some tough choices."

I couldn't help but smirk.

"Well, Emily, I've never been one to shy away from a challenge."

She raised an eyebrow, her expression still stern.

"I'm glad to hear that. Now, let's get started."

Over the next hour, Emily went through my wardrobe with a fine-toothed comb, offering her expert opinion on each piece. She was brutally honest, and I found myself feeling both offended and intrigued by her candor.

At one point, she held up a particularly flashy designer jacket, her lips curling in disdain.

"This, Daniel, is not the image we're going for. It screams vanity and self-obsession, which is precisely what we're trying to move away from."

I bristled at her criticism but forced myself to bite my tongue. After all, she was the expert, and I had agreed to trust her judgment.

As we continued to work together, I found myself becoming more and more drawn to her. She was unlike any woman I had ever met—strong, confident, and utterly unimpressed by my usual charms. It was both infuriating and strangely exhilarating.

At one point, she paused and looked me directly in the eye.

"Daniel, your current wardrobe screams 'fuckboy' and aggression. That's not the image we want for you. You need a softer, more approachable look. We're going to start by introducing some pastel colors into your wardrobe."

I was skeptical, to say the least. Pastel colors? That was a far cry from the bold, attention-grabbing clothes I was used to wearing. But I was also curious to see what she had in mind, and I decided to give her the benefit of the doubt.

"Alright, Emily," I said, trying to sound open-minded.

"Show me what you've got."

She smiled—a rare sight, I quickly realized—and began pulling out a selection of clothing in soft, muted shades of pink, blue, and lavender.

I had to admit, the colors were unlike anything I had ever worn before, and I was intrigued by the idea of trying something new.

As she helped me try on various outfits, I found myself becoming more and more comfortable with the idea of embracing a softer, more approachable image.

The clothes she chose for me were stylish and well-tailored, and I had to admit that they made me feel good about myself in a way that my old wardrobe never had.

During one particularly revealing moment, Emily held up a pale pink shirt and said, "This color will really bring out the warmth in your skin tone, Daniel. It's perfect for you."

I looked at myself in the mirror, the pastel pink fabric draped over my chest, and I couldn't help but agree. The color did make me look softer, more approachable—and dare I say it, even more attractive.

As we continued to work together, I found myself growing more and more attached to her. Her unwavering confidence and keen eye for style were truly impressive, and I couldn't help but admire her.

More than that, though, I found myself wanting to impress her—to show her that I was more than just a pretty face with a bad attitude.

One day, as we were wrapping up a particularly grueling styling session, I decided to take a chance and flirt with her a bit more overtly than I had before.

"So, Emily," I said, leaning against the mirror and giving her my best smoldering look, "what do you do for fun when you're not transforming the wardrobes of Hollywood's elite?"

She looked me up and down, her expression unreadable.

"Well, Daniel, I don't really have time for fun. My work is my passion, and I'm completely dedicated to it."

I couldn't help but feel a little deflated, but I also couldn't help but admire her dedication. At that moment, I realized that Emily was more than just a beautiful woman with an eye for fashion—she was a true professional, and I wanted nothing more than to learn from her.

As our time together continued, I found myself becoming more and more captivated by Emily. She was everything I had never known I wanted—strong, confident, and utterly immune to my usual charm offensive. And as I began to embrace my new, softer image, I couldn't help but wonder if I might also be falling for her.


Nw - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE WEEKEND FINALLY ARRIVED, and it was time for my first public appearance in my new, Emily-approved wardrobe. To say I was reluctant would be an understatement.

The outfit she had chosen for me—a pastel pink cardigan and a pair of skinny jeans, was a far cry from the bold, attention-grabbing clothes I was used to wearing.

But she was insistent that this was the right move for me, and she had planned a casual outing at a restaurant where we would "accidentally" be photographed by the paparazzi.

As I stared at the outfit laid out on my bed, I couldn't help but feel a sense of panic rising in my chest. What if people laughed at me? What if they thought I looked ridiculous? I had spent so many years cultivating a particular image, and now I was about to throw it all away in the name of fashion.

"Emily, I don't think I can do this," I said, my voice wavering.

She looked at me with a mixture of exasperation and sympathy.

"Daniel, we've been through this. You need to trust me. I know what I'm doing, and I promise you, this is going to work."

"But what if it doesn't?" I couldn't help but ask.

"What if I end up looking like a fool?"

She sighed and put her hands on her hips.

"You're not going to look like a fool, Daniel. You're going to look approachable and stylish. Now, put on the damn clothes and let's go."

I hesitated, still not entirely convinced, but Emily was having none of it.

"Daniel, if you don't let me do my job, I'm going to quit. I'm not here to coddle you—I'm here to help you change your image, and if you're not willing to trust me, then there's no point in me being here."

Her words stung, but I knew she was right. I had hired her for a reason, and it was time for me to put my faith in her expertise. With a heavy sigh, I picked up the pastel pink cardigan and begrudgingly pulled it on, followed by the skinny jeans.
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As we left my apartment and headed to the restaurant, I couldn't help but feel self-conscious in my new outfit. I was acutely aware of every sidelong glance and whispered comment, and I couldn't shake the feeling that everyone was laughing at me.

But as we settled into our seats and began perusing the menu, I realized that my fears were largely unfounded. Yes, there were a few stares and whispers, but for the most part, people seemed genuinely intrigued by my new look.

And when the paparazzi inevitably descended upon us, their cameras flashing like strobe lights, I found myself actually enjoying the attention.

As we posed for photos and answered a few questions from the eager reporters, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in my transformation.

I had taken a leap of faith and trusted Emily, and it had paid off. I looked good – better than good, in fact—and I could already see the headlines praising my new, softer image.

After our impromptu photo shoot, we returned to our table and resumed our meal, the adrenaline from the encounter with the paparazzi still coursing through my veins.

I couldn't help but sneak glances at Emily throughout the meal, marveling at the way she had managed to turn my life around in such a short amount of time.

As we finished our dessert and prepared to leave the restaurant, I knew that I owed her a debt of gratitude. "Thank you, Emily," I said, my voice soft and sincere. "I know I was a pain in the ass at first, but you were right. This new look... it's really working."

She smiled at me, her eyes warm and understanding. "You're welcome, Daniel. It's been a pleasure working with you."

As we stood to leave, I couldn't help but extend an invitation. "Would you like to come back to my apartment? We could... I don't know, celebrate or something."

She hesitated for a moment, then shook her head.

"I appreciate the offer, but I have another styling gig to get to. I'm booked solid for the next few days."

I tried to hide my disappointment, but I knew I wasn't fooling anyone.

"Well, maybe some other time then," I said, trying to sound casual.

She smiled again.

"Maybe. Have a good night, Daniel."

And with that, she was gone, leaving me to return to my apartment alone.

As I stepped inside and closed the door behind me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of emptiness. The excitement of the evening had faded, leaving me with nothing but my thoughts and my newfound attraction to Emily.

I wandered into my bedroom and began to rummage through the pile of soft, pastel clothes that she had brought for me. As I picked up each piece, I couldn't help but think of her—her confident stride, her fiery red hair, and her no-nonsense attitude.

In a moment of impulsiveness, I decided to try on some of the new clothes—more approachable styles that she had selected. As I pulled on a pale blue sweater and a pair of slim-fit chinos, I couldn't help but be struck by the transformation. I looked different—more vulnerable, perhaps, but also more genuine.

As I stood in front of the mirror, my thoughts once again turned to Emily. I couldn't help but imagine her standing beside me, her hand on my shoulder, her eyes locked on mine. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, and I found myself growing increasingly aroused.

Unable to resist the urge any longer, I slid my hand down the front of my chinos, my fingers finding their way to my rapidly hardening member. I bit my lip as I began to stroke myself, my eyes locked on my reflection as I fantasized about Emily.

I imagined her standing behind me, her body pressed against mine as her hands roamed over my chest and down my stomach. I could almost feel the heat of her breath on my neck, her lips brushing against my skin as she whispered filthy things into my ear.

The intensity of my arousal surprised me, but I couldn't stop. I continued to stroke myself, my breathing growing heavier as I lost myself in my fantasies.

In my mind, her hands were now on my waist, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my chinos as she teased and taunted me.

I could feel her hot breath against my ear, her voice sultry and commanding as she told me what she wanted—what she needed—from me.

As my hand moved faster, my fantasies grew more vivid. I imagined her pushing me down onto the bed, her eyes locked on mine as she straddled my hips and slowly lowered herself onto me.

The thought of her taking control, of her using me for her own pleasure, was almost too much to bear.

As I neared the edge, I couldn't help but cry out her name, my voice a hoarse whisper as I surrendered to the pleasure.

"Emily... oh, fuck, Emily..."
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And then, with a shudder and a gasp, I came, my body wracked with waves of ecstasy as I spilled myself into my hand. As the last tremors of pleasure subsided, I slumped against the wall, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

My mind raced with thoughts of her, of the way she had taken charge of my image and, in the process, managed to captivate my every thought. I had never felt this way about anyone before, and it both excited and terrified me.

As I cleaned myself up and changed into more comfortable clothes, I couldn't help but wonder what the future would hold for me and her.

Would we become more than just client and stylist?

Or was this simply a fleeting infatuation, destined to fizzle out as quickly as it had begun?

I knew that only time would tell, but as I climbed into bed and closed my eyes, I couldn't help but hold onto the hope that she and I might one day share more than just a professional relationship.

The following days were a whirlwind of activity, as I attended event after event in my new, Emily-approved wardrobe. I couldn't help but notice the change in people's reactions to me—they seemed more open, more willing to engage, and I couldn't deny that it felt good to be seen in a new light.

But despite the success of my image overhaul, I couldn't shake my growing feelings for Emily. Every time we met to discuss my wardrobe or plan my next public appearance, I found myself increasingly drawn to her—to her intelligence, her wit, and her undeniable beauty.

I tried to hide my feelings, of course, but I couldn't help but wonder if she sensed the change in me. Every time our eyes met or our hands brushed against one another, I felt a jolt of electricity that was impossible to ignore.

As the weeks went by and our professional relationship continued to flourish, I found myself wrestling with a difficult decision.

Should I risk everything and confess my feelings to Emily?

Or should I remain silent and maintain the status quo, never knowing what might have been?

The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I couldn't bear the thought of keeping my feelings bottled up any longer. I knew that it was a gamble, but I had to take the chance – I had to tell Emily how I felt.

I decided to invite her to a private dinner at my apartment, under the pretense of discussing my upcoming projects. As I cooked and prepared the table, my hands shook with a mixture of excitement and nerves.

This was it—the moment of truth. Tonight, I would finally lay my cards on the table and reveal my true feelings for Emily.

As the doorbell rang and I opened the door to find her standing there, I took a deep breath and steeled myself for what was to come. Whatever the outcome, I knew that I couldn't keep this secret any longer. It was time to be honest with both myself and her—to take a chance on love, and hope that it was worth the risk.


Nw - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

AS EMILY ENTERED MY APARTMENT, I couldn't help but admire how stunning she looked in her form-fitting black dress and heels. Her red hair cascaded down her shoulders, framing her face in a way that only served to accentuate her beauty.
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I swallowed hard, trying to shove my nerves down and focus on the task at hand—hosting a pleasant dinner for the two of us.

We started the evening with a glass of wine, our conversation flowing easily as we discussed everything from our favorite movies to our shared love of travel.

I found myself laughing at her dry humor and the way she could find humor in even the most mundane situations.

"So, Emily," I began, trying to steer the conversation toward more personal topics.

"Have you always been interested in fashion and styling?"

She smiled, her green eyes lighting up as she spoke.

"Ever since I was a little girl, I've been fascinated by clothes and the way they can transform a person. I used to spend hours in my room, dressing up my dolls and playing with makeup, dreaming of the day I'd be able to help real people look and feel their best."

As Emily shared her story, I couldn't help but feel a connection to her—a shared understanding of the power of transformation, and the importance of being true to oneself.

As the night wore on and the wine continued to flow, our conversation grew more intimate, with both of us sharing stories from our pasts and our dreams for the future.

At one point, I found myself leaning in close to her, our faces just inches apart as I laughed at one of her jokes.

The atmosphere in the room seemed to shift, the air thick with tension as we locked eyes, both of us acutely aware of the closeness of our bodies.

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I considered closing the gap between us, claiming her lips in a passionate kiss that I had been dreaming about for weeks.

But just as I was about to make my move, she suddenly pulled away, an apologetic look on her face.

"I'm sorry, Daniel," she stammered, her eyes darting away from mine.

"I don't know what came over me—that was completely unprofessional."

As she rushed out of my apartment, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of disappointment and relief. On one hand, I was gutted that our evening had ended so abruptly, leaving me with a gnawing sense of unfulfilled desire.

On the other hand, I was grateful for the opportunity to gather my thoughts and reassess my feelings for her—to determine whether or not pursuing a romantic relationship with her was truly the right decision.

As I sat alone in my apartment, nursing a glass of whiskey and trying to make sense of the night's events, I couldn't shake the feeling that I had let something truly special slip through my fingers.

The connection I felt with her was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I knew that I owed it to both of us to explore the possibility of a future together.

I spent the next few days in a state of emotional turmoil, my thoughts consumed by her and the night we had shared. I knew that I needed to speak with her, to clear the air and determine once and for all whether there was any hope for a romantic relationship between us.

But as the days turned into weeks and I continued to put off our conversation, I couldn't help but wonder if I was making a mistake.

Perhaps she had been right, perhaps our connection was nothing more than a fleeting moment of passion, fueled by the intimacy of our conversation and the haze of alcohol.

And even if there was something more between us, was I really prepared to risk our professional relationship—and my newfound image—for the sake of romance?

I wrestled with these thoughts, my emotions torn between the undeniable attraction I felt for Emily and my desire to protect the progress we had made in rehabilitating my image. Finally, after one sleepless night, I made a decision: I needed to talk to Emily, to clear the air and find out how she truly felt about me.

I picked up my phone, my fingers hovering over the screen as I debated what to say. Finally, I settled on a simple message, "Hey, can we talk?"

Moments later, her reply appeared on my screen, "Of course, Daniel. Are you free to meet up this afternoon?"

My heart raced as I typed out my response, "Yeah, that works for me. How about we meet at that coffee shop near your place?"

"Sounds good," she replied.

"See you then."

As I prepared for our meeting, I couldn't help but feel a sense of nervous anticipation. This conversation had the potential to change everything—to either solidify our connection or destroy any hope of a romantic future together.

When I arrived at the coffee shop, I spotted her sitting at a corner table, her red hair a beacon in the crowded room. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the conversation to come, and approached her table.

"Hey," I said, my voice wavering slightly as I took a seat across from her.

She looked up at me, her green eyes searching mine for a moment before she responded.

"Hey, Daniel. It's good to see you."

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest as I searched for the right words. "I, um... I wanted to talk to you about the other night. At my place."

Her expression shifted, a hint of vulnerability crossing her features.

"Yeah, I've been thinking about that too."

I took a deep breath, gathering my courage.

"Look, I just wanted to say... I'm sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable. I know we were both a little tipsy, and things got a bit out of hand. But I also wanted you to know that... well, I really like you, Emily. And I think there might be something real between us."

As I spoke, I watched her face for any hint of her feelings. To my relief, she didn't pull away or look disgusted—instead, her eyes seemed to soften, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips.

"Daniel," she began, her voice gentle but firm.

"I'm not going to lie—I've been feeling the same way. But we need to be careful. We're both professionals, and we have a job to do. I don't want our personal feelings to get in the way of that."

I nodded, understanding the wisdom of her words.

"You're right, Emily. We need to be smart about this. But I can't ignore the way I feel about you. I don't want to let this opportunity pass us by."

The next few days were a blur. I found it increasingly difficult to focus on anything other than Emily—the way she laughed, the way she looked at me, the way she made me feel alive in a way I hadn't experienced in years. I found myself daydreaming about her constantly, my thoughts consumed by the possibilities of our budding relationship.

Then, one afternoon, my phone buzzed with a new text message. It was from Shontelle.

"Daniel, we need to talk. Can you come by my office ASAP?"

Her message sent a shiver down my spine. Something about the urgency in her tone set off alarm bells in my head, and I couldn't shake the nagging feeling that something was terribly wrong.

As soon as I arrived at her office, I knew my instincts had been right. Her face was tense, her eyes filled with a mixture of sadness and concern that I hadn't seen in years.

"Daniel, please sit down," she said, gesturing to the chair across from her desk.

I took a seat, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to prepare myself for whatever news she was about to deliver.

"What's going on, Shontelle? You're scaring me."

She took a deep breath before speaking, her voice shaking slightly.

"Daniel, I don't know how to say this, so I'm just going to come right out with it. Emily resigned this morning."

I felt my world come crashing down around me, my chest tightening with a pain that was both physical and emotional.

"What? Why? Did she say anything?"

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

"She didn't give any explanation, Daniel. She just handed me her resignation letter and left. I tried calling her, but she won't pick up. I'm so sorry."
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My mind raced as I tried to make sense of what I was hearing.

How could she just walk away without a word, especially after everything we had shared? We were finally starting to build something real, something that felt like it could stand the test of time. And now, without warning, she was gone.

For days, I was a wreck. I couldn't eat, I couldn't sleep, and I certainly couldn't work. My mind was consumed by thoughts of Emily—what had happened to make her leave so suddenly, and whether there was anything I could have done to prevent it.

I lashed out at everyone around me, my anger and frustration boiling over in ways I couldn't control. I snapped at my co-stars, cursed at my makeup artist, and even hurled a coffee cup at a hapless production assistant who'd had the misfortune of catching me on a particularly bad day.

Shontelle tried her best to help, but there was only so much she could do. She was just as confused and hurt by Emily's departure as I was, and she struggled to find the words to comfort me.

"You have to move on, Daniel," she urged me one day, as we sat in my trailer between takes.

"I know it's hard, but you can't let Emily's decision ruin your life. You're too talented, too successful to let this one setback destroy everything you've worked for."

But her words fell on deaf ears. I couldn't see past the pain and loss that had become my constant companions, and I found it nearly impossible to imagine a future without Emily by my side.

As the days turned into weeks, my professional life began to suffer. I was constantly late to set, my performances lackluster and uninspired.

My co-stars grew increasingly frustrated with my behavior, and even the director—a man known for his patience and understanding—threatened to fire me if I didn't get my act together.

But I couldn't bring myself to care. The only thing that mattered to me was the gaping hole in my heart where Emily used to be. I spent my nights lying awake, staring at the ceiling and replaying every moment of our time together in my head, searching for some clue as to why she had left.

And then, one day, as I was wallowing in self-pity and trying to drown my sorrows in a bottle of whiskey, I realized that I couldn't keep going like this.

I was ruining not only my career but also my relationships with the people who cared about me. I had to do something, anything, to break free from the prison of my own making.

I decided to confront Emily, to demand answers and hopefully find some closure that would allow me to move on with my life. After a little digging, I managed to track down her address and, without a second thought, I showed up on her doorstep.
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I stood in the doorway, my eyes wide as they took in Emily's unexpected attire. She was dressed in a black leather leotard that accentuated her curves and thigh-high stiletto boots. Though her face flushed red with embarrassment, she maintained a certain air of confidence.

"Emily, what's going on?" I asked, trying to hide my shock.

She looked down, avoiding my gaze.

"I can explain, Daniel. Please, come in."

I hesitated for a moment before stepping inside her apartment. The place was immaculately organized, with fashion magazines and clothing sketches scattered across a table in the living room. As she closed the door behind me, I couldn't help but notice a hint of vulnerability in her eyes.

"First of all, I'm so sorry for ghosting you, Daniel," she began, wringing her hands nervously.

"I didn't mean to hurt you. There's just... there's something about me that I haven't shared with anyone, and I was scared to tell you."

I crossed my arms, waiting for her to continue. "What is it?"

Emily took a deep breath. "I'm transgender, Daniel. I was assigned male at birth, and I transitioned a few years ago. I've been living as a woman ever since."

My surprise was evident, but I tried to keep my composure.

"Emily, that doesn't change anything between us. I just wish you'd felt comfortable telling me sooner."

She nodded, tears forming in her eyes.

"I know. I just... I didn't want you to reject me, or for it to change how you saw me."

"I understand," I said softly.

"But you don't have to worry about that with me."

There was still the matter of her outfit, which I couldn't help but ask about.
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"Emily, why are you dressed like this?"

Her cheeks flushed again.

"Oh, this. Well, you see, I have a side job. I'm a... a mistress who helps men explore their feminine side, but it's not what you think. I don’t have sex with them or anything like that. It's more about guiding them through the process of self-discovery."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"That's certainly unexpected. But I have to admit, it's also fascinating."

Emily's face lit up with relief.

"Thank you for understanding, Daniel. It means the world to me."

The conversation we shared that night was unlike any we'd had before.

It was raw, honest, and vulnerable, and I felt like I was truly getting to know Emily. As we talked, I realized that, despite the obstacles life had thrown at her, she was incredibly strong and resilient. And that only made me admire her more.

Just as Emily and I were growing more comfortable in our conversation, the doorbell rang, interrupting us. Emily's eyes widened, and she shot me an apologetic glance.

"I'm sorry, Daniel, but I have a client coming. Could you please go? We can talk more later."

I nodded, disappointed but understanding. As I left her apartment, my mind raced with thoughts and questions. What did this all mean for me? For us? Could I actually pursue a relationship with Emily, given everything I'd just learned?

Back at my apartment, I paced the living room, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. On one hand, I was undeniably drawn to Emily—her strength, her passion, her beauty.

But on the other hand, there was the cold, hard reality of the entertainment industry. As an up-and-coming A-lister, I couldn't ignore the potential damage to my career if I were to date a transgender woman.

"Fuck!" I cursed out loud, running my hands through my hair in frustration.

Why did life have to be so damn complicated? I couldn't help but think of all the judgmental eyes and whispers that would follow us if Emily and I were together.

I flopped down onto my couch, my head in my hands.

"Get it together, Daniel," I muttered to myself.

"You can't let your feelings for Emily jeopardize everything you've worked for."

But then, a small voice in the back of my mind spoke up.

"Is this really what you want? To suppress your feelings and live a lie, just for the sake of your image?"

I let out a long, heavy sigh. The truth was, I didn't know. I'd spent my entire life chasing fame and fortune, trying to become the person I thought I was supposed to be.

But what if that person wasn't who I truly was? What if, by denying my feelings for Emily, I was denying a part of myself?


Nw - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

SEVERAL DAYS LATER, I found myself on the set of my new TV series, "The Fireman's Hose." It was a cheesy, clichéd drama about the lives and loves of a group of firefighters, but it was a steady gig and a chance to further cement my status as an A-lister.
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I was playing the lead role of Jack, a hotshot fireman with a tragic past and a heart of gold. My leading lady, a beautiful blonde actress named Tiffany, played my love interest, and our on-screen chemistry was supposed to be off the charts.

But as we prepared to film our first big romantic scene, I found that I couldn't get Emily out of my mind. Every time Tiffany and I leaned in for a kiss, my thoughts drifted back to that almost-kiss with Emily, and the electricity that had crackled between us.

"Cut!" the director shouted for what felt like the tenth time.

"Daniel, what's going on with you? You're supposed to be in love with Tiffany's character, not looking like you're being tortured."

I gritted my teeth, annoyance bubbling up inside me.

"I know what I'm supposed to be doing," I snapped. "But I can't just turn my feelings on and off like a fucking light switch."

Tiffany shot me a wounded look, and I immediately regretted my harsh words.

"I'm sorry," I mumbled, running a hand through my hair. "I'm just...distracted."

The director sighed, rubbing his temples as if to ward off an impending headache.

"Look, Daniel, we're all professionals here. We're trying to make a TV show, not indulge in your personal drama. So either get your head in the game, or we'll find someone else who can."

I clenched my jaw, my pride stinging at the thinly veiled threat. I knew I needed to get my shit together, but it was easier said than done. How could I pretend to be in love with Tiffany when my heart belonged to someone else?

As we prepared for yet another take, I tried to shove my feelings for Emily to the back of my mind. I focused on my character, on the lines I'd memorized and the emotions I was supposed to be portraying.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't shake the image of Emily's face, her striking green eyes and fiery red hair.

"Cut!" the director yelled again, his patience clearly wearing thin.

"Daniel, for fuck's sake, what is your problem?"

I felt a flash of anger and frustration at his words, and I couldn't hold it in any longer.

"My problem?" I exploded, my voice echoing throughout the set.

"My problem is that I can't stop thinking about someone who's not even here, and it's driving me fucking insane!"

The entire room went silent, everyone's eyes fixed on me as if I'd lost my mind. And maybe I had. But it didn't matter. All that mattered was that I needed to figure out what was going on between Emily and me before I completely self-destructed.

"I need a break," I muttered, storming off the set before anyone could stop me. I could hear the director shouting after me, his voice a mixture of fury and disbelief, but I didn't care.

All I knew was that I needed to find Emily and tell her how I felt, consequences be damned.

As I slammed the door to my trailer, I knew that I was risking everything – my career, my reputation, and my entire life as I knew it. But at that moment, none of it mattered.

I stormed out of the set, unable to focus on anything but Emily. I knew I had to tell her how I felt, even if it meant risking my career and image. I hopped into my car and drove straight to her place, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and fear.

As I reached her door, I hesitated for a moment before knocking. The door opened, and Emily stood there, her eyes wide with surprise. I took a deep breath and launched into my confession.

"Emily, I can't stop thinking about you. I've tried to push you out of my mind, but I can't. I love you, and I don't care what anyone else thinks. I want to be with you, no matter what."

Her eyes filled with tears, and she reached out to touch my face, a smile spreading across her lips.

"Daniel, I never thought I'd hear you say that. I love you too."

We embraced, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss. As we kissed, we moved through the foyer and into the living room, our hands exploring each other's bodies, feeling the electricity between us.

"Daniel," she whispered, her voice shaking with emotion, "I'm scared. I haven't had the surgery yet, and I don't want you to be disappointed."

I gently cupped her face in my hands, looking deeply into her eyes.

"Emily, I love you for who you are, and I accept every part of you. You are the most amazing person I've ever met, and I want to be with you just as you are."

She led me to her bedroom and slowly unraveled her hourglass figure by removing her red silk nighties. I could tell that her breasts were huge from the way they tried to escape her red lace bra but that wasn't the only thing that was huge about her, I knew that she was transgender but I was shocked by the size of the bulge in her red lace panties.

"Are you sure, you're okay with this?" she asked.

[image: ]

I nodded, feeling a rush of excitement and nervousness running through me. I had never been with a transgender person before, but something about her was pulling me in. Her confidence and sensuality were intoxicating.

She walked towards me, her hips swaying seductively. I couldn't take my eyes off her, mesmerized by her beauty. She pushed me back onto the bed and climbed on top of me, straddling me with her long legs. Her hands trailed down my chest, unbuttoning my shirt as she leaned in to kiss me.

Her lips were soft and full, her tongue exploring my mouth with a hunger that mirrored my own. I reached up to caress her breasts through her bra, feeling her nipples harden under my touch. She moaned and ground her hips against me, her bulge pressing insistently against my own arousal.

I gasped as she pulled away, looking down at me with a wicked gleam in her eye.

"Oh, someone is a little excited," she purred. Her hand dipped under my waistband and she started unzipping my pants.

"You like it when I tease you, don't you?"
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I was speechless as she freed my cock, her long fingers wrapping around it and sliding it out of my boxers. She pumped my length slowly, the feeling of her hand sliding up and down on my swollen shaft sending waves of pleasure through my body.

It had been so long since I'd felt the touch of another person, so long since I'd been close to someone.

"You want it faster?" she whispered, her hand starting to move faster.

I nodded, my breath coming in short gasps. She continued to pump my cock, her strokes becoming increasingly faster. Her hand slid up and down my shaft, faster and faster. Her other hand reached down to cup my balls, rolling them in her palm before letting go. She grasped my cock tightly and stroked faster, her fist flying up and down my shaft.

Fuck, I thought, I'm going to cum.

She grinned lecherously, her hand still moving between my legs. I wanted to reach out and pull her down on top of me, to feel her soft and supple body against my own.

I wanted to slide my length inside of her, to feel the tight warmth of her ass envelope me. I wanted to fuck her until I couldn't fuck anymore.

I groaned and fell back, my body tingling from the pleasure. I felt her hand slip away from my shaft and her lips pressed against my own.

"That's a very good boy," she said as I came down from my euphoric haze.

She then climbed to a sixty-nine position and as she sucked my cock, I could feel her hard penis from her black panties slide on my face. I’d never sucked a cock before but her scent was intoxicating.

Too consumed by the suffocation of desire for the unknown, I did the unthinkable. Without thinking things through, I pulled her panties down then I took her cock into my mouth and began sucking on her.

“Mmm, Daniel,” she moaned, causing my dick to harden more. Her taste, just like her smell, were all too delectable to resist. I never had a gay experience and it wasn’t on my list of things to try but taking her in my mouth gave me immense pride.

She moaned as I swirled my tongue around her length, not knowing what to do but feeling like I’d been doing it for years. Her cock slid in and out of my mouth ever so slowly and I started to get lost in the euphoria of sucking her dick.

I felt her press against me, feeling my mouth and hands on body, and then she stopped sucking me. I felt her hand slide under my body and she began to stroke my cock, her other hand beginning to pinch and massage the tip of my penis. It made my eyes roll back in my head.

"That’s a good boy," she said, "That's a really good boy. You feel good on my cock. I like how wet your mouth is."

I moaned as she continued to slowly pump my length.

"Do you like the way I taste? Do you like the way it melts in your mouth?”

With a nod and a moan from tasting her precum and by the way I continued sucking her, she didn’t need a verbal reply.

She slipped her cock out of my mouth and slid up my body and kissed me. Her lips tasted exactly like her cock, maybe a little saltier. She ran her hands down my chest, my abs, and into my boxers.

I felt her hand wrap around my dick and I groaned. She pulled me on top of her and I could feel her breath on my ear, tickling my earlobe.

"I want to fuck you," she whispered in my ear.

At that very moment, I knew I bit more than I could chew. But then, I was lost in her kisses and touch.

"I’m a virgin," I said.

"Yeah, I know," she said.
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"I’m a virgin," I repeated.

"You’re going to let me be your first," she said.

"I really am," I said.

"I’m going to fuck you so good, Daniel," she said.

I looked at her face, huge breasts, her long legs, her body, and her dick and I couldn’t believe this was happening.

I leaned back as she sat up and started kissing my neck. She started to run her hands down my body, playing with my nipples. She reached down, grabbed ahold of my cock, and started to jerk me off, slowly. I moaned. I put my hands on her shoulders and dug my fingers into her skin.

"Fuck," I said.

I felt her warm breath on my asshole. She blew on it and I felt goosebumps. I felt her tongue explore my uncharted hole. I screamed and groaned from delight. I had never been rimmed before and the sensation was crazy.

I felt her spit on my asshole and I felt her spit running down my ass. I heard the insatiable moans and I started to wonder if her neighbors could hear what we were doing. I wondered if they realized a trans woman was about to give me my first gay experience.

She put her hands under my legs and lifted my legs up into the air. My feet were on her shoulders, my ass almost in the air.

That’s when I felt the tip of her dick pressing against my ass.

"You’re going to feel a little pinch," she said.

That’s when I realized that the neighbor’s thoughts should be the least of my worries.
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“Fuck!” I yelled out in pain and groaned as she pushed her dick in. I squirmed in pain and pleasure, but she held me in place and didn’t let me move.

She gripped my legs tighter and pushed my ass down, forcing her cock in deeper. The pain subsided and was quickly replaced by a feeling of euphoria.

"Oh, my god, that feels so good," I murmured.

I don’t know why my opinion of her dick changed so quickly, but after a few strokes, I couldn’t get enough of it. I felt my ass stretch and I felt my asshole getting used. I wanted it to be used. I wanted to be fucked.

She moaned and gasped for air as she drilled my ass. Her cock got faster and faster and I pushed on her dick, forcing her to go faster. She gripped my thighs tighter and I screamed in pleasure.

"Yes, yes, yes. Fuck me," I responded to her thrusts.

I couldn’t believe it. I was getting fucked and loving it. I was moaning, groaning, and grunting as her cock penetrated my asshole. She was grunting and groaning as well and I felt her heavy breathing fill the room.

I felt the familiar sensation of an orgasm approaching. I had never been so close to an orgasm without touching myself. I had never been fucked before and emotions flooded my body. I stroked my penis as I could feel myself approaching the point of no return.

"I’m gonna cum," I announced as my body stiffened and I held my breath.
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I closed my eyes and pushed on her dick as I felt my orgasm break. I was cumming, and it was explosive. I moaned loudly and my asshole clenched her dick as I felt my body shake.

"Oh, my god, that feels so good," I said, letting out a little laugh as I came down from my pleasurable high.

I released her from my hold and let her finish fucking me. Her thrusts couldn’t get any harder, but I grabbed her waist to keep her in place.

My asshole contracted around her cock and I enjoyed the feeling of her cock sliding in and out of my ass. It felt good to be fucked, fucked really good.

My dick was sticking straight up and I stroked it as she fucked me. I stroked it as she got closer and closer to orgasm.

Just then, she announced, "I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum! Oh, my god!"

I could feel her asshole contracting and I knew she was about to blow her load. Her thrusts became erratic and her breathing became heavy. I could sense her body getting ready to receive her orgasm.

"I’m cumming!" she moaned, getting ready to cum. I could feel the muscles in her body tense up and she let out a loud grunt.

"Oh, my god," she screamed as her orgasm took over her body and she fucked me harder and harder. Her dick pushed into my asshole and her groan turned into a high-pitched yell.
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A river of semen sprayed my prostate. I could feel her cock pumping rope after rope of cum deep into my ass and it was a wonderful feeling.

“Ah! Fuck! Daniel!” she screamed like a mad woman.

All I could do was relish the creampie she created deep within me as I looked at her satiated face and sweaty breasts.

“Thank you, Daniel,” she said before kissing me and collapsing on my chest.

“No, Emily, thank you.”


Nw - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up with a newfound sense of happiness and contentment. The night spent with Emily had changed my life, and I couldn't help but gush about it as I sat in a meeting with a producer and Shontelle. I was on cloud nine, and it showed.

"Daniel, you seem to be in an excellent mood today," Shontelle observed, a smile playing at the corners of her lips.

"Anything you'd like to share?"

I couldn't help but grin.

"Let's just say I've had an eye-opening experience, and I couldn't be happier about it."

The producer, a middle-aged man with a keen eye for talent, cleared his throat and began discussing the project at hand.

"Well, Daniel, we have an exciting opportunity for you. It's a book-turned-movie called Dangerous Disguise by Lilly Lustwood. We want you to play the lead role, a character named Ben."

As he explained the story, my excitement grew. Ben was a man who had to disguise himself as a woman named Bonnie to go undercover and solve a crime.

It was a challenging role that would require me to tap into my feminine side, something I was more than willing to do after my recent experiences.

"Wow, that sounds incredible," I said, my eyes lighting up.

"I've never played a character like this before. I'm definitely interested."

Shontelle chimed in, clearly excited about the potential role for me. "This is a fantastic opportunity, Daniel. It's a chance for you to show your range as an actor and explore a character unlike any you've ever played."

The producer nodded in agreement.

"Yes, and we think you're the perfect fit for this role. You have the charisma and talent to pull off both Ben and Bonnie. It's going to be a thrilling project, and we're excited to have you on board."

I couldn't contain my enthusiasm.

"Thank you so much for considering me. I'm ready to take on this challenge and give it my all."

As the meeting continued, we discussed the finer details of the project—the script, the shooting schedule, and the talented cast and crew that would be involved. I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation, eager to dive into this new role and prove myself as an actor.

Shontelle and I left the meeting with a newfound sense of purpose. She could tell that my relationship with Emily had sparked a change in me, making me more driven and focused than ever before.

"Daniel, I'm so proud of you," she said as we walked down the hallway.

"I can see that you're truly dedicated to this role, and I have no doubt that you're going to knock it out of the park."

I grinned at her, feeling a surge of confidence.

"Thanks, Shontelle. I couldn't have done it without your support."

I couldn't wait to share the news with Emily. As soon as I got home, I told her about the role, and she was just as excited as I was.

"Daniel, this is perfect for you! I can't wait to see you as both Ben and Bonnie. I'll help you with the transformation."

We decided to dedicate an entire day to my transformation into Bonnie. Emily, with her expertise in fashion and style, eagerly took on the challenge of helping me understand the differences between male and female appearances.

We started early in the morning, making sure we had ample time to explore every aspect of the transformation process.

First, Emily began with makeup, and she carefully explained the techniques she was using.

"The key to creating a feminine look is to accentuate your features in a more delicate way," she said as she applied foundation to my face.

"Women tend to have fuller lips, longer eyelashes, and more defined eyebrows. We'll focus on those areas to make you look more feminine."
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She spent a considerable amount of time perfecting my makeup, applying lipstick, mascara, and carefully shaping my eyebrows. I watched in the mirror, fascinated by the transformation.

Next, she moved on to wigs, presenting me with an array of styles and colors.

"Let's try this one," she suggested, placing a long, wavy brunette wig on my head.

"It'll soften your features and give you a more feminine look."

I hesitated for a moment, but Emily's encouragement helped me feel more at ease.

As the day continued, we experimented with various lingerie, dresses, and shoes. I was amazed by the sheer variety of clothing and styles available, each piece presenting a new opportunity for me to explore my feminine side. Her guidance and support made the experience less daunting and more enjoyable.

We took breaks throughout the day, discussing what worked and what didn't.

She shared her own experiences and insights, helping me better understand the nuances of presenting as a woman. She also gave me tips on posture, movement, and mannerisms to make my transformation more convincing.

By late afternoon, we had narrowed down a few outfits that perfectly captured Bonnie's essence. She suggested we do a final run-through, from makeup to clothing, to ensure that everything looked perfect. I agreed, eager to see the complete transformation come to life.

As she applied the finishing touches to my makeup, I couldn't help but feel a mix of nervousness and excitement. This was the moment of truth—the culmination of a day's worth of exploration and discovery. I took a deep breath as Emily stepped back, admiring her handiwork.

"You look amazing, Daniel. Now, let's put on your favorite outfit and complete the transformation."

I carefully slipped into the form-fitting red dress that had become my favorite throughout the day. The fabric clung to my curves, making me feel powerful and confident.

She helped me into a pair of black stiletto heels, and I practiced walking, gradually growing more stable and comfortable in the unfamiliar shoes.

As the final touch, she handed me a delicate gold necklace and a pair of earrings, which I put on with her assistance. She then stepped back, allowing me to take in my full reflection in the mirror.

I couldn't believe my eyes. The person staring back at me was undeniably feminine—a woman who exuded confidence and beauty. My initial reluctance and uncertainty had given way to a sense of pride and accomplishment.

"Wow, Emily, I can't believe how different I look," I said, admiring my reflection.
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"Thank you for helping me with this transformation."

Two weeks later, it was time to begin work on Dangerous Disguise. I found myself in the makeup room on set, my heart pounding with nerves.

Emily was there by my side, providing a comforting presence as I prepared to step into the role of Bonnie for the first time.

As the glam team entered the room, I took a deep breath and tried to steady my nerves. They greeted us warmly and began discussing their plan for my transformation.

"All right, Daniel, we're going to start with a clean canvas and build up your look from there," the makeup artist said as he laid out her tools and products.

"We're going to create a flawless base, and then we'll work on accentuating your features to make you look more feminine."
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As he began applying the foundation, I glanced over at Emily, who offered a reassuring smile.

"You're going to do great, Daniel. Just relax and let them work their magic."

The makeup artist worked meticulously, applying concealer, contouring my face, and adding a touch of blush to give me a healthy glow.

Next, he focused on my eyes, carefully blending eyeshadow to create a soft, feminine look.

"What do you think of these false lashes, Daniel?" he asked, holding up a pair for me to see.

"They'll add some drama to your eyes and really make them stand out."

I hesitated, unsure if I could pull off such a bold look. But Emily stepped in, her voice full of confidence.

"Go for it. I think they'll look amazing on you."

With Emily's encouragement, I nodded my agreement, and the makeup artist carefully applied the lashes, followed by a coat of mascara. She then moved on to my eyebrows, shaping them to create a more defined arch.

As the makeup artist applied a soft pink lipstick, I couldn't help but be amazed at the transformation taking place. My features were becoming more delicate and feminine, just as Emily had promised.

Next, it was time for the hairstylist to step in. She assessed the wigs Emily and I had chosen during our practice sessions and selected the long, wavy blonde wig that we both loved.

"Okay, Daniel, we're going to secure this wig and style it to frame your face perfectly," she explained, expertly attaching the wig to my head.

Once the wig was in place, she used a curling iron to add some soft waves, giving my hair a natural, feminine appearance. The hairstylist then showed me how to adjust the wig and maintain the style throughout the day.

By this point, I was already feeling more comfortable in my role as Bonnie. But the transformation wasn't quite complete. The wardrobe team arrived, carrying a selection of dresses, shoes, and accessories for me to try on.

"We've picked out some outfits that we think will really complement your character, Daniel," the head of wardrobe said as she showed me the options.

"Let's start with this red dress. It's a real showstopper."

I slipped into the dress, feeling the familiar surge of confidence as the fabric hugged my curves. The wardrobe team helped me into a pair of black stiletto heels, and I practiced walking around the room, feeling more stable and comfortable than I had during my first attempt with Emily.

As I stood there, fully transformed into Bonnie, the wardrobe team added some final touches—a delicate gold necklace, a pair of clip-in earrings, and a stylish clutch to complete the ensemble.

I took a deep breath and turned to face the mirror, taking in the complete transformation. The person staring back at me was undeniably feminine—a woman who exuded confidence and beauty. My initial reluctance and uncertainty had given way to a sense of pride and accomplishment.

"Wow, you all did an incredible job," I said, admiring my reflection. "I can't believe how different I look."
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The glam team exchanged proud glances, clearly satisfied with their work.

"You look fantastic, Daniel. We're confident you'll make a great Bonnie," the makeup artist said.

Emily stepped up beside me, beaming.

"I told you. You're going to be amazing in this role. Now, go out there and show everyone what a talented actor you are."

As I left the makeup room, feeling the weight of the transformation on my shoulders, I reminded myself that this was just the beginning. I still had to bring Bonnie to life on screen, capturing her essence through my acting.

As I arrived on set, I felt a mix of excitement and nerves. The crew greeted me warmly, offering words of encouragement and support. I took my place in front of the camera, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Action!" the director called, and I slipped into character, channeling Bonnie's confidence and poise.

Over the course of the day, I found myself growing more and more comfortable in my role. I experimented with different expressions and mannerisms, working closely with the director to bring Bonnie to life.

My fellow actors offered advice and support, helping me navigate the complexities of my character.

During breaks, I caught glimpses of myself in the mirror, still amazed by the transformation. I could hardly recognize the person staring back at me—a true testament to the skill and dedication of the glam team.

As the day wore on, I felt a sense of accomplishment building within me. With every scene, I became more and more immersed in Bonnie's world, feeling her emotions and experiences as if they were my own.

The initial nerves and uncertainty gradually faded, replaced by a newfound confidence and pride in my performance.

By the time we wrapped for the day, I was exhausted but exhilarated. I knew that there would be challenges ahead, but I was eager to continue exploring Bonnie's world and bringing her to life on the screen.

Back in the makeup room, the glam team carefully removed my makeup, wig, and wardrobe, returning me to my normal appearance. As I looked at my reflection, I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude for the incredible journey I had embarked on.

"Thank you, all of you, for your incredible work today," I told the glam team, my voice filled with genuine appreciation.

"I couldn't have done it without you."

They smiled warmly, clearly proud of their contributions to my transformation.

"You're welcome, Daniel. We're looking forward to working with you throughout the film."


Nw - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD PASSED since I first transformed into Bonnie, and I found myself becoming more and more comfortable in her skin. In fact, I had grown to love the character so much that I often found myself dressing up as her at home, retreating to my room to explore my feminine side in private.

One afternoon, as I carefully applied my makeup, I practiced speaking in Bonnie's soft, gentle voice.

"Hello there, beautiful," I said to my reflection, admiring the way the words flowed so naturally from my lips. I then let out a light, feminine laugh, marveling at the way it seemed to come from deep within me.
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As I slipped into one of my favorite dresses, I couldn't help but feel a sense of melancholy creeping in. The movie was drawing to a close, and I knew that soon I would have no reason to dress up as Bonnie anymore.

The thought terrified me—I had grown to love this character, and the idea of leaving her behind was more than I could bear.

In the privacy of my room, I allowed myself to indulge in these feelings, speaking softly to myself as I imagined what life would be like without Bonnie.

"What the fuck am I going to do when this is over?" I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.

"I can't just go back to being plain old Daniel. Bonnie is a part of me now."

I paced back and forth in my room, my high heels clicking on the hardwood floor as I grappled with the realization that I had fallen in love with this character.

I knew that I couldn't continue dressing up as Bonnie forever—it simply wasn't practical. But at the same time, I couldn't bear the thought of losing her completely.

The day had finally come – it was my last scene as Bonnie. As I stood on set, dressed in the character's clothes and makeup one final time, I couldn't help but feel a deep sadness washing over me. I had grown to love Bonnie, and the thought of letting her go was almost too much to bear.

After the director called cut on the final take, everyone around me began to celebrate, clapping and cheering as they congratulated one another on a job well done. But I couldn't join in the festivities. Instead, I retreated to a quiet corner, lost in my thoughts as I took in the reality of the situation.

As I stood there, relishing the last moments as a transgender woman, I couldn't help but feel a sense of loss. I knew that this was the end of an incredible journey, and I couldn't help but wonder what the future would hold for me without Bonnie.

People tried to engage me in conversation, but I couldn't bring myself to respond.

"Hey, great job, man," one of my co-stars said, clapping me on the shoulder.

"You really killed it as Bonnie."

I forced a smile and muttered a quiet, "Thanks," but my heart wasn't in it. All I could think about was how much I would miss this character, and how I wished I could hold on to her just a little bit longer.

Eventually, I slipped away from the celebration and made my way to my trailer, eager to be alone with my thoughts. As soon as the door closed behind me, I let the tears flow, my emotions finally getting the better of me.

"What the fuck am I going to do without her?" I sobbed, my voice echoing through the empty trailer.

"Bonnie is a part of me, and now she's just... gone."

As I cried, I couldn't help but wonder if I had made a mistake in letting Bonnie go. I knew that I couldn't keep her alive forever, but the thought of living without her was almost too much to bear. It was a loss I wasn't prepared for, and I wasn't sure how to move forward without her.

Six months later, I found myself on the set of a candy commercial, doing my best to put on a happy face and pretend that everything was fine. But deep down, I couldn't shake the lingering feeling of emptiness that had settled in ever since I'd let Bonnie go.
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My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I quickly excused myself to take the call. It was Shontelle, her voice practically bursting with excitement.

"Daniel! You won't believe it! 'Dangerous Disguise' was the number one movie at the box office this weekend! We did it!"

I tried to muster up some enthusiasm, but my thoughts kept drifting back to Bonnie.

"That's great, Shontelle. Thanks for letting me know."

As I hung up, my phone buzzed again. This time, it was Emily.

"Congratulations, Daniel! I'm so proud of you. Let's celebrate tonight, okay?"

"Sounds good," I agreed, feeling a small spark of happiness at the thought of seeing her again.

That evening, Emily and I sat down for dinner at a cozy little restaurant, toasting our success with glasses of champagne. But as the night wore on, I found myself opening up to her, sharing the pain and confusion I'd been feeling since leaving Bonnie behind.

She listened attentively, her eyes filled with compassion as she took my hand in hers.

"Daniel, I know exactly how you feel. When I was living as a man, I felt like I was dead inside. It was only when I embraced my true self that I was able to find happiness."

I swallowed hard, my heart racing as I considered her words.

"But what if embracing my true self ruins my career? I've worked so hard to get where I am today. I don't know if I can risk it all."

She squeezed my hand gently, her voice full of understanding.

"I know it's scary, Daniel, but you have to decide what's more important—living a lie, or being true to yourself. And whatever you decide, know that I'll be here to support you, no matter what."

As we sat there, lost in conversation and the warmth of each other's company, I knew that I had a difficult decision to make. But for the first time in years, I felt like I had someone who truly understood me, and that made all the difference in the world.

Three months later, the success of "Dangerous Disguise" continued to skyrocket. It had broken records left and right, eventually securing its place as the third highest-grossing movie of all time. I could hardly believe it.

Shontelle and I were in her office, poring over the official statement that had just been delivered, when her phone rang. She picked it up, her eyes widening as she listened to the person on the other end.

"You're kidding! Really? Oh, my God, that's incredible! Thank you so much!"

She hung up the phone, her face a mixture of shock and excitement.

"Daniel, you won't believe this. That was the Oscars committee. They're inviting you to attend the ceremony, and get this, you've been nominated for Best Actor!"

I stared at her, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Are you serious? Holy shit, Shontelle! I can't believe it. I'm finally an A-list celebrity!"

We jumped up from our seats, laughing and hugging each other, our excitement barely contained. This was the moment I'd been dreaming of for so long—the ultimate validation of all my hard work and dedication.

But even as I celebrated, I couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness. My success as Daniel had come at a cost, and I couldn't shake the feeling that a part of me was still missing. Bonnie was a part of who I was, and I couldn't simply forget her, no matter how hard I tried.

As the days leading up to the Oscars ceremony ticked by, I found myself wrestling with the question of who I truly wanted to be.

Did I want to continue living a lie, hiding a part of myself in order to maintain my newfound success? Or did I want to take a risk, embracing my true self and potentially jeopardizing everything I'd worked for?

As I stood in front of the mirror, practicing my acceptance speech and adjusting my tuxedo, I knew that the time had come to make a decision. And whatever I chose, I knew that I had to live with the consequences, for better or for worse.


Nw - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

I TOOK A DEEP BREATH, staring at my reflection in the mirror. I knew that I had a choice to make, and the decision wouldn't be an easy one. But, in the end, it was the only decision that felt right.

"Fuck it," I muttered to myself. "I'm doing this."

I began to undress, slowly removing my tuxedo and setting it aside. Piece by piece, I stripped away the facade of Daniel, revealing the person I had been hiding beneath it all.

As I stood there, naked and vulnerable, I couldn't help but feel a sense of freedom. This was the moment I had been dreading, and yet, it was also the moment I had been craving for so long.

I reached for the makeup kit that Emily had given me, and I set to work. I applied foundation, carefully blending it into my skin to create a smooth, even complexion. Next, I added blush, a soft pink shade that highlighted the apples of my cheeks and gave me a healthy glow.

I spent extra time on my eyes, knowing that they would be the focal point of my transformation. I applied eyeshadow in a smoky palette, blending the colors together to create a dramatic, sultry look.

Then, I added eyeliner, meticulously tracing the curves of my eyes and flicking the ends outward to create a subtle cat-eye effect.

Finally, I applied mascara, coating each lash with precision to create a long, voluminous look. I stepped back to admire my handiwork, surprised at how effortlessly the makeup had transformed my face.

Next, I moved on to my hair. I selected a wig that Emily had helped me choose, a stunning long blonde color with cascading waves.

I carefully adjusted the wig on my head, securing it in place and ensuring that not a single strand of my natural hair was visible beneath it.

Now, it was time for my outfit. I had agonized over this decision for days, and I had finally settled on a floor-length gown that was both elegant and daring.

The dress was pink, with a plunging neckline that revealed just enough chest to be enticing without crossing the line into vulgarity.

I stepped into my panties with hip pads, then the dress, pulling it up over my hips and adjusting the straps on my shoulders. The fabric clung to my curves in all the right places, accentuating my feminine figure and making me feel like a goddess.

I glanced down at my feet, knowing that my transformation wouldn't be complete without the perfect pair of shoes. I opted for a pair of strappy, high-heeled sandals, their gold accents complementing the warm tones of my dress.

As I slipped them onto my feet, I couldn't help but marvel at how natural they felt. It was as if I had been born to wear them.

Next, I turned my attention to accessories. I chose a pair of sparkling diamond earrings, their subtle glimmer drawing attention to my eyes without overpowering my face.

I added a matching necklace, the delicate chain resting gently against my collarbone and the pendant nestling perfectly in the hollow of my throat.
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Finally, I selected a clutch, a small, beaded bag that was just large enough to hold my essentials: lipstick, powder, and a tiny mirror for touch-ups throughout the night. I slipped my phone inside, knowing that I would want to capture every moment of this unforgettable evening.

As I stood in front of the mirror, taking in the sight of my transformed self, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride. I had made a decision, and I had followed through with it.

Admiring my reflection, I couldn't help but chuckle at the sheer perfection of my transformation. With a mischievous grin, I began to narrate my own thoughts aloud.

"Well, hello there, gorgeous," I said to my reflection, striking a dramatic pose.

"Who knew that underneath all that macho bravado, there was such a stunning woman just waiting to be unleashed?"

I flipped my hair with a flourish, marveling at how it caught the light and cascaded over my shoulders.

"I mean, seriously," I continued, "move over, Hollywood starlets – there's a new queen in town, and her name is... me!"

I couldn't help but laugh at my own silliness, but there was also a hint of truth to my words. For the first time in my life, I felt truly comfortable in my own skin—as if I had finally found the missing piece of the puzzle that was my identity.

I struck a few more poses, practicing my best smoldering gaze and sultry pout.

"Oh, come on," I teased myself, "could you be any more gorgeous? It's almost unfair to the rest of the world."

As I continued to admire my reflection, I found myself growing more and more confident in my decision. I knew that there would be challenges ahead—that my choice to attend the Oscars as a woman would undoubtedly raise eyebrows and spark controversy.

But as I looked at myself in the mirror, I knew that I was ready to face those challenges head-on. I was ready to embrace my true self, to live my life without fear or shame. And if that meant ruffling a few feathers along the way, well, so be it.

With a final, determined nod to my reflection, I picked up my clutch and prepared to make my grand entrance. The Oscars were waiting, and I was more than ready to show the world the real me—the beautiful, strong, and unstoppable woman I had always been on the inside.

As I sashayed out of my house and toward the waiting car, I could see the surprise register on my driver's face. But he quickly recovered and gave me a sincere compliment.

"Wow, you look absolutely stunning, Miss!" he exclaimed, opening the door for me.

"Thank you," I replied with a smile, reveling in the moment.

"I feel pretty damn good, too."

We drove to Emily's place, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and anxiety. How would she react to my transformation? Would she be shocked, or would she understand my decision?

When we pulled up in front of her apartment, the driver got out and opened the door for me. I stepped out, my heels clicking on the pavement as I made my way to Emily's doorstep.

The door opened, and there stood Emily, looking breathtaking in a floor-length gown that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her eyes widened in surprise as she took in my appearance.
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"Daniel... is that really you?" she asked, a mixture of shock and admiration in her voice.

"It's me, babe," I replied with a grin.

"What do you think?"

She shook her head, clearly amazed.

"You look... incredible. I can't believe you're really going to the Oscars like this."

I reached out and took her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

"Don't worry, baby. I got this. We'll face whatever comes our way together."

As I pulled her close, we stood there for a moment, just admiring each other. I couldn't help but be struck by how perfectly we complemented one another—the stunning trans woman and her equally beautiful partner, united by love and a shared understanding of what it meant to live authentically.

"I'm so proud of you," she whispered, her eyes shining with love and pride.

"Thank you," I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

"I couldn't have done it without you."

We stood there on the doorstep, locked in a tender embrace, before I leaned in to capture her lips in a passionate kiss. It was a moment that felt like it was pulled straight from the pages of a fairy tale—two people, deeply in love, standing on the precipice of a new and exciting chapter in their lives.

With a final, lingering look into each other's eyes, we turned and walked hand in hand to the waiting car. The Oscars were waiting, and we were more than ready to make our grand entrance together, as our true and authentic selves.

As we settled into the back seat, I couldn't help but feel a sense of peace wash over me. No matter what happened tonight, I knew that I had the love and support of the most incredible woman in the world—and together, there was nothing we couldn't face.

The car pulled away from the curb, and as we drove toward the bright lights of the Oscars, I couldn't help but smile. Tonight was going to be a night to remember—and I was ready to take it by storm.


Nw - Chapter 11

∞∞∞

AS THE CAR PULLED UP to the red carpet, I could feel the nervous energy building inside both Emily and me. We exchanged a quick, reassuring glance before the door opened, and the first blast of noise and lights hit us.

We stepped out of the car, our hands tightly clasped together, and were immediately confronted by the sheer spectacle of the Oscars.

Flashbulbs popped like fireworks, the crowd buzzed with excitement, and the air crackled with anticipation.

For a moment, there was a murmur of confusion among the spectators as they tried to figure out who the glamorous woman accompanying Emily was. I could hear the whispers and see the heads turning, the curiosity building.
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And then it happened. Someone in the crowd recognized me – or, more accurately, recognized the person I used to be. The realization rippled through the crowd like a shockwave, and soon the air was filled with excited exclamations and gasps of surprise.

"It's Daniel!"

"No way!"

"I can't believe it!"

The roar of the crowd was deafening, and suddenly, Emily and I found ourselves at the center of a swirling vortex of attention. Reporters jostled for position, thrusting their microphones in our faces and firing off questions faster than we could process them.

"How does it feel to be here as Bonnie?"

"Daniel, what inspired this Bonnie look in public?"

"Miss, miss, are you Daniel’s girlfriend?"

We did our best to navigate the barrage of questions, but it was overwhelming. The paparazzi were relentless, the flashbulbs blinding, and the noise almost unbearable. But through it all, Emily and I held on to each other, our connection a lifeline in the chaos.

As we made our way down the red carpet, the crowd's reactions continued to shift and evolve. There were gasps of astonishment, whispers of admiration, and even a few whoops of support. It was clear that my decision to attend the Oscars as my true self had made an impact—and that people were amazed by it.

Finally, we reached the entrance to the theater and slipped inside, the noise and chaos of the red carpet giving way to the hushed anticipation of the ceremony. We made our way to our seats, still feeling the adrenaline coursing through our veins.

As we sat down, I couldn't help but marvel at the journey that had brought me to this moment. From my first, hesitant steps into the world of femininity, to my passionate exploration of my true self, and finally, to my triumphant arrival at the Oscars as the woman I was always meant to be – it had been a wild and incredible ride.

She squeezed my hand, and I looked over to see her smiling at me, her eyes filled with love and pride.

"You did it," she whispered.

"You really did it."

I smiled back, my heart swelling with emotion.

"We did it, babe. We did it together."

And as the lights dimmed and the curtain rose, I knew that no matter what happened tonight, I had already won. I had found my true self, embraced my authentic identity, and—most importantly—I had found love with the most incredible woman in the world.

The Oscars had begun, but for Emily and me, it felt like our story was just getting started.

As the Oscars show commenced, the atmosphere in the theater was electric. The stage was beautifully adorned with shimmering lights and elegant decor, befitting the grandeur of the occasion. Emily and I settled into our seats, our hands intertwined, ready to take in the spectacle.

The show kicked off with a dazzling opening number, featuring a medley of songs from the year's top films. Talented dancers and singers filled the stage, their energy and excitement palpable. As we watched, I couldn't help but feel the excitement coursing through me as well—it was an honor to be a part of this incredible night.

Throughout the evening, awards were presented in various categories, and we clapped and cheered for the winners, sharing in their joy and success. There were heartfelt speeches, emotional moments, and of course, the occasional lighthearted joke.

As the ceremony progressed, Emily and I couldn't help but steal glances at each other, our connection and love strengthening in the face of the shared experience. It was a magical night, and we were thrilled to be a part of it together.

Then came the moment when the host of the show, a famous comedian known for his quick wit and impeccable timing, took center stage to introduce the next award. He paused for a moment, his eyes scanning the audience, and a mischievous grin spread across his face.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he began, "I have a bit of an announcement to make. It seems that one of our esteemed nominees couldn't make it tonight."

The audience murmured in surprise, and Emily and I exchanged puzzled looks. Who could he be talking about?

"But don't worry," the host continued, his grin widening.

"Daniel might not be here, but we have a special guest who's more than capable of filling his shoes—or should I say, his heels!"

The crowd erupted in laughter, and it suddenly clicked—the host was talking about me! I felt my cheeks flush with a mixture of embarrassment and pride, but I couldn't help but chuckle at the joke.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he continued, gesturing grandly in my direction, "please give a warm welcome to the stunning Bonnie!"

The camera panned to me, and I flashed a radiant smile, gracefully accepting the joke with good humor. The audience roared with applause and cheers, clearly delighted by the unexpected twist in the night's proceedings.

As the laughter and applause died down, the host continued with his monologue, throwing in a few more playful jabs at other attendees.

But as the night went on, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction—not only had I made a bold statement by attending the Oscars as my true self, but I had also been embraced and celebrated by my peers.

As the evening progressed, the tension in the room grew palpable, the excitement and anticipation mounting as the time drew near for the announcement of the Best Actor category. Emily and I sat nervously, our hands tightly clasped together, our hearts pounding in our chests.

The stage lights dimmed, and a hush fell over the audience as the presenter for the Best Actor category, a legendary actress in her own right, took the stage. She smiled warmly at the crowd before opening the envelope, her eyes glancing down at the card inside.

"Alright, everyone," she began, her voice strong and clear. "The nominees for Best Actor are…"

The camera panned to each of the nominees as their names were announced, the tension in the room almost unbearable.

"Alexander Black for 'The Last Horizon,'" she read off, pausing for the applause that followed.

"Robert Coleman for 'Time's Requiem,'" she continued, the applause once again filling the room.

"Michael Daniels for 'Whispers of Eternity,'" she said, the audience clapping enthusiastically.

"Daniel Morgan for 'Dangerous Disguise,'" she announced, and the applause and cheers that followed felt like they were shaking the theater.

"William Thompson for 'Crossroads of Destiny,'" she finished, the final nominee receiving his share of applause.

My heart was pounding so hard I could hardly breathe, the anticipation consuming me. The presenter took a deep breath and opened the envelope, her eyes scanning the card inside. Emily squeezed my hand tightly, our eyes meeting for a brief moment before returning to the stage.

"And the Oscar goes to…" the presenter began, her voice filled with anticipation.

"Daniel Morgan for 'Dangerous Disguise!'"

The room erupted in cheers and applause, the shock and disbelief washing over me like a tidal wave. I had won. I had actually won.

Emily pulled me into a tight hug, her eyes brimming with tears of joy.

"You did it, Daniel! You did it!" she exclaimed, her voice full of pride and happiness.

I could hardly believe it, my legs shaking as I stood up, overwhelmed by the moment. The applause and cheers continued as I made my way down the aisle, each step feeling like I was walking on air.

As I approached the stage, the enormity of the moment finally hit me—I had just won an Oscar for Best Actor, and I had done it as my true self, dressed in a beautiful gown and embracing my feminine side.

My heart raced as I ascended the steps, the eyes of the world on me. I could hardly believe what was happening—it felt like a dream, a beautiful, incredible dream.

Finally, I reached the stage, my hands trembling as I took the Oscar from the presenter. I looked out at the audience, my fellow actors and filmmakers, and I knew that this moment would stay with me forever.

But now, it was time for my speech. I knew that I had the chance to make a statement that could change not only my life but the lives of others as well.

I stood there, the Oscar in my hands, my heart racing with nervous energy. The silence in the room was deafening, as everyone waited for me to speak. I took a deep breath, steadying myself, and began.
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"I... I'm truly at a loss for words," I stammered, my voice shaky with emotion. "I never thought I'd be standing here, receiving this incredible honor."

I paused, taking another deep breath, and continued. "First and foremost, I want to thank the Academy for this unbelievable recognition. To be counted among such talented actors is a humbling experience, and I am beyond grateful."

I swallowed hard, my eyes scanning the audience, and went on.

"To the cast and crew of 'Dangerous Disguise,' I am in awe of your talent, your dedication, and your passion for our film. Without each and every one of you, this moment would not be possible."

I felt the tears welling up in my eyes as I continued, my voice gaining strength.

"To Shontelle, my incredible manager, thank you for believing in me from the very beginning, for standing by me through thick and thin, and for guiding my career to this amazing moment."

The applause from the audience grew louder, their encouragement giving me the strength to carry on.

"To my friends and family, your love and support have carried me through the darkest times, and I am eternally grateful for your unwavering faith in me."

I took another deep breath, knowing that the most difficult part of my speech was still to come.

"Now, I want to address the elephant in the room. As you can see, I'm dressed a bit differently tonight. This is not a disguise or a publicity stunt. This is the real me—the person I've always been, even if I didn't fully understand it until recently."

The audience was silent, hanging on my every word.

"I've realized that my true identity is as a woman, and from this moment on, I would like to be known as Daniela."

I paused, my voice trembling with emotion.

"I know that this revelation may come as a shock to some of you, and I understand that there may be repercussions for my career. But I can no longer hide who I truly am, and I hope that the directors, producers, fans, and everyone who has supported me so far will continue to do so as I embrace my true self."

The applause grew louder still, many in the audience standing to show their support. I wiped away a tear, my heart swelling with gratitude.

"Lastly, I want to express my deepest love and appreciation for Emily," I said, my voice thick with emotion.

"Emily, you have been my rock, my confidante, and my guiding light through this incredible journey of self-discovery. I can never thank you enough for helping me realize the woman I was always meant to be."

As I finished my speech, the applause and cheers from the audience were deafening, the overwhelming support and love washing over me like a tidal wave.

I looked out at the sea of faces, my heart full, knowing that I had taken a monumental step towards living my true life, and that the future held endless possibilities.

As the applause continued, I stepped down from the stage, my heart pounding in my chest. The camera followed me, capturing every moment of this monumental night. I searched the sea of faces for Emily, my eyes finally locking onto hers. Her face was a mixture of pride, love, and tears.

I hurried toward her, my gown swishing around my legs, the Oscar clutched tightly in my hand. As I approached, Emily stood up, her eyes brimming with tears. We met in a warm embrace, holding each other tightly as the world around us seemed to fade away.

"Oh, Daniela," she whispered into my ear, her voice choked with emotion.

"I'm so incredibly proud of you. You're so brave, and I love you so much."

I pulled away slightly, looking into her eyes.

"Thank you. I couldn't have done this without you. You helped me find the strength and courage to be my true self, and I will be forever grateful."

She wiped away a tear, smiling through the emotion.

"You've always had that strength within you, Daniela. I just helped you see it."

We stood there, our hands clasped tightly, the cameras capturing our every word. I took a deep breath, and said, "Emily, from the moment I met you, my life has changed in ways I never could have imagined. You've shown me love, acceptance, and understanding like I've never known before. And now, standing here in front of the world, I want to declare my love for you."

Tears streamed down her face as she replied, "Daniela, I love you with all my heart. No matter what the world may say or think, we have each other, and that's all that matters."

[image: ]

I leaned in, our lips meeting in a tender, passionate kiss. The audience erupted into cheers and applause, celebrating our love and our journey together. It was a moment of pure, unadulterated joy, and I knew that our lives would never be the same.

As we broke apart, I gazed into her eyes, my heart overflowing with love.

"Together, we can conquer anything," I whispered, my voice filled with conviction.

She nodded, a determined smile gracing her lips.

"You're absolutely right. We'll face whatever comes our way, hand in hand, side by side."

I squeezed her hand gently, a smile spreading across my face.

"I can't wait to start this next chapter of our lives together, Emily. I love you more than words can say."

She smiled back at me, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears.

"I love you too, Daniela. And I always will."

We stood there, the cameras rolling, our love on full display for the world to see. At that moment, I knew that I had made the right choice. By embracing my true self and sharing my love for Emily, I had opened the door to a future filled with happiness, love, and endless possibilities.


Nw - Epilogue

∞∞∞

IT'S BEEN A YEAR since that incredible night at the Oscars, and life has been nothing short of amazing. As Daniela, I've received countless offers for movie roles, television series, and endorsement deals. The world has embraced me with open arms, and I've never felt more loved and accepted.

My career has truly taken off in ways I never could have imagined. Directors and producers from all over the world have reached out to me, eager to work with the first openly transgender Oscar Best Actress winner in Hollywood.

I'm grateful for every opportunity, and I've been able to use my platform to advocate for transgender rights and representation in the entertainment industry.

But the most incredible part of this journey has been sharing it all with Emily. Our love has grown stronger and deeper with each passing day, and I couldn't be happier. She's been by my side through it all, supporting me and cheering me on, and I couldn't have asked for a better partner in life.

In fact, our relationship has reached a point where I can't imagine my life without her. That's why I've decided to take the next step and propose to Emily. I've been secretly planning the perfect proposal for months, wanting to make it as special and unforgettable as she is to me.

I can't wait to see the look on her face when I get down on one knee and ask her to be my wife. I know that our love can conquer any obstacle, and that together, we can build a beautiful life and future.

As I stand here today, reflecting on the incredible journey that has led me to this moment, I know that I made the right decision by embracing my true self and sharing my love for Emily with the world.

The support and love we've received have been overwhelming, and it has only reaffirmed that love is stronger than fear.

So, here's to love, to acceptance, and to a bright future filled with happiness, adventure, and endless possibilities. As Daniela, I am finally living my truth, and I couldn't be more excited for what lies ahead.

The End <3


Cb - Chapter 1
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I’M GREG TUCKER, a 22-year-old college dropout who once studied accounting. I wasn't your typical handsome jock; I was a bit chubby, with brown hair and green eyes that always seemed to be searching for something more in life.

As I sat in my bedroom, the dim glow of my computer screen casting shadows on the walls, I found myself lost in the world of online gaming.

I was trying to distract myself from the nagging thoughts of my uncertain future, and the disappointment I knew my parents felt because of my decision to leave college.

As I played, an advertisement caught my eye. It was for a virtual game called Cyber Lovin', which claimed to let players turn online diamonds into real money.
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The idea intrigued me, and I couldn't help but click on the ad to learn more.

I soon found myself watching YouTube Let's Plays of the game, captivated by the vibrant colors, unique characters, and the enticing concept of turning virtual currency into cold, hard cash.

Cyber Lovin' was the hottest game in the world, and its mechanics were both fascinating and addictive. In it, players could create avatars and interact with others in a virtual world, forming relationships and participating in various activities to earn diamonds.

These diamonds could then be exchanged for real money, which made the game all the more appealing.

As I watched video after video, I could feel the excitement bubbling inside me. The idea of escaping my mundane life and immersing myself in this fantastical world was too tempting to resist.

I knew I had to give Cyber Lovin' a try.

I downloaded the game and eagerly began creating my avatar. I decided to make him a reflection of my ideal self, tall and muscular, with chiseled features and a confident swagger. I named him Gregorious and dove headfirst into the world of online romance.

It wasn't long before I was completely engrossed in the game. I spent hours each day exploring the virtual world, meeting new people, and earning diamonds.

I quickly discovered that female avatars were more successful in the game, often receiving gifts and attention from other players.

The idea of creating a female character crossed my mind, but I hesitated, unsure of how I would feel portraying a woman in the game.

My curiosity eventually got the better of me, and I decided to give it a shot.

I created a stunning female avatar with long, flowing hair and a captivating smile. I named her Ms. Sapphire, and as soon as I began playing as her, I noticed a significant difference in the way other players treated me.

[image: ]

Gifts and compliments flowed in from all directions, and the diamonds I earned seemed to multiply before my eyes. My heart raced with excitement as I realized the potential of playing as Ms. Sapphire. It wasn't long before I began to prefer playing as her over Gregorious.

I couldn't contain my excitement about Cyber Lovin', and I knew I had to share it with my sister. Bursting into her bedroom, I found her sprawled across her bed, headphones on and lost in her music. As I began animatedly telling her about the game, she sat up and listened, her eyes widening with each new detail.

She shared my enthusiasm, and as I described the concept of earning real money from online diamonds, she grew even more excited.

We spent the next few hours discussing the game, our minds racing with the possibilities and potential it held.

Our excited chatter eventually caught the attention of our parents, who poked their heads into her room with curiosity etched on their faces. We tried our best to explain the concept of Cyber Lovin' and how it allowed players to earn money, but they struggled to understand.

Our father was supportive and intrigued by the idea, encouraging us to pursue it if we thought it was worthwhile.

"You never know," he said, "this could be the opportunity you've been waiting for, Greg."

Our mother, was more skeptical. As I explained how I was more successful in the game as a female character, her expression turned critical.

"It sounds like you're scamming people by pretending to be a woman," she said, crossing her arms.

"I don't think I like the idea of this game."

Maddie rolled her eyes at our mother's response, exasperated.

"Ugh, Mom, you're such a buzzkill," she groaned.

"It's just a game, and if Greg can make some money from it, what's the harm?"

Despite our mother's disapproval, Maddie and I continued to discuss Cyber Lovin' late into the night, our excitement only growing as we imagined the possibilities.

We both knew that this game had the potential to change our lives, and we were determined to see it through, no matter what our mother thought.

Over the next few days, Maddie and I spent every spare moment playing Cyber Lovin'. We shared tips, tricks, and strategies, all while earning more and more diamonds.

Our father occasionally checked in on us, offering words of encouragement and support.

Our mother, however, continued to express her concerns. She worried about the time we were investing in the game, and she couldn't shake her unease about the deceptive nature of my success as a female character.

I understood her concerns, but I couldn't help but feel frustrated by her lack of faith in me.

As the weeks went by, Maddie and I became increasingly invested in Cyber Lovin'. We had both managed to turn a significant profit from the game, and our excitement was palpable.

We knew we were onto something big, and we couldn't wait to see where this journey would take us.

One evening, as she and I sat in the living room, our laptops open and our fingers flying across the keyboards, our mother approached us with a stern expression.

"I think it's time you both took a break from this game," she said, crossing her arms. "You're spending far too much time on it, and I'm worried about the impact it's having on your lives."

My sister and I exchanged frustrated glances, our patience wearing thin.

"Mom, we're making money," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Isn't that what you want for us? To be successful and financially stable?"

Shaking her head, she proceeded to her bedroom with a glass of warm milk in tow.


Cb - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

ONE DAY, Maddie approached me with an idea.

"You know, Greg," she began, "I think you should create a female Facebook account. It'll help make your claim to be a woman in the game more legit."

I hesitated at first, unsure of how far I was willing to go with this deception. But her enthusiasm was contagious, and eventually, I agreed to give it a try.

Together, we scoured stock image websites, searching for the perfect model to represent my online persona.

After hours of browsing, we finally agreed on a beautiful blonde girl with striking green eyes and an ample bosom. With a newfound sense of determination, I created a Facebook account for my character and prepared to dive back into the world of Cyber Lovin'.

Logging back into the game, I was immediately drawn to a user called Mr. Diamond. His avatar was decked out in extravagant gear—a shimmering silver suit, ornate golden wings that sparkled with each movement, and a small, jeweled dragon perched on his shoulder. It was clear that he had invested a considerable amount of money in his virtual appearance.
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Mr. Diamond: Hey there, beautiful! I couldn't help but notice your stunning avatar. What brings you to Cyber Lovin'?

Me: Hey! Thanks for the compliment. I'm just here to have some fun and see what the game's all about.

Our conversation flowed effortlessly, with Mr. Diamond showering me with compliments and sweet messages. It wasn't long before he asked if I had a Facebook account.

Mr. Diamond: You seem like a really cool person. Do you have a Facebook account? I'd love to add you and get to know you better.

Feeling a mix of excitement and trepidation, I provided him with the link to my new female persona's account.

Me: Sure, here's my account. I'm looking forward to getting to know you too!

He quickly added me on Facebook, and I accepted his request. When I clicked on his profile, my heart skipped a beat. There, staring back at me from the screen, was the face of the school jock who had tormented me throughout my high school years.

I couldn't believe my luck. Here was a golden opportunity to get back at my former bully, and all I had to do was keep up the charade.

A wicked grin spread across my face as I imagined the look on his face when he eventually discovered the truth. Over the next few weeks, I continued to interact with Mr. Diamond both in the game and on Facebook. He showered me with virtual gifts and diamonds, clearly smitten with my online persona.

Meanwhile, Maddie and I couldn't help but revel in the irony of the situation.

As the days turned into weeks, I noticed that my conversations with Mr. Diamond were growing increasingly genuine. While our relationship had begun as a means of revenge, I found myself developing a strange sense of camaraderie with my former tormentor.

My feelings were further complicated by the fact that Mr. Diamond seemed to have changed since our high school days. He was kind, attentive, and genuinely interested in getting to know me—or at least, the person he believed me to be.

This internal conflict weighed heavily on my conscience, and I began to question the morality of my actions. Was it right to deceive someone, even if they had wronged me in the past? And what would happen if Mr. Diamond discovered the truth?

These questions plagued my thoughts as I continued to navigate the complex web of lies I had created. I knew that I couldn't keep up the charade forever, but the prospect of coming clean was equally terrifying.

As I continued my online relationship with Mr. Diamond, I couldn't help but feel my conscience nagging at me. It was getting harder and harder to maintain the facade, and the guilt was beginning to take its toll.

One day, while exploring Cyber Lovin', I encountered a new player by the name of Mr. Moneybags. He was extravagantly dressed, decked out in the most expensive and exclusive gear the game had to offer.

To my surprise, Mr. Moneybags took an immediate interest in my avatar, Ms. Sapphire, and began showering me with gifts and virtual currency.

Despite his generosity, Mr. Moneybags was a controlling and possessive individual. He insisted on dictating every aspect of Ms. Sapphire's appearance, from her clothing to her accessories. While the items he provided were undeniably valuable, I couldn't help but feel stifled by his overbearing nature.

Furthermore, our conversations were painfully dull. Mr. Moneybags had little to say beyond discussing the game and the various items he was gifting me.

This stark contrast between him and the engaging, genuine conversations I'd had with Mr. Diamond only served to heighten my growing feelings of guilt and unease.

One day, while sporting my latest ensemble courtesy of Mr. Moneybags, I ran into Mr. Diamond in the game. His eyes widened in surprise at the sight of Ms. Sapphire's new, luxurious gear.

Mr. Diamond: Wow, Ms. Sapphire! You look incredible! Did you save up all your diamonds for that outfit?

Feeling a pang of guilt, I lied to him, unwilling to admit the truth about my dealings with Mr. Moneybags.

Me: Yeah, I've been saving up for a while now. I just couldn't resist splurging on this gear!

Mr. Diamond seemed to accept my explanation, and we began chatting about life outside the game. As we talked, I noticed how much he had changed since our high school days.

The cruel, arrogant jock who had once tormented me now seemed like a completely different person.

During our conversation, Mr. Diamond opened up about his regrets from high school, admitting that he wished he could go back and change the way he had treated people.

Mr. Diamond: You know, if I could turn back time, I'd do things differently. I was such a jerk in high school, and I hurt a lot of people. I'm trying to be a better person now.

His words struck a chord within me, and I found myself questioning my own actions. Was I any better than the person he used to be? Was deceiving him and others the right thing to do?

As our conversation continued, I couldn't help but feel a sense of kinship with Mr. Diamond. We had both made mistakes in our pasts, and we were both trying to find our way in the world.

Over the next several weeks, I began to distance myself from Mr. Moneybags. His controlling behavior and dull conversations had grown tiresome, and the guilt over deceiving Mr. Diamond weighed heavily on my conscience.

I found myself spending more and more time with Mr. Diamond, our conversations growing deeper and more meaningful.

We shared our dreams, our fears, and our hopes for the future. And as I got to know the person he had become, I found it harder and harder to justify my deception.

Three days later, my dad approached me with a request. The cafe he owned was short-staffed, and he needed my help. Despite my addiction to Cyber Lovin', I couldn't bear to let my dad down, so I reluctantly agreed to help out as a barista.

I donned my apron and took my place behind the counter, trying to keep my mind focused on work rather than the game. Throughout the day, I engaged in friendly banter with customers, preparing their orders and serving them with a smile.

"Hey, can I get a large cappuccino with an extra shot of espresso?" a customer requested.

"Of course! Coming right up," I said.

[image: ]

As I worked, I tried my best to stay present, but my thoughts kept drifting back to Mr. Diamond and the secret I was keeping from him. The guilt gnawed at me, making it difficult to concentrate on my tasks.

A few days into my stint at the cafe, I was stunned to see Harry Fleitmann—the handsome jock from my high school days and the person behind Mr. Diamond—walk through the door. My heart raced, and I felt a mixture of shock, guilt, and an inexplicable attraction towards him.

To my surprise, Harry was nothing but kind and polite when he approached the counter.

"Hey, Greg. It's been a while, man. How have you been?" he said, sending shivers down my spine.

"Uh, hey Harry. I've been alright, just helping out my dad here. What can I get for you?"

"I'll take a large iced coffee, please. Thanks, man."

As the days went by, I noticed Harry frequently stopping by the cafe and sitting in a quiet corner. I couldn't help but steal glances at him as he played Cyber Lovin' on his phone, completely unaware that I was Ms. Sapphire.
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I struggled with my growing feelings for him. As a straight guy, I found it confusing and frustrating to be attracted to him. I tried to rationalize my emotions, telling myself that it was merely the connection I had formed with him online as Ms. Sapphire that was causing these feelings.

"This doesn't make sense. I'm straight—why am I feeling like this? It must be because of the bond we have as Mr. Diamond and Ms. Sapphire. I just need to keep my distance and focus on work,” I thought.

Despite my attempts to shake off my attraction, I couldn't help but be drawn to his kindness and genuine personality. The more I observed him, the more I realized how much he had changed since our high school days.

One afternoon, as I wiped down tables, I couldn't help but overhear a conversation between him and his friend.

"Hey, Harry, you seem different lately. What's been going on with you?"

"I don't know, man. I've been playing this game, Cyber Lovin', and I met someone there. We've been talking a lot, and I think I’m in love."

Hearing Harry's words only served to deepen my feelings for him, and my guilt over my deception became more and more unbearable. Each day, I found myself grappling with my emotions, trying to reconcile my identity as Ms. Sapphire with my true self.

As I continued to work at the cafe, I began to question everything I thought I knew about myself. My feelings for Harry challenged my understanding of my own sexuality, and I found it increasingly difficult to maintain the facade of Ms. Sapphire online.

One day, as I was preparing Harry's usual order, he casually asked me if I played Cyber Lovin'. Caught off guard, I feigned ignorance, trying my best to mask my nervousness.

"Hey, Greg, do you play Cyber Lovin'? It's this really cool game I've been playing lately."

"Uh, no, I've never heard of it. What's it about?"

He proceeded to show me the game on his phone. I pretended to be interested, asking him questions about the gameplay and mechanics, all the while knowing that I was Ms. Sapphire, the person he had been connecting with in the game.

That night, as I logged into Cyber Lovin', I received an invitation to a "Gang-Love" event. The event promised a significant number of diamonds, but it required Ms. Sapphire to "have fun" with ten different men online. Initially, I hesitated, unsure if I wanted to participate in such an event.

However, as the guys began to send me various options for scintillating outfits to wear during the event, my excitement grew. They offered an array of risqué clothing, including fishnet stockings, g-strings, and other provocative pieces.

I found myself drawn to a sultry red dress, which hugged every curve of Ms. Sapphire's virtual body. The plunging neckline and high slit left little to the imagination. Another option was a black lace teddy, which barely covered anything and was complemented by thigh-high stockings and stiletto heels.

The more outfits I saw, the more excited I became. There was a sense of power in being able to choose what Ms. Sapphire would wear, and the attention she received was intoxicating.

As I scrolled through the outfit options, I couldn't help but think about my growing feelings for Harry and how my attraction to him was affecting my understanding of my own identity. I felt a strange mix of excitement, guilt, and confusion, unsure of how to reconcile these conflicting emotions.

Despite my reservations, I eventually decided to participate in the Gang-Love event. I chose an outfit that was both daring and alluring—a form-fitting, black latex bodysuit with cutouts strategically placed to reveal just enough skin. To complete the look, I added a pair of knee-high black boots and a choker adorned with a sparkling gemstone.

Soon after, the event began with my avatar standing in the center of a lavish virtual ballroom, bathed in soft, ambient lighting. The atmosphere was both seductive and exhilarating, with the room buzzing in anticipation.

As the first of the ten men of different races, all hung and masculine while jerking their cocks as he approached, Ms. Sapphire felt a rush of adrenaline. He was tall and muscular, with a chiseled jawline and smoldering dark eyes. They began to dance, their bodies swaying in time to the sultry rhythm of the music. As they danced, the man whispered sweet nothings into Ms. Sapphire's ear, making her feel desired and powerful.

After their dance, the man leaned in and gently kissed Ms. Sapphire, his lips soft and warm against her virtual skin. The kiss was both tender and passionate, leaving her craving more. As the man stepped back, another suitor took his place, eager for his turn with the captivating avatar.

This time, my avatar found herself in the arms of a man with a boyish charm and a mischievous grin. They laughed and joked as they danced, the atmosphere light and playful. This man, too, shared a passionate kiss with Ms. Sapphire before stepping aside for the next participant.

Throughout the evening, she danced, laughed, and flirted with each of the ten men. Between each encounter, she would slip into a new, tantalizing outfit, each more daring and provocative than the last.

She donned a sheer, white babydoll dress, which left little to the imagination and made the men's eyes widen in appreciation. Another outfit was a sultry, black corset that cinched her waist and accentuated her curves, paired with a garter belt and stockings that made her feel like a vixen.

As the event continued, she found herself losing herself in the moment, her inhibitions fading away. She embraced the freedom and empowerment that came with being the center of attention, delighting in the adoration and desire that radiated from the men around her.

Soon after, she danced nude with a man who had an air of sophistication and grace, his movements fluid and elegant. He spun her around the dance floor, their bodies intertwined as they moved in perfect harmony. Their lips met in a lingering, romantic kiss that left her feeling breathless as he caressed her breasts as the other men watched.

Another man exuded raw, animal magnetism. His strong arms encircled her waist as they danced, then without thinking things through, he whipped his dick out and grazed her pussy with his big black cock, his every touch sending shivers down her spine.

When they kissed, it was a wild, unbridled passion that threatened to consume them both.

Between holes and partners, the men showered Ms. Sapphire with their cum, gifts, and compliments, each one vying to outdo the others in their displays of lust, affection, and generosity. The diamonds and gifts piled up, a testament to her allure and charm.

As the night wore on, Ms. Sapphire found herself in the embrace of a man with a sensitive, soulful demeanor. They fucked gently to a slow, romantic song, their bodies pressed close together as they shared an intimate, tender moment. Their kiss was soft and sweet, a balm to the heart that left her feeling cherished and cared for.

The final fuck of the evening was a whirlwind, with all ten men taking turns on Ms. Sapphire’s ass, pussy, and mouth, around the dance floor. They laughed and cheered, the room alive with excitement and energy.

As the event came to a close, she took a moment to catch her breath and take in the incredible evening she had just experienced.

The Gang-Love event had been a thrilling, intoxicating journey of desire, passion, and exploration. It had been an unforgettable night, one that had left her feeling empowered, desired, and alive.


Cb - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

OVER THE NEXT FEW WEEKS, I found myself looking forward to the end of my shift at the cafe more and more. The Gang-Love events in Cyber Lovin' had become the highlight of my day, providing an exhilarating escape from reality.

As I logged into the game each evening, I eagerly checked my inbox for new Gang-Love invitations. The anticipation of the events made my heart race, and I couldn't wait to slip into the various tantalizing outfits that awaited me.

One evening, I dressed Ms. Sapphire in a form-fitting, red latex catsuit that clung to her every curve. The glossy material caught the light as she moved, making her the center of attention in the virtual room.

As I danced and flirted with the men in attendance, I felt powerful and seductive, the intoxicating sensations of the game washing over me.

Another night, Ms. Sapphire donned a barely-there, sequined bikini that sparkled and shimmered in the dim, romantic lighting. The outfit left little to the imagination, and I reveled in the desire and admiration it garnered from the men around me.

As the Gang-Love events continued, I found myself participating in a variety of activities. Some nights, Ms. Sapphire would be serenaded by a group of handsome men, their voices harmonizing beautifully as they sang love songs just for her.

Other nights, she would be treated to a luxurious virtual spa day, complete with massages, facials, and indulgent treatments that left her feeling pampered and relaxed.

There were also nights filled with thrilling adventures, where Ms. Sapphire and her admirers would embark on daring quests and explore exotic, fantastical landscapes.

Together, they battled mythical creatures and solved intricate puzzles, their shared experiences only serving to deepen the connections between them.

The more I immersed myself in the world of Cyber Lovin', the more I found my thoughts of Harry fading into the background. While I still noticed him at the cafe, my mind was often preoccupied with the excitement and adventure that awaited me in the game.

With each passing day, my addiction to the Gang-Love events grew stronger. I couldn't help but crave the thrill of the chase, the exhilaration of being pursued and desired by so many men. I felt alive in a way I never had before, and the thought of giving it up seemed unbearable.

I began spending more and more time in the game, the line between my virtual life and reality starting to blur. My conversations with friends and family became perfunctory, my thoughts constantly drifting back to Ms. Sapphire and her glamorous world.

As the weeks went by, I found myself growing increasingly restless during my shifts at the cafe. The hours seemed to crawl by, each minute feeling like an eternity as I waited for my chance to log back into the game.

Even my interactions with Harry took on a new light. I no longer saw him as the handsome, intriguing jock from school, but rather as a reminder of the excitement and passion that awaited me in Cyber Lovin'.

Our conversations grew shorter and more superficial, my mind preoccupied with the virtual world I longed to return to.

I knew, deep down, that my obsession with the game wasn't healthy. But the allure of the Gang-Love events was simply too strong to resist. The power, the desire, the sense of belonging—I couldn't bear to give it up.

And so, each night, I eagerly slipped back into the world of Cyber Lovin', leaving reality behind as I immersed myself in the thrilling, seductive world of Ms. Sapphire and her adoring admirers.

The Gang-Love events had become my escape, my sanctuary, and I couldn't imagine life without them.

The day finally came when I was eligible to withdraw my diamonds from Cyber Lovin'. My heart raced with excitement as I initiated the transfer, watching in awe as the virtual currency was converted into real-world money.

To my amazement, my first payday amounted to over $9,000—an impressive sum that I could hardly believe.

I decided to celebrate by treating my sister to a lavish shopping spree, hoping to share the excitement of my success with her. As we strolled through the mall, I couldn't help but encourage her to take the game seriously, telling her about the incredible opportunities it offered.

Maddie, however, remained focused on her upcoming high school finals. As much as she was enticed by the idea of playing the game and potentially earning money, she knew that her education was her top priority. I respected her decision and didn't push her further.

That evening, after keeping my earnings a secret from my parents, I logged back into the game as Ms. Sapphire. Almost immediately, I received a message from Mr. Diamond, who seemed concerned about my recent absence from our usual hangouts.

"Hey, how have you been?" he wrote.

"I haven't seen you around much lately. Is everything okay?"

I hesitated for a moment before responding, not wanting to reveal the true reason for my distance.

"Work has been really busy lately," I typed out.

"I've been swamped and haven't had much time to hang out online."

Mr. Diamond seemed to accept my excuse, and as a sweet gesture, he sent me a bouquet of virtual flowers. Although I thanked him for the gift, I couldn't help but feel underwhelmed by the relatively inexpensive present, especially considering the lavish items I'd grown accustomed to receiving at the Gang-Love events.

Later that night, I attended another Gang-Love event, where Mr. Moneybags reigned as the King of the Room. As usual, he showered Ms. Sapphire with extravagant gifts, further solidifying her status as the most desirable woman in the game.

To my surprise, during the next website patch update, Ms. Sapphire was announced as the hottest rising star of Cyber Lovin'.

The announcement catapulted her to a new level of fame, and soon, players from all over the world were clamoring for her attention.

The game's forums were abuzz with discussion about Ms. Sapphire, with players debating her beauty, charm, and allure. It was a dizzying, exhilarating experience to see my virtual self become the subject of such intense admiration and desire.

As the days went by, the attention only grew more intense. Players began to fight over Ms. Sapphire, engaging in heated bidding wars to win her favor.

The forums continued to buzz with speculation and gossip, as everyone tried to figure out who the mysterious Ms. Sapphire really was.

Through it all, I found myself becoming more and more addicted to attention and adoration. The thrill of being at the center of it all was intoxicating, something I’d never experienced back in my teens and I couldn't help but crave more.

As the days passed, I couldn't help but notice Harry's demeanor in the cafe. The once-confident and cheerful jock now appeared sullen and withdrawn, a stark contrast to the person I had known just a few weeks prior. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was somehow responsible for his change in mood.

One day, as I worked behind the counter, I finally mustered up the courage to ask Harry what was bothering him.
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"Hey, Harry," I began tentatively, "you've seemed a bit down lately. Is everything okay?"

He hesitated for a moment, looking somewhat surprised that I had taken an interest in his well-being. Then, he sighed and opened up to me about Ms. Sapphire, explaining how she had grown distant and cold.

"I don't know what happened," he admitted, his voice heavy with disappointment.

"We used to talk all the time, but now she barely responds to my messages. It's like she's a completely different person."

As I listened to his heartfelt confession, I could see the pain in his eyes, and my heart ached with guilt. I knew that I was the cause of his distress, but the allure of the money I was earning from the game made it difficult for me to consider giving up my virtual alter ego.

Trying to offer some comfort, I suggested that perhaps he should quit the game if it was having such a negative impact on his mental health.

He shook his head, his resolve unwavering.

"No, I can't just give up on her," he declared.

"I'm going to keep doing dungeon raids and collecting items so that I can shower Ms. Sapphire with gifts. Maybe then she'll start talking to me again."

His dedication and determination touched me deeply, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of admiration for his persistence. At the same time, however, I found myself wrestling with my own conflicting emotions—caught between the desire for money and the growing sense of guilt that was gnawing away at me.

As the days turned into weeks, I continued to juggle my dual identities, watching him struggle from both perspectives. In the game, I saw how he tirelessly completed dungeon raids and amassed virtual wealth, all in the hopes of winning back Ms. Sapphire's affection.

In the cafe, I witnessed his emotional turmoil, as he poured his heart and soul into his efforts to reconnect with the virtual woman he had grown to care for deeply.

It was a difficult situation to bear witness to, and I couldn't help but question my own role in his pain.

With each passing day, the weight of my deception grew heavier, and the moral dilemma I faced became increasingly difficult to ignore. The money I was earning from the game had brought me financial security and material comforts, but at what cost?

That night, as I logged into Cyber Lovin' once again, I stumbled upon a new character that immediately caught my attention. She went by the name of Ms. Crystal, and there was something about her that reminded me of my own avatar when I was new to the game. I found myself drawn to her and, before I knew it, I was showering her with gifts.

As we began chatting and getting to know one another, Ms. Crystal opened up to me about her reasons for joining the game.

She explained that she was a transgender woman living in a small town where her identity was considered taboo. She felt isolated and unable to socialize with her neighbors, so she turned to Cyber Lovin' as a means of escaping her reality and finding some semblance of acceptance.

I was surprised that she had been so candid about her identity, but it only served to pique my interest further. As we continued to chat, I found myself growing more and more invested in her story and eager to help her in any way that I could.

Over the course of several days, I took it upon myself to teach Ms. Crystal the ins and outs of the game, showing her how to complete dungeon raids and earn diamonds.

As we spent more and more time together, I began to see a change in myself. My fixation on earning money started to wane, replaced by a genuine desire to help and support Ms. Crystal in her journey.

Despite the growing connection between us, the thought of the money I was earning from the game still lingered at the back of my mind.

The guilt I had been feeling over my treatment of Mr. Diamond continued to weigh on me, and now, with my newfound friendship with Ms. Crystal, I found myself questioning my motives and actions more than ever.

As the days turned into weeks, Ms. Crystal and I continued to grow closer. We shared stories, laughter, and secrets, forging a bond that transcended the virtual world of Cyber Lovin'.

Through our conversations, I learned more about the challenges she faced in her daily life and the courage it took for her to live authentically as a transgender woman.

One day, I mustered up the courage to ask Ms. Crystal if she had a Facebook account. To my surprise, she did, and she was more than happy to share her profile with me.

When I looked her up, I discovered that her real name was Alicia Summers. The moment I saw her pictures, I was completely taken aback. She was absolutely gorgeous—with long, blonde hair, stunning blue eyes, and a killer body that would make anyone envious.

Despite knowing that I was using a fake Facebook profile, I couldn't help but feel attracted to her beauty. As we continued to chat online, I discovered that her town wasn't too far from mine, which sparked the idea of meeting her in person.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized how much I wanted to meet her and get to know her beyond the virtual world of Cyber Lovin'.

For a week, I was consumed by thoughts of Alicia and what our first meeting might be like. I knew that I needed to be honest with her about who I really was, but the fear of rejection held me back. Finally, after a week of contemplation, I decided to come clean.

I picked up the phone and dialed her number, my heart pounding in my chest as I waited for her to answer. When she did, I took a deep breath and confessed the truth about my identity, explaining that I was the person behind Ms. Sapphire and that I had been using a fake Facebook profile.

To my relief, she was incredibly understanding and accepting of my situation. She told me that she appreciated my honesty and that she was still more than happy to meet me in person.


Cb - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

WE ARRANGED OUR FIRST DATE at a cozy coffee shop in her town. When we finally met face-to-face, it was as if we had known each other for years.
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We spent hours talking, laughing, and sharing stories about our lives. It was a magical experience, and I could feel my heart swelling with affection for her.

As we continued to spend time together, I couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt over my previous actions in the game. Despite the incredible connection I had formed with Alicia, the thought of the money I had made from Cyber Lovin' still lingered in the back of my mind. I knew that I needed to make a change, not just for myself, but for the sake of my newfound relationship with Alicia.

With each passing day, my priorities began to shift. I realized that the pursuit of wealth and virtual fame meant nothing compared to the love and happiness I had found with her.

Slowly, I started to distance myself from the game and the deceptive practices I had once been a part of.

As I let go of my old ways and embraced the love and support of Alicia, I discovered a sense of fulfillment and joy that I had never experienced before. The money, once the driving force behind my actions, had become an afterthought—a mere footnote in the story of my life.

However, my realization proved to be fleeting as days later, when I noticed Ms. Sapphire's ranking had dropped significantly and the diamonds I was receiving had decreased significantly, I discussed the game's new live-streaming feature with Alicia.

Hanging out in her apartment, she suggested that I could dress up as a woman to maintain my Ms. Sapphire persona during the live-streams.

"You know, Greg, you have a naturally feminine face and some curves that could work well with a push-up bra," she said, her eyes filled with enthusiasm.

I laughed nervously, "You really think so?"

She reassured me, "I'll help you with the transformation. If you don't like it, we don't have to do it."

Intrigued, I agreed to give it a shot.

Without thinking things through, she carefully selected outfits for me, holding up a beautiful, form-fitting dress against my body.

"This will hug your curves just right," she said, her eyes twinkling.
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She handed me a pair of knee-high black boots with a modest heel.

"These will elongate your legs and make them look amazing."

As I tried on the boots, I felt a little wobbly at first.

"How do women walk in these?" I muttered, trying to find my balance.

She just grinned, "You'll get the hang of it!"

Next, she moved on to my makeup. As she applied foundation and concealer, she said, "This will create a flawless complexion. A touch of blush will give your cheeks a rosy glow."

She then lined my eyes with a smoky, sultry look and added mascara.

"Your eyes are going to pop!"

She finished the transformation with a glossy, pink lip.

"This is the cherry on top."

As I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, I was stunned. I looked like a beautiful, confident woman. She stood by my side, her eyes filled with pride and affection.

“Hmm, I’m still not satisfied, let’s try something else,” she said.

Shortly after, she led me to a room where she had an impressive collection of wigs displayed on mannequin heads. She examined each one, her eyes narrowing as she assessed their suitability for me. The variety of colors and styles was incredible, and I couldn't help but feel a little overwhelmed.

"Let's see," she mused, tapping her finger on her chin.

"We need something that will make you look feminine yet stylish." She picked up a wavy pink wig and held it up against my head.

"What do you think?"

I hesitated, unsure of how I felt about the color.

"Pink? Really?"

She grinned. "Trust me, it'll look amazing on you."

I gave in and sat down on a chair as she carefully placed the wig on my head, adjusting it until it sat just right. The pink strands felt soft against my skin, and I couldn't help but run my fingers through them, marveling at the texture.

Next, she picked out a silky blouse and a flirty skirt for me to wear. The fabric felt luxurious against my skin as I changed into the outfit. Then, she handed me a pair of heels that I stared at warily.

"Are you sure about these?" I asked, holding up the shoes.

"Absolutely," she replied, her eyes twinkling.

"You'll look stunning."

I reluctantly slipped my feet into the heels, feeling my balance shift as I stood up. I wobbled a little, unused to the height and the way my weight was distributed.

She guided me to her vanity, where she expertly chose the right lip color for my puckers. As she applied a coat of lipstick to my lips, I couldn't help but notice how close our faces were. The air between us seemed to crackle with tension.

Her eyes met mine, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still.

"You look... amazing," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I swallowed, feeling the bra pressing against my chest as I leaned closer.

"Thank you," I managed to say, my voice strained.

Our lips met, and it was as if a spark had been ignited between us. The kiss was tender and filled with emotion, our feelings for each other spilling over as we clung to one another.
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As we pulled apart, I could still feel the lingering warmth of her lips on mine. The sensation of the bra, the skirt, the heels—it all felt so novel, and I found myself becoming more and more enamored with this new persona.

But then, her beauty nagged me to kiss her once more, forgetting all of my heterosexual thoughts.

Her lips didn't make me feel like I was kissing a man, they were soft, and all I wanted to do was keep tasting them.

I never thought that I would ever feel like this for a transgender woman, but as soon as her erection pressed against my thighs...

I lost all sense of rational thought.

Never did I imagine I'd be getting hard in a skirt, but here I was, my penis restricted by tight panties and a skirt myself, hard against her crotch.

I had to get control of myself before I made another fool of myself. Stupidly, I stepped back, embarrassed and confused.

"You really don't have to do this, you know," she said, staring back at me.

I shook my head, blowing my reluctance away.

"I know that. But I want to."

She smiled. "Yeah? You want to?” she continued then rubbed my cock inside the panties. It was the most tactile sensation I’ve ever felt in my life. Shortly after, she stepped closer, rubbing her damp panties against my thighs, exhibiting how hard her dick was for me.

“Look what you’ve done, Ms. Sapphire.”

Then she kissed me again, this time even more scandalously, rubbing her lips against mine, as if she were having an affair.
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Her hand slid inside my panties and grabbed my cock, but she let it go almost immediately.

"It’s so big and thick. I’m so jealous of your cock,” she whispered.

She kissed me again, and just for a moment I thought about the situation. I was kissing a woman and being felt up by one as well. That was it, I knew. I was going to cum in her panties, and I don’t care.

I clenched my teeth and bit her lip, trying to suppress that feeling, but that pleasure clouded my senses. I pulled away and looked down.

"I’m going to blow off in your panties!” I said, and she laughed.

“Don’t. I want to feel it inside me and I also want to fuck you, it’s too early to cum.”

I nodded and embraced her once more, as if that moment wasn’t enough for me.

She took off her panties and pulled off her skirt, revealing her wet and willing cock.

"Take off your bra, darling?"

She grabbed my ass, and I felt my skirt rise up. I stepped out of the heels and let them drop on the floor.

I had to hurry, or I was going to explode and look like a fool.

I took off the bra, and finally, I stood there in my heels, panties, and skirt. She kissed me, her lips wet, but this time she didn't let me back, she only stood there and kissed me.
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I felt her hand slide into my panties…oh god, I thought, this is so hot.

She kissed me a few times, never letting go of my cock, and it felt so amazing, better than anything I’ve ever experienced in my life.

At times when I thought I was about to cum, she would stop and wait for a few seconds.

She let go of my cock and grabbed my hand, and then she led me to her bed…

"Sit down and wait."

She looked at me, smiling. She then took a little tube of lube and applied it on both of her hands before she reached out to touch my underwear. She let go of her cock and started squeezing my ass and kissing my neck.

When she got to my shaft, she grabbed it, her lubed hand sliding up and down my shaft. Oh god, I thought as I let out a moan.

When I was quiet she said, "Aren't you going to cum?".

I shook my head, too shy to say anything.

"Well then, I will make you cum." she said, kissing my neck and reaching the base of my shaft.

I felt her squeeze my balls, the lube was so pleasant.

She squeezed my balls, and as soon as she did I felt my balls swell.

"Oh god, I'm cumming!" I said, but she quickly let go of my cock.

I looked at her, but that wasn't enough, I wanted to see the cum shoot out of her pulsating dick

"What the hell!?" I said, and she laughed.

"It's my turn now," she said, squirting some lube on her cock.

She lay on her back with her legs spread, and I moved closer. I didn’t know how to ask for it, so I just sat there.

"Climb on top of me and put your hands on my breasts."

Oh god, I thought, this was it, she was going to pop my cherry with her throbbing penis. I climbed on top of her, feeling the lube on her cock, the weight of my chest, and the horny sensation of her hands on my ass cheeks.

“Don’t worry, it’ll only hurt a little, I will be gentle, I promise,” she murmured.

I put my hands on her breasts, and she guided her cock to my asshole. I felt her warm precum spread on my opening as she squeezed my ass with both hands.

There was no turning back. She squeezed my ass roughly, and her hands felt so good on my cheeks, so I decided to surrender to her and just relax my anal muscles. I relaxed my ass, and I felt the head of her cock slip into my ass.

“Ahhh!” I screamed in agony from the novel sensation of being penetrated.

“Shh, it’s going to be alright, Ms. Sapphire, shh,” she said.

With a squeezed face, I couldn’t see her reaction but I could feel her slide in further and further. I felt a sharp pain, and I instinctively clenched up. It hurt so bad, she was too big for my virgin ass.
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“Shh... Don’t worry, it’ll only hurt for a minute. Relax, I’ll make it feel good soon,” she said.

“Alright,” I said, and I relaxed. Her cock slipped inside me deeper.

It hurt bad, but the pain quickly subsided, and the pleasure of being penetrated was far way better than the pain. Although it hurt, I was glad to be penetrated by her cock, even if it was my first time.

I wanted to feel more of it, and I pressed down.

"Yes! Like that! Oh god,” she screamed.

I slid down on her shaft until it was all the way in.

Oh, holy shit, that feels so good, I thought.

I didn't care how much of this situation was normal and how much wasn’t. All that mattered was that I was feeling so fulfilled and good.

I started grinding myself on her cock, it felt so fucking good, probably better than any of my previous experiences with any woman.

“Oh, you feel so good, so fucking tight,” she said.

"That's it, ride my cock! Ride my fucking big cock!" she screamed. This wasn’t just me as Ms. Sapphire having a Gang-Love event online, I was not only playing the part of a slutty avatar anymore, I was a real-live slut for a gorgeous transgender woman.

I felt her hands on my hips, the lube made her fingers slide on my hips, and she grabbed on tighter. She went deeper inside me and I felt her balls brush against my ass.

She started thrusting again, and I screamed in pleasure as she hit my prostate.

“Oh my god, I’m going to cum!” she said.
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“Yeah, cum in me! Cum in me!” I said.

I rode her cock as hard as I could, and I felt her throbbing inside me as I reached my climax.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming too!" I said, and she squeezed my ass.

“Cum for me, darling!” she said, and I did.

She let go of my ass, and I sat there, on top of her, with her cock inside me. I felt her cock twitch and pulsate inside me, and I felt the warm cum slide down my ass.

"Oh, fuck,” she said, hissing and panting as her thick and warm gravy trailed my orifice. We lay there, each of us spent and satisfied, we didn't say a word. Instead, she kissed me and licked my face as she slipped out.

She then handed me a towel, and I wiped the cum off my ass.

"That was fun, Greg, I mean, Ms. Sapphire, thank you.”

“Well, I’m always at your service, Ms. Crystal,” I jested before kissing her like I’ve never kissed anyone before.


Cb - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

ONE DAY, WHILE PLAYING AS MS. SAPPHIRE, I noticed a barrage of notifications popping up on my screen. They were from Mr. Diamond, and he had sent me several gifts along with messages asking how I was doing.

"Hey, Ms. Sapphire! I got you these new wings. I played for days to earn them for you. I hope you like them," one message read.

I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt as I typed back a quick, "Thank you, Mr. Diamond. I appreciate it."

But my heart wasn't in it. Ever since meeting Alicia and helping her in the game, my feelings for Mr. Diamond had become a distant memory.

I was completely besotted with her, and I couldn't bring myself to care about the gifts or attention from Mr. Diamond.

She and I spent hours together, both online and in her apartment. I taught her everything I knew about the game and how to earn diamonds.

We strategized, planned, and executed our gaming sessions with precision, enjoying every moment we spent together.

One evening, as we lounged on her couch after a particularly intense gaming session, I opened up to her about my upcoming livestream.

"I have to admit, I'm kind of nervous about this whole livestream thing," I confessed, running a hand through my hair.

She looked at me with understanding and put a reassuring hand on my arm.

"You're going to be great, Greg. Just be yourself and show everyone how amazing you are at the game."

"But what if they don't like me?" I asked, my voice shaky.

She smiled warmly.

"They're going to love you, Greg. And even if they don't, it doesn't matter. You're doing this for yourself, and that's what's most important."

Her words were like a balm to my soul, and I couldn't help but smile back at her.

"You're right, babe. I can do this."

We continued to practice and prepare for the livestream, with her cheering me on every step of the way. She helped me perfect my feminine persona, teaching me how to walk in heels, talk in a modulated voice, and apply makeup like a pro.

As the day of the livestream approached, my nerves grew, but her unwavering support gave me the strength I needed to face my fears head-on.

The night before the livestream, she and I sat down for a final review of our plans.

"Alright, babe," she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"We've gone over everything, and I know you're ready for this. Just remember to relax and have fun. The viewers will love you."

I took a deep breath and nodded.

"Thanks, babe. I couldn't have done this without you."

She squeezed my hand and smiled.

"I'm always here for you, Greg. Now go out there and show them what Ms. Sapphire is made of!"

With her encouragement echoing in my ears, I faced the livestream with renewed determination.

The day of the livestream had finally arrived, and I was a bundle of nerves. My heart raced as I sat down in front of my computer, Alicia standing by my side, offering words of encouragement. I looked at my reflection on the screen—I truly looked like Ms. Sapphire, a beautiful, confident girl gamer.

"Alright, Greg, you're ready for this," she whispered, squeezing my hand.

"Remember, just be yourself and have fun."

Taking a deep breath, I nodded and clicked the "Go Live" button.
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Instantly, my screen was flooded with live messages and reactions from viewers. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I read their comments.

"Wow, Ms. Sapphire is even more beautiful than I imagined!" one user wrote.

"Seriously, she's the hottest girl gamer I've ever seen," another chimed in.

As I continued to play the game, the messages kept pouring in, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. I was doing it—I was actually pulling off the Ms. Sapphire persona.

Throughout the livestream, I was showered with gifts from viewers—virtual clothes, accessories, and even diamonds. I couldn't believe how generous they were being.

She stood beside me, grinning from ear to ear as she read the messages along with me.

"See, Greg? I told you they'd love you!"

Though I was thrilled with the attention and gifts, I couldn't bring myself to speak to the viewers just yet. I was still afraid they'd somehow discover I was a man. So, I focused on playing the game and responding to their comments through text.

"Thanks for the gifts, everyone! You're all so amazing!" I typed, hoping to convey my gratitude.

The viewers continued to praise my skills, my appearance, and my charming personality. I was on cloud nine, feeling more confident and accepted than ever before.

As the livestream progressed, I couldn't help but sneak glances at the live ranking board, watching as Ms. Sapphire's ranking steadily climbed higher and higher.

With each passing moment, my excitement grew, and I could hardly believe what was happening.

"Greg, look!" Alicia exclaimed, pointing to the screen.

"You're ranked number one on the platform!"

My eyes widened as I saw my name at the very top of the list. I was officially the number one streamer and gamer in the Cyber Lovin' community, and I couldn't have been more elated.

The chat erupted in cheers and congratulations, and I felt a swell of gratitude for each and every person who had supported me on this journey.

"Thank you all so much!" I typed, my fingers shaking with excitement.

"I couldn't have done this without you!"

As the livestream came to an end, I couldn't help but think about how far I'd come, not only as a gamer but as a person.

She wrapped her arms around me, beaming with pride.

"You did it, babe! I'm so proud of you!"

As the days went by, Alicia and I continued to enjoy our success in Cyber Lovin', watching the diamonds roll in and our popularity soar.

With each passing day, my thoughts of Mr. Diamond seemed to fade further into the background, and I found myself completely focused on my girlfriend and our growing partnership.

One day, as we were going through the countless congratulatory messages Ms. Sapphire had received, she paused and looked at me curiously.

"Who's this Mr. Diamond guy? He seems really sweet."

I shrugged nonchalantly, trying to brush it off.

"Oh, he's just a fan. Nothing special."

She didn't press the issue, but I could tell she was intrigued. Instead, she redirected her attention to her own avatar, Ms. Crystal, and we began to brainstorm ways to give her a complete makeover, just like we'd done for Ms. Sapphire.

We spent hours poring over virtual clothes, hairstyles, and accessories, trying to find the perfect look for Ms. Crystal. I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and satisfaction as we worked together, building her avatar up from the ground.

Alicia seemed just as invested in the process, her eyes shining with enthusiasm as she experimented with different looks.

Eventually, we settled on a stunning new appearance for Ms. Crystal—a fiery redhead with captivating green eyes and a wardrobe that screamed confidence and power. Alicia and I couldn't have been more proud of our creation.

With Ms. Crystal's makeover complete, we set our sights on increasing her ranking within the Cyber Lovin' community. We knew that the key to our success would be working together as a team, just like we'd done for Ms. Sapphire.

We spent countless hours playing the game, strategizing, and engaging with the community. Alicia quickly proved to be a natural, her charm and wit captivating viewers just as Ms. Sapphire had done.

As her ranking began to rise, we found ourselves growing even closer, bonding over our shared success. Along the way, we also made it our Ms.ion to help her earn a substantial amount of money through the game.

With my experience as Ms. Sapphire, I knew all the tricks and tips to maximize our earnings, and we put that knowledge to good use.

Together, we participated in dungeon raids, completed challenges, and attended exclusive in-game events—all in the name of earning as many diamonds as possible.

As Alicia's earnings began to grow, we couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment, knowing that our hard work was paying off.

And as our success in Cyber Lovin' continued to flourish, so too did our relationship. The more time we spent together, the more I found myself falling for Alicia—not just as a partner in the game, but as a person.

She was kind, funny, and incredibly supportive, always there to offer a helping hand or a shoulder to lean on.

One day at the coffee shop, I noticed Harry sitting alone at a table in the corner, tears streaming down his face. My heart ached at the sight, and the guilt that had been building inside me threatened to bubble over. I knew I couldn't keep the truth about Ms. Sapphire from him any longer.
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As I mustered up the courage to approach him and reveal everything, a customer walked in, demanding my immediate attention. The moment slipped away, and as I took the customer's order, I couldn't help but feel that maybe it wasn't the right time to tell him the truth. The nagging guilt, however, continued to eat away at me.

Later that night, as I prepared to transform into Ms. Sapphire once again, I found myself questioning why I was enjoying the process of dressing up as a woman. I carefully applied foundation to my face, blending it in with a sponge to create a smooth, even complexion.

The silky texture of the makeup felt soothing against my skin, and I couldn't deny the sense of satisfaction I felt as I watched my appearance gradually change.

Next, I picked up a tube of mascara, carefully applying it to my lashes to give them a dramatic, feminine look. The bristles of the wand tickled my eyelids, sending a shiver down my spine. As I continued with my transformation, I felt a strange sense of exhilaration—a feeling I couldn't quite put my finger on.

I moved on to my lips, meticulously applying a bold red lipstick that seemed to make my entire face come alive. The rich, velvety texture of the lipstick glided across my lips, leaving behind a vibrant pop of color that made me feel powerful and confident.

Finally, I donned the pink wavy wig that my girlfriend had chosen for me, adjusting it until it sat perfectly on my head. The synthetic strands felt soft and smooth against my skin, and I couldn't help but admire how well the color complemented my newly made-up face.

With my transformation complete, I took a step back and looked at myself in the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was undeniably feminine—a far cry from the Greg I had been just a short while ago.

A mixture of excitement and uncertainty washed over me as I grappled with the fact that I was genuinely enjoying this process, despite the initial apprehension I had felt.

As I continued to ponder my feelings, my thoughts drifted back to Alicia and our mission to help Ms. Crystal rise through the ranks of Cyber Lovin'.

I knew that, together, we made a formidable team—one that was capable of not only increasing Ms. Crystal's ranking but also helping Alicia earn a substantial amount of money in the process.

As I logged into the game that night, I tried to push my doubts and guilt aside, focusing instead on our shared goal. Alicia and I had come so far already, and I didn't want my personal struggles to hold us back.

"Hey, babe," I said hesitantly after we had finished our gaming session for the night, "do you mind if I keep this look on for a while? I don't know why, but I feel really good in it."

She looked at me, her expression a mixture of curiosity and concern.

"Really? I mean, I'm glad you feel confident as Ms. Sapphire, but is there a reason you want to stay like this?"

I sighed, trying to find the right words to express what I was feeling.

"I don't know, I just feel more confident when I'm dressed up like this. It's like I can be myself without worrying about what other people think. Does that make sense?"

She nodded slowly, her eyes filled with understanding.
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"I get it, Greg. You know I'm always here to support you, no matter what. But I have to admit, I'd feel a bit embarrassed going out with you dressed up as a woman. I hope you understand."

I felt a pang of hurt at her words, but I knew she was just being honest.

"Yeah, I understand," I said softly.

"I don't want to make you uncomfortable. I'll keep it to the house, I promise."

She gave me a warm smile.

"Thank you, Greg. I really appreciate that. And like I said, I'm here for you. We can explore this side of you together, as long as you're comfortable with it."

We sat in silence for a few moments, the weight of our conversation settling around us. I knew that her support meant the world to me, but I couldn't help but feel a little hurt by her reluctance to be seen with me dressed as a woman in public.

"Hey, babe?" I ventured, breaking the silence.

"Do you think there's something wrong with me for feeling this way? For enjoying dressing up as a woman?"

She shook her head emphatically.

"No, not at all. Everyone has their own ways of expressing themselves and feeling confident. If dressing up like this makes you feel good, then there's nothing wrong with that. Just be true to yourself, babe."

Her words were reassuring, but I still felt a nagging doubt in the back of my mind. Would I ever be able to fully embrace this side of myself without feeling ashamed or embarrassed? Was I destined to keep this part of me hidden away, confined to the privacy of my own home?

As the days went by, Alicia and I continued to explore my newfound interest in dressing as Ms. Sapphire. We experimented with different outfits, makeup looks, and even tried out various wigs.

Each time, I found myself feeling more and more comfortable in my female persona, and my confidence began to grow.

But despite my growing comfort, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was somehow betraying Harry by keeping my identity as Ms. Sapphire a secret. The guilt continued to gnaw at me, and I knew that I would have to confront it sooner or later.


Cb - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

AS I STOOD IN THE LIVING ROOM, dressed as Ms. Sapphire, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. Alicia was spending the night at a friend's house, and for the first time in a while, I was home alone. The thought of venturing out into the world as Ms. Sapphire began to take hold in my mind.

An internal battle raged within me. On one hand, I was eager to experience the world outside, feeling alive and free in my female persona.

On the other, I remembered the promise I had made to her about keeping my dressing up confined to our home. I felt torn, but the desire to go out and explore proved too strong to resist.

I took my time getting ready, carefully applying my makeup and selecting the perfect outfit. I chose a form-fitting black dress that hugged my curves and highlighted my feminine figure. As I zipped up the back, I felt a sense of anticipation building within me.

Next, I picked out a pair of black, strappy heels that added a few inches to my height, making me feel more powerful and confident. I practiced walking in them, getting used to the way they shifted my weight and changed my posture.

I then moved on to the finishing touches, putting on a pair of silver hoop earrings and a matching necklace. I brushed out my pink, wavy wig, ensuring every strand was in place before positioning it on my head.

Finally, I looked at myself in the mirror, pleased with the reflection that stared back at me. Ms. Sapphire was ready to take on the world, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement.

With a deep breath, I stepped out of the apartment and into the night, my heart racing in my chest. I could feel the eyes of passersby on me, some curious, others appreciative. It was a thrilling and nerve-wracking experience all at once.

I walked through the streets, feeling more alive than I had in a long time. Eventually, I found myself outside a lively club, the bass from the music pulsing through the ground beneath my feet.

"Hey there," a woman standing by the entrance said, giving me a friendly smile.

"You look amazing! I love your outfit."

"Thank you," I replied, my voice wavering slightly.

"I appreciate the compliment."

With a newfound sense of confidence, I entered the club, the music and energy washing over me. I danced and laughed, fully embracing my Ms. Sapphire persona. It felt freeing and exhilarating, a feeling I hadn't experienced in a long time.
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As the night wore on, I couldn't help but think about my promise to my girlfriend and the guilt that accompanied my decision to venture out. I knew I had broken her trust, and I couldn't ignore the gnawing feeling that I would have to face the consequences of my actions.

But at that moment, as I danced and celebrated my newfound freedom, I felt truly alive. The thought of returning to the confines of my apartment and the limitations I had agreed to with her felt stifling and suffocating.

The night eventually came to an end, and I reluctantly made my way back to the apartment, my mind swirling with a mixture of guilt and exhilaration. I knew I had some difficult conversations ahead of me, but for the first time, I felt a sense of clarity about who I was and who I wanted to be.

As I hung up my dress and carefully removed my makeup, I knew that my journey as Ms. Sapphire was far from over. There would be challenges and heartache along the way, but I was finally ready to face them head-on, with or without the support of those around me.

The next day, I saw Harry enter the coffee shop again, looking more downcast than ever. I couldn't help but feel responsible for his misery, and I decided to do something nice for him. As he approached the counter, I greeted him with a warm smile.

"Hey, Harry. Your coffee's on the house today," I said, trying to lift his spirits.

"Really? Thanks, Greg. That's very kind of you," he replied, looking genuinely touched by the gesture.
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As I prepared his coffee, I could see that he was still deeply affected by Ms. Sapphire's distance. I wanted to help, but I wasn't sure how to broach the subject. As I handed him the coffee, he finally spoke up.

"I don't know what to do, Greg," he admitted, his eyes welling up with tears.

"I've tried everything I can think of to get Ms. Sapphire's attention, but it's like she doesn't even care."

I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. This was the perfect opportunity to tell him the truth, but seeing his pain made it all the more difficult. Just as I was about to confess, he broke down, tears streaming down his face.

"I think I might need psychological help," he sobbed, his voice cracking with emotion.

"I've never felt this way about someone before, and it's tearing me apart."

I couldn't bear to see him like this, so I did the only thing I could think of—I reached out and pulled him into a comforting hug. He cried on my shoulder, his body shaking with sobs. It was heartbreaking.

"Harry," I said softly, "maybe it's time to forget about Ms. Sapphire. You deserve someone better, someone who will appreciate all the effort you put into making them happy."

He slowly pulled away, wiping his tears and giving me a weak smile.

"You're right, Greg. I need to move on. Thank you."

"Don't mention it, man," I replied, feeling a mix of relief and sadness.

"You're a great guy, and you deserve to be happy."

He composed himself, and then, to my surprise, he invited me to dinner.

"Would you like to grab dinner with me tonight, Greg? You know, as former classmates and all. I think it would help me take my mind off things."

I hesitated, tempted to accept his offer, but then I remembered my commitment to Alicia.

"I appreciate the invitation, Harry, but I can't. My girlfriend is waiting for me at her apartment."

He nodded, understandingly.

"No problem, Greg. Maybe some other time, then."

"Yeah, definitely," I agreed, feeling a pang of guilt for not being completely honest with him.

"Take care of yourself, Harry."

As he left the coffee shop, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was letting him down. I wanted to tell him the truth, but it seemed that doing so would only cause him more pain. The weight of my secret, my life as Ms. Sapphire, felt heavier than ever.
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Later that night, as Alicia began waxing my body, I felt the familiar sting of hot wax being applied to my skin. She was gentle and patient, making sure to remove every hair from my body to maintain my Ms. Sapphire persona.

"Babe," I started, wincing as she ripped off a strip of wax from my leg, "something happened today that I need to tell you about."

"What is it, Greg?" she asked, pausing her work to give me her full attention.

I took a deep breath and began recounting the encounter with Harry at the coffee shop—his tears, the hug, and his invitation to dinner.

She listened attentively, her expression growing increasingly serious as I spoke.

"So, he still doesn't know that you're Ms. Sapphire?" she asked, concern etched on her face.

"No, I couldn't bring myself to tell him," I admitted, feeling a wave of shame wash over me.

"I wanted to, but I just couldn't."

She sighed, resuming her waxing duties.

"You need to keep it that way, babe. Telling Harry the truth would ruin everything we've built together—our careers, our income, everything. It's not worth it."

I flinched as she ripped off another strip of wax from my chest.

"But he's suffering, babe. He thinks he's losing his mind over Ms. Sapphire, and it's all my fault."

She applied more wax to my arm, her expression softening.

"I know it's hard, babe, but you can't risk everything for one person. You have to think about what's best for both of us."

"I know you're right," I conceded, feeling the weight of my secret grow heavier.

"But it's just so hard to see him like that."

She pulled the wax strip from my arm with a quick yank, causing me to wince.

"Painful, isn't it?" she said, a sympathetic smile on her lips.

"But sometimes, the things that hurt us are necessary for our growth."

I nodded, trying to accept her words of wisdom. As she continued to wax my body, we fell into a comfortable silence, punctuated only by the occasional rip of wax from my skin.

By the time she finished waxing me, my body was smooth and hairless, perfectly prepared for my Ms. Sapphire persona. Despite the physical pain, I felt a sense of satisfaction, knowing that I was doing what was necessary to protect my livelihood and my relationship with my girlfriend.

As I examined my reflection in the mirror, admiring the feminine curves and contours of my body using a spandex that I bought online, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in what I had achieved.

But at the same time, the guilt over keeping my secret from Harry continued to gnaw at me, a constant reminder of the price I was paying for my success.

She wrapped her arms around me, pressing her body against mine.

"You're doing the right thing, babe," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

"Sometimes, we have to make difficult choices in life. But as long as we stay strong and true to ourselves, everything will work out in the end."

I leaned into her embrace, drawing strength from her words and her presence. For the moment, the guilt was held at bay, replaced by a sense of determination and resolve.

That night, she and I settled into our usual gaming routine, side by side on the couch with our devices in hand. The familiar sound of the game filled the room as we navigated our avatars, Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal, through various challenges and quests.

We were so engrossed in the game that I didn't even notice when my phone buzzed with an incoming message. I excused myself to use the bathroom, leaving my phone on the coffee table next to Alicia.

As I was washing my hands, I heard her exclaim, "Oh, you've got to be kidding me!"

I hurried back to the living room, feeling a sense of unease.

"What's wrong?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

She held up my phone, her face a mask of disgust.

"It's that Mr. Diamond guy again. He just won't leave you alone, will he?"

I felt a surge of panic as I realized that she had read the message. I reached for my phone, but she pulled it away, her fingers flying across the screen as she typed a reply.

"Wait, babe! What are you doing?" I cried, trying to grab the phone back.

She glared at me, her eyes flashing with anger.

"I'm telling this loser to leave you alone, once and for all. He needs to get the message."

Before I could stop her, she hit send and tossed the phone back to me. I stared at the screen in disbelief, reading the expletive-filled message she had sent to Mr. Diamond. My heart sank as I realized the damage that had been done.

"Alicia, why did you do that?" I demanded, my voice shaking with anger.

She crossed her arms and scoffed.

"What's the big deal? You've been ignoring him for weeks anyway. It's about time he got the hint."

"But it wasn't your place to do that!" I argued, feeling a mix of frustration and guilt.

"He's just a guy who's struggling, and you've probably hurt him even more now."

She rolled her eyes and turned her attention back to the game.

"Stop being so dramatic, Greg. He's a grown man. He'll get over it."

I sat there, staring at my phone, feeling a sense of betrayal and disappointment. How could she have done something so thoughtless and cruel? I knew that she was protective of me, but this was a step too far.

“I don’t wanna fight with you, just suck my dick,” she said.
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I was still mad at her but I couldn’t resist her charms. Reluctantly, I started rubbing her bulge and started licking her balls.

“Mmm, we should be fucking, not fighting,” she jested.

Over the next few days, the tension between her and me grew. We continued to game together, but the easy camaraderie we once shared had been replaced by an uneasy silence. I couldn't shake the feeling that a wedge had been driven between us, and it was all because of that one impulsive act.

Despite my anger, I couldn't help but worry about Harry. He hadn't replied to the message, and I wondered if he was okay. The guilt weighed heavily on me, and I felt an overwhelming urge to apologize to him.

As the days turned into weeks, my relationship with her continued to suffer. I found myself unable to forget the incident, and it cast a dark shadow over our once-happy partnership.


Cb - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I COULDN'T SHAKE THE FEELING of unease that had settled over me. It had been days since I'd last seen Harry at the coffee shop, and his absence was beginning to worry me.

To make matters worse, Mr. Diamond's last online status on the game had been weeks ago. I couldn't help but think that Alicia's harsh message had something to do with it, and the guilt was eating me alive.

To add to my stress, she just texted me that she wouldn’t be coming home that night. She was staying with a friend, leaving me alone with my thoughts.s

The emptiness of the apartment only served to amplify my anxiety, and I found myself pacing the floors, unable to settle. I needed a distraction, something to help me escape the suffocating worry that was closing in on me.

And then, it hit me—I could go out again, dressed as Ms. Sapphire.

The idea was both thrilling and terrifying, but I knew it was what I needed to do. I began the transformation process, carefully applying makeup to my face, adding layers of foundation, concealer, and powder. I sculpted my cheeks with blush and contour, and highlighted my features with a touch of shimmer.

Next, I moved on to my eyes, giving them depth and allure with smoky eyeshadow and winged eyeliner. I completed the look with a pair of false eyelashes and a bold coat of mascara. I studied my reflection in the mirror, amazed by how different I looked.

"Is this really me?" I murmured to my reflection, my voice barely a whisper.

I took a deep breath and continued the process, selecting a long, wavy pink wig from Alicia’s collection. I carefully placed it on my head, adjusting it until it fit perfectly.

The wig transformed me even further, and I began to feel the confidence I had experienced the first time I dressed as Ms. Sapphire.

I moved on to my outfit, choosing a flattering black dress that hugged my curves and showed off my legs. I paired it with black stockings and high-heeled ankle boots, taking a moment to practice walking in them before I left the apartment.

As I stood before the full-length mirror, I felt a mixture of excitement and fear.

"You can do this," I told myself, trying to summon all the courage I could muster.

With a final check of my makeup and outfit, I stepped out into the night, the cool air greeting me as I walked down the street. I could feel the curious glances of passersby, but instead of feeling embarrassed or ashamed, I felt alive.

The confidence I had found in my Ms. Sapphire persona seemed to grow with every step, and before long, I found myself at the entrance of a popular club. The music was pulsating, beckoning me inside, and I knew I couldn't resist.

As I walked through the door, I was hit with a wave of excitement and adrenaline. The club was a whirlwind of flashing lights and bodies moving to the rhythm of the music. I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to proceed, but then I felt a hand on my arm.

"Hey, you're new here, aren't you?" a friendly voice asked.
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I turned to see a woman with a warm smile, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

"Yeah, it's my first time here," I replied, trying to sound as confident as I felt.

"Well, don't just stand there," she said, grinning.

"Come on, let's dance!"

With that, she pulled me onto the dance floor, and I found myself swept up in the music and the energy of the crowd. For a few hours, I was able to forget about my worries and lose control.

As the night wore on, I became more and more immersed in the dancing and the music. The atmosphere in the club was intoxicating, and I could feel the tension and worry of the past few days melting away with each beat of the music.

I danced with various partners, laughing and enjoying the sense of freedom that came with my Ms. Sapphire persona. It was as if I had left all my problems at the door, and I was finally able to just be myself—or at least, this new version of myself.

My euphoria was short-lived, however, as my eyes fell upon a familiar face across the room. It was Alicia, dressed in a risqué outfit that left little to the imagination.

She was entwined with a tall, muscular black man, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. As if that wasn't enough, she was also grinding against another equally hunky Latino man.

A surge of emotions washed over me—anger, jealousy, hurt, and betrayal all vying for dominance. The carefree happiness of the night vanished, replaced by a burning rage that threatened to consume me.

I couldn't believe that she would do this to me, especially after everything we had been through together.

Fueled by my anger, I stormed across the dance floor, making a beeline for her. As I approached, she broke off her kiss and looked at me, her eyes widening in surprise.

For a brief moment, I thought she might actually feel guilty about what she was doing. But then she laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that cut me to the core.

"I don't know who that crossdresser is," she said dismissively, turning her back on me as if I was nothing more than an annoyance.

The humiliation and embarrassment I felt were overwhelming, and I could feel tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. My first instinct was to flee the club, to escape the suffocating pain that threatened to swallow me whole. But something inside me refused to back down, to let her have the last word.

Gritting my teeth, I stepped forward and tapped her on the shoulder. She turned around, her expression a mix of amusement and irritation.

"What do you want?" she snapped, clearly annoyed by my persistence.

"I want an explanation, Alicia," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Why are you doing this? After everything we've been through, how could you betray me like this?"

She rolled her eyes, dismissing my pain with a wave of her hand.

"You really think you're something special, don't you? Just because we had some fun playing that stupid game and dressing you up like a girl, that doesn't mean I owe you anything. I'm just enjoying my life, and if you can't handle that, maybe you should go back to your little fantasy world."

Her words felt like a slap in the face, and I struggled to hold back the tears that threatened to spill over. I knew that I couldn't continue this confrontation, not without losing whatever dignity I had left.

Turning on my heel, I walked away from Alicia and her laughter, my heart heavy with the knowledge that our relationship had been built on lies and deceit.

The club, which had once felt like a sanctuary from my problems, was now just another source of pain and heartache.

As I made my way through the throngs of dancers, I felt more alone than ever before. The music and lights that had once seemed so inviting now felt oppressive and suffocating. I couldn't wait to escape the club and return to the safety of my parents’ house.

When I finally reached the exit, the cool night air felt like a balm on my wounded soul.

As I walked through the streets, still dressed in my Ms. Sapphire persona, the tears I had been holding back finally began to fall. The weight of the betrayal and hurt I felt was too much to bear, and I found myself sobbing uncontrollably.

In my despair, I felt a deep yearning for the comfort and safety of my family. So, through my tears, I made my way to my childhood home, seeking solace from the people who had always loved and supported me.

When I arrived, I hesitated for a moment on the front porch, unsure of how my family would react to seeing me like this. But the need for their support was stronger than my fear, and I knocked on the door, my entire body trembling with emotion.

[image: ]

The door swung open, revealing my shocked and confused parents and sister. Their eyes widened as they took in my appearance, clearly struggling to understand what was happening. But before they could say anything, I broke down, my words spilling out in a torrent of tears.

"I'm so sorry," I sobbed.

"I don't know what's happening to me. I've been playing this game and dressing up like a woman, and it felt so good, but then I found out that my girlfriend was cheating on me, and I just couldn't take it anymore."

As I poured out my heart, my family's shock turned to concern and compassion. They gathered around me, wrapping me in their arms and offering the comfort that I so desperately needed.

"It's going to be okay," my mother whispered soothingly, stroking my hair.

"You're not alone. We're here for you, no matter what."

My father nodded, his eyes filled with love and understanding.

"We'll help you through this, son. You're stronger than you think."

My sister hugged me tightly, adding her own words of encouragement.

"You'll get through this, Greg. We'll be with you every step of the way."

With my family's support, the crushing weight on my chest began to lift, if only just a little. They led me inside, helping me remove my makeup and wig, and offering me a change of clothes. Once I was more comfortable, they guided me to my room, where I crawled into bed, emotionally drained.

As I lay there, my family's love surrounding me, I knew that I had a long road ahead of me. I had lost so much—my relationship with Alicia, my sense of identity, and my self-confidence—but I also knew that I wasn't alone.


Cb - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

AS I CONTINUED TO WORK at the coffee shop, my phone buzzed relentlessly with text messages from Alicia. I glanced down and saw her desperate apologies, claiming she had been drunk and didn't know what she was doing. But the hurt was still too fresh, and I couldn't bring myself to respond.

It was in the midst of this emotional turmoil that Harry, looking cheerful and in a much brighter mood than I had seen him in a long time. My heart clenched at the sight of him, guilt gnawing at my insides.

"Hey, Greg," he greeted me with a warm smile.

"How's it going?"

Seeing that there wasn’t anyone around, I knew that it was the perfect moment. Well, there was no perfect moment to tell him that I was instrumental in breaking his heart. But then again, he needed to know, he had the right to know.

Taking a deep breath, I decided it was finally time to tell him the truth.

"Harry, there's something I need to tell you. It's about Ms. Sapphire."
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His eyes widened, and he leaned in closer, clearly interested.

"What about her?"

I hesitated for a moment, then plunged ahead.

"Ms. Sapphire is… it's me, Harry. I've been playing as her all this time."

His face contorted with disbelief and anger.

"Seriously?!”

He scoffed, with eyes welling.

“You've let me go on like this, obsessing over her, and you never thought to tell me the truth?"

"I'm sorry, Harry," I pleaded, my voice shaking.

"I didn't know how to tell you. And the thing is, Ms. Sapphire isn't just a character for me anymore. I… I feel like I am her. That's why I couldn't bring myself to tell you because, in my heart, I feel like I'm really her."

He stared at me, his expression a mixture of confusion, hurt, and disappointment. Then, without another word, he turned and walked away, leaving me standing there, feeling utterly lost and alone.

Unable to bear the weight of everything, I retreated to the backroom of the coffee shop, my emotions threatening to overwhelm me. In the dim, quiet space, I allowed myself to crumble, my entire body shaking with sobs.

"Why is everything falling apart?" I whispered to myself, the tears streaming down my face.

"I never meant for any of this to happen. I just wanted to be happy, to feel like I belonged."

As I poured out my heart, I realized just how much I had lost—my relationship with Alicia, my friendship with Harry, and my own sense of identity.

I had become so entangled in my online persona that I had lost sight of who I was and what truly mattered.

"I don't know what to do anymore," I admitted to the empty room, my voice barely more than a whisper.

That night, I found myself in my sister's room, confiding in her about everything that had happened. She listened patiently, her expression a mixture of concern and sympathy.

"Greg," she said gently, "maybe you should consider seeing a psychiatrist or an expert. They might be able to help you understand and navigate these feelings you're having."

I frowned, reluctant to accept her suggestion.

"I don't know, sis. I'm not sure if that's really what I need. It's just… everything's so confusing right now."

As we continued to talk, our voices growing louder in our passionate discussion, our parents overheard our conversation from the hallway. They entered the room, their faces etched with worry.

"Greg, we couldn't help but overhear what you were saying," my father said, his voice gentle but firm.

"We think your sister is right. It might be a good idea to talk to someone who can help you make sense of all this."

My mother nodded, her eyes filled with love and concern.

"We just want you to be happy, honey. If talking to a professional can help you find that happiness, then we think it's worth considering."

My resistance slowly began to crumble under the weight of their collective concern. I looked from my sister to my parents, realizing that they all just wanted what was best for me.

"Okay," I agreed, my voice barely audible.

"I'll think about it."

Over the next few days, I found myself wrestling with the decision to seek help. Part of me still resisted the idea, feeling that it was somehow an admission of failure or weakness. But as I continued to struggle with my emotions and the complexities of my identity, I realized that I needed guidance and support.

Finally, with my family's encouragement, I made an appointment to see a psychiatrist. As the day of the appointment approached, I grew increasingly nervous, unsure of what to expect and how I would feel about opening up to a stranger.

The psychiatrist's office was a warm, inviting space, filled with soft lighting and calming artwork. As I sat down on the comfortable couch, the psychiatrist, a kind, middle-aged woman, looked at me with a reassuring smile.

"Greg, I understand that this might be difficult for you," she said gently.
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"But I want you to know that I'm here to help you, not to judge you. We'll work through this together, at your own pace."

As we began our sessions, I slowly started to open up about my feelings and experiences, delving into the complexities of my identity and my relationships. It wasn't easy, but with each passing session, I felt a growing sense of understanding and self-acceptance.

My family was a constant source of support during this time, always there to listen, offer advice, or just give me a hug when I needed it. They never wavered in their love and encouragement, and I felt incredibly grateful to have them in my life.

Over time, as I continued to work with my psychiatrist, I began to understand that my feelings and desires were valid and that it was okay to embrace both my male and female aspects.

It was a slow, sometimes painful journey, but ultimately, I found a sense of balance and peace within myself.

With this newfound understanding and self-acceptance, I felt better equipped to face the challenges that lay ahead. I knew that repairing my relationships with Harry and Alicia wouldn't be easy, but I was determined to try.

The following appointment, I desperately wanted to understand what was going on with me and find a way to reconcile my feelings.

During the session, the psychiatrist listened intently as I shared my experiences dressing up as a woman and my emotional connection to my online persona, Ms. Sapphire.

After carefully considering my situation, the psychiatrist suggested that I try dressing up as a woman 24/7 for a month. This would help determine if I was experiencing gender dysphoria or if dressing up was simply a way to escape my daily life.

My sister and mother agreed to help me with this journey, and we went shopping together for clothes, makeup, and accessories. Their support meant the world to me as we picked out dresses, skirts, blouses, and more.
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We laughed together as we tried on different outfits, and I felt a sense of joy and belonging I hadn't experienced in a long time.

As we moved on to the makeup section, my sister and mother eagerly showed me different products and techniques. They patiently taught me how to apply foundation, blush, eyeshadow, and lipstick. I felt incredibly grateful for their guidance and encouragement.

Next, we tackled my hair. My sister helped me select a few wigs that would allow me to change my look and express my newfound femininity. Each wig brought out a different side of me, and I reveled in the transformation.

At home, I began my month-long journey of living as a woman. Each day, I woke up and carefully applied my makeup, chose an outfit, and styled my hair.

I felt more confident and alive than I ever had before, and the positive feelings only grew stronger as the days went by.

My family continued to support me every step of the way. They encouraged me to embrace my new identity and be true to myself. It was a period of self-discovery and growth that brought us closer together.

During this time, I began to notice how different aspects of my life were affected by my new appearance. I felt more in touch with my emotions and more empathetic towards others.

I also felt a newfound sense of freedom and liberation, as if I had broken free from the constraints that had held me back for so long.

As the weeks went by, I started to realize that my feelings went beyond simply enjoying the process of dressing up. I truly felt like I was discovering a part of myself that had been hidden for years. The more I embraced my feminine side, the more natural and authentic it felt.

I also noticed that my relationships with others began to change. People seemed more open and accepting towards me, and I found it easier to connect with others on a deeper level.

It was as if dressing up as a woman had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for me.

As my month-long journey came to an end, I returned to the psychiatrist for a follow-up appointment. I shared my experiences and how dressing up as a woman had positively impacted my life. The psychiatrist listened carefully and acknowledged the significance of my feelings.

During the session, I opened up about my experiences with Ms. Sapphire, my emotions, and my love for dressing up as a woman. She listened intently and asked a series of questions to better understand my situation. It was a relief to finally be able to share my thoughts and feelings with someone who could provide guidance and insight.

After a thorough discussion, the psychiatrist diagnosed me as a transgender woman. The realization hit me like a tidal wave, but it also brought a sense of clarity and relief.

The confusion and conflict I had felt for so long suddenly made sense. I felt a surge of happiness and excitement, knowing that I had taken the first step toward embracing my true self.

As I left her office, I felt a newfound sense of purpose and determination. I knew that there was still a long journey ahead of me, but for the first time, I felt confident in my path.

I started to think about what name I should use for myself, and after some consideration, I decided that Ms. Sapphire would be the perfect name to embody my new identity.

Over the next few days, I began to explore my identity as Ms. Sapphire more fully. I experimented with different clothing styles, makeup, and wigs, embracing my feminine side with enthusiasm. The more I allowed myself to be Ms. Sapphire, the more I felt a deep sense of happiness and contentment.

My family continued to be supportive throughout this process, and their encouragement meant the world to me. My sister and mother accompanied me on shopping trips, helping me choose outfits that made me feel beautiful and confident. We laughed and shared in the joy of my newfound self-discovery.

I continued to practice my makeup skills, learning how to create a variety of looks that made me feel even more connected to Ms. Sapphire. I also experimented with different hairstyles, discovering which ones best suited my face and personal style.

As the weeks went by, I began to notice a change in my overall demeanor. I felt more at ease with myself, and my self-confidence soared. It was as if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders, and I could finally be the person I was always meant to be.

I started to attend support group meetings for transgender individuals, where I met others who shared similar experiences and emotions. It was incredibly validating and inspiring to hear their stories and learn from their journeys.

During this time, I also began the process of coming out to my friends online. Although it was nerve-wracking, I was met with overwhelming support and understanding from those around me. It felt incredible to be accepted for who I truly was.

As I continued to embrace my identity as Ms. Sapphire, I found that I was able to let go of the guilt and negative emotions that had plagued me for so long.

My relationship with Alicia had come to an end, but I knew that it was for the best. I needed to focus on myself and my own happiness.


Cb - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE FOLLOWING DAY, I logged into the game as Ms. Sapphire, feeling both excited and nervous about coming out as a transgender woman to my online community.

As soon as I logged in, I saw that Ms. Crystal was live streaming. My heart raced as I clicked on the stream, eager to see what was happening.

To my shock, I heard Alicia, aka Ms. Crystal, say, "I'm a proud transgender woman, unlike Ms. Sapphire who's just a guy pretending to be a girl for money."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. The betrayal cut deep, and I could feel my anger rising. I clenched my fists as I watched her ranking shoot up to number one.

Messages started flooding in, with players canceling Ms. Sapphire and praising Ms. Crystal for her honesty.

As I sat there, fuming, my sister walked into the room and saw the live stream.

"What the hell is going on?" she asked, her face turning red with anger.

"I don't know!" I replied, my voice shaking.

"Alicia just outed me as a guy pretending to be a girl for money, and now everyone's turning against me!"

My sister clenched her jaw and crossed her arms.

"We need to do something about this. We can't let her get away with spreading lies about you!"

“Well, I mean, isn’t that true, I made that character to get diamonds.”

“No, you’re Ms. Sapphire now, and you’re not pretending anymore.”

"But what can I do?" I asked, feeling defeated.

"Everyone already believes her."

"We'll figure it out," she said determinedly.

"But first, you need to set the record straight. Tell everyone the truth."

“I don’t think I’m ready for that…”

Over the next few days, the drama continued to unfold. Many players remained loyal to Ms. Crystal, while others took my side.

I was nervously tapping my shoes by the counter when I saw Harry enter the coffee shop. He looked at me for a moment, then quickly looked away, but I could see the anger in his eyes. I knew I had to talk to him.

"Hey Harry," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

He didn't respond, just walked over to the counter and ordered a coffee from my workmate. I waited nervously, wondering if he was ever going to speak to me again.

Finally, he turned to me and said, "So, you finally decided to take the game to reality, Ms. Sapphire?"

I took a deep breath and said, "I'm sorry, Harry. I should have told you the truth from the beginning."

"You're damn right you should have," he said, his voice rising.

"You made me feel like a fool, thinking you were this amazing girl I was talking to. And all along, it was just you playing a stupid game."

"I know, Harry. And I'm sorry. But please, can we talk about this?"

He looked at me for a moment, then sighed and said, "Fine. Let's talk."

We sat down at a table, and I explained everything to him. How I had started playing the game as Ms. Sapphire, and how I had come to realize that I was actually a transgender woman. I told him about the battle with Ms. Crystal and how she had betrayed me.

He listened quietly, then said, "So what are you going to do now?"

I shrugged.

"I don't know. I feel like I've lost everything. I don't have Alicia anymore, and now I've lost my reputation in the game too."

He put a hand on my shoulder.

"You haven't lost everything. You still have your family, and me… and all the people who care about you. And as for the game, maybe this is a chance for you to show everyone who you really are. Maybe this is your chance to come out as the real Ms. Sapphire."

I looked at him, surprised.

"You really think I should play again?"

He nodded.

"I do. And I'll be there to support you every step of the way."
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Harry and I were still chatting about the drama with Ms. Crystal when my phone beeped. I glanced down and saw a message from the people behind the game. My heart skipped a beat as I opened it and began to read.

"Oh my God, Harry, look at this!" I exclaimed, shoving my phone in his face. He leaned closer to read the message.

"Wow, they want to set up a live showdown between you and Ms. Crystal? That's huge," he said, his eyes widening in excitement.

"I know, right? This could be my chance to prove to everyone that I'm a real woman and not just some guy pretending to be one," I said, my heart racing with anticipation.

"But are you ready for it?" he asked, a hint of concern in his voice.

"I don't know," I admitted.

"I believe in you, Ms. Sapphire," he said, placing a comforting hand on my shoulder.

"Thanks, Harry. Your support means everything to me," I said.

Days passed and Harry promised to help me practice for the upcoming showdown. As I was playing side by side with him, I couldn't help but feel this inexplicable connection between us.

We've been playing together for weeks now, and the bond between us has grown stronger with each passing day. We've been through countless battles together, and the way he protects me in the game has made me feel safe and secure.

As we were gearing up for a tough raid, I couldn't help but steal a glance at him. His eyes were focused on the game, and his lips were slightly parted in concentration.

I found myself staring at his lips, wondering what it would feel like to kiss him. I quickly shook the thought out of my head, feeling a bit embarrassed.

We battled through the raid, and it was tough, but with Harry by my side, I knew we could do it. We emerged victorious, and we both let out a sigh of relief.

As we were basking in our triumph, he turned to me and said, "You're amazing, Ms. Sapphire. I couldn't have done it without you."

I felt my cheeks turn red, and I couldn't help but smile. I turned to him and said, "No, Harry, we did it together. I'm so lucky to have you as my partner in the game."

As we were winding down for the night, he suggested we do a few more quests together. I agreed, feeling this urge to spend more time with him. We spent the next few hours battling through quests, and I couldn't help but notice how handsome he looked. His eyes were so kind, and his smile was infectious.

As we were wrapping up for the night, I felt this urge to tell him how I felt. I turned to him and said, "Harry, can I talk to you about something?"

He turned to me and said, "Of course, what is it?"

I took a deep breath and said, "Harry, I don't know how to say this, but I think I have feelings for you. I know we've only known each other in the game, but I feel this connection between us, and I can't ignore it."

His face lit up, and he said, "Ms. Sapphire, I feel the same way. I've been trying to find the right time to tell you, but I didn't want to mess things up between us."

I felt a wave of relief wash over me, and I said, "I'm so happy to hear that. I don't know what this means for us outside of the game, but I know that I want to explore this connection between us."

He took my hand and said, "I would love nothing more than to explore this connection with you. You're amazing, and I feel so lucky to have you in my life."

As we were staring into each other's eyes, I felt this overwhelming urge to kiss him.
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I leaned in, and our lips met, and it felt like fireworks were exploding inside of me. It was my first kiss with a boy, and it felt so magical and perfect.

As we pulled away, he said, "Ms. Sapphire, that was amazing. I can't believe how much I've been missing out on."

Without thinking things through, I took his hand and led him to the backroom of the coffee shop. My heart was pounding, and I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks. We were alone, and I wanted nothing more than to be close to him.

As we entered the room, I turned to him, and we looked into each other's eyes. At that moment, all of my fears and insecurities faded away, and I knew that I wanted him.

Without a word, he pulled me close, and our lips met in a kiss that was soft at first, but quickly became more passionate. His hands were on my waist, and I could feel the heat of his body against mine.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer to me, as we kissed. Our bodies were pressed together, and I could feel his desire for me growing.

As our tongues met in a dance of passion, I knew that I wanted him more than anything. I had never felt this way before, and I never wanted this moment to end.

He pulled away from the kiss, and looked into my eyes.

"I've wanted to do that for so long," he said, his voice husky with desire.

"I know," I replied, feeling breathless.

"I've wanted you too."

He pulled me back into another kiss, and I lost myself in the moment. Our bodies were pressed together, and I could feel the intensity of his desire for me.

As we kissed, I knew that I wanted to be with him. I never thought I’d be into men but he was everything that I had ever wanted all along, and I knew that I would never be able to resist him.

We continued to kiss, our passion growing with each passing moment. At that moment, nothing else mattered, and I knew that I was exactly where I was meant to be.

He started licking my neck as he squeezed my butt from my skirt. He then trailed my bra, causing the silicone pad to press hard against my erect nipples.

"Sorry, I don't have surgeries yet," I shyly said.

"I like natural girls," he replied before tracing my thighs with his strong hand.

"I've never been with a transgender woman before but I'm willing to try everything with you," he continued before rubbing his bulge on my thigh.

His bulge finally entered my crotch as he pressed it hard against my hard penis inside my pink panties. He then started grinding it against my yearning until I was able to feel its girth.

"I love how big your dick is," I told him as he unzipped his pants.
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"I like how hard you are for me," he replied as he reached his hand under my skirt.

His fingers instantly entered my panties then he started stroking my shaft.

"Are you sure about this?"

"I've never been more sure in my life," he said before consuming my mouth with fervor.

He then pulled back my bra to reveal my breasts from fat, causing me to shiver in embarrassment from my lack of hormones and surgery.

"You have a beautiful body," he said as he cupped them hard with his hand.

"You have more to love," he added.

He then pulled off his pants and underwear and slid his dick inside my chubby thighs. He continued thrusting it hard, rubbing against my penis, causing me a sensation that only he could deliver.
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I then stuck my tongue in his mouth, reaching for his gums, which quickly made him heighten his pace, causing a swirl of ecstasy inside me.

He then pulled my butt up and dragged me toward the sofa. He pulled me towards him and planted me on top of his waist, allowing him to rub his meaty dick against my round butt.

Without thinking things through, he then unbuttoned my skirt and threw it on the floor.

"You're so hot," he said before sticking his head underneath my skirt and licked my balls and dick.

"Oh my God!"

"Shh, it's fine, let me suck your penis," he continued before putting my dick into his mouth.

I could feel his warm tongue as he sucked my dick, stroking it hard, causing me to toss my head in excitement, causing me to feel dizzy.
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"Mmm, you're so sweet Ms. Sapphire," he moaned.

I tried to reply, but I was too overwhelmed by his service.

"I never thought a penis could taste so sweet," he continued.

"I love it, it's so fat," he added before licking the tip clean of precum.

He maneuvered me then removed my panties and slipped his tongue inside my asshole. I could feel his tongue massaging the entrance of my anus, causing me to feel warm throughout my body.

"Please give me your cock," I begged said as I was about to reach climax.
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"Please fuck me."

Being a good listener and having a lot of practice with Alicia, he stuck his manhood inside my rectum and then rammed it hard.

"Fuck! I've never been in something as tight as this!"
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"Mmm, you like my hole, Harry?"

"Yes, Ms. Sapphire, I could make love to you all night. You're so hot!"

As he fucked me like a jackrabbit, I stroked my penis while rhythmically joining his thrusts.

The feeling was euphoric and I shouted in ecstasy.

"I'm about to come, Ms. Sapphire!"
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"Keep fucking me," I begged, clenching my asshole.

He kept thrusting me then crashing his manhood hard against my ass walls.

"You're so hot, you're making me cum so fast!" He moaned as he reached orgasm inside me.

And just like that, he pulled out his dick as it came out with a pop, oozing out thick cum that landed on my butt cheeks.

"That was amazing," he said.

"You're amazing," I replied.

He then gathered my cum-covered ass cheeks and licked them one at a time.

"Oh my God, that's so hot," I said.

"I love your ass," he added before kissing my butt cheeks.

I could feel his warm saliva slide down my crack.

"I could do this every night with you. It's way better than Gang-Love events," he jested before we collapsed on the floor—bodies spent from the novelty of our unexpected yet romantic pairing.


Cb - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

DAYS LATER, I decided that it was time to practice with Harry for one last time before the epic showdown between Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal. Our relationship had grown stronger and deeper, and we knew that this upcoming battle would be a defining moment for both of us.

We decided to use our time together to prepare and strategize, ensuring that we would give our all in the impending clash.

We met up in the virtual arena, standing side by side as we began our practice session. The atmosphere was electric, as both excitement and tension filled the air. We knew that the outcome of the showdown would have significant consequences for our in-game reputations, but we couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration at the prospect of facing such a formidable opponent.

Our first order of business was to review our arsenal of weapons, abilities, and gear. We spent hours poring over the various options, discussing strategies, and weighing the pros and cons of each choice.

It was clear that we had to make sure our characters were in top form, with the most powerful equipment and skills at our disposal.

As we practiced our moves and honed our skills, we also discussed various tactics and strategies for the showdown. We were well aware of Ms. Crystal's prowess in the game, and we knew that we needed to be prepared for any eventuality.

Our conversations covered everything from evasive maneuvers to well-timed counterattacks, ensuring that we would be ready for whatever Ms. Crystal had to throw at us.

During our practice sessions, Harry and I worked seamlessly together, like a well-oiled machine. Our characters moved in perfect synchrony, anticipating each other's actions and responding accordingly.

It was evident that our time together in the game had forged an unbreakable bond between us, both as friends and as teammates.

We spent hours upon hours in the virtual arena, practicing relentlessly as we fine-tuned our strategies and honed our skills. We took breaks only when absolutely necessary, determined to make the most of our time together and ensure that we were as prepared as possible for the upcoming showdown.

As the sun began to set in the virtual world, casting a warm orange glow over the landscape, we took a moment to pause and admire the view. Despite the intensity of our practice, we couldn't help but marvel at the beauty of the world that had brought us together.

We continued practicing late into the night, pushing ourselves to our limits and beyond. Our dedication to our goal was unwavering, and we knew that every moment spent honing our skills would ultimately make a difference in the final battle.

The next morning, as the sun began to rise, casting a gentle light through the curtains of my bedroom, I knew it was time to begin my preparations for the showdown. The stakes were high, and I wanted to ensure that Ms. Sapphire looked the part of the hottest girl gamer. With Harry's help, I was determined to create the perfect outfit and image for the big event.

I started my day with a refreshing shower, feeling the warm water cascade down my body as I washed away any lingering nerves or tension. The soothing sensation of the water helped to calm my mind and focus on the task at hand—transforming Ms. Sapphire into a vision of virtual beauty.

As I stepped out of the shower and wrapped myself in a soft, fluffy towel, Harry was already waiting in my bedroom with an array of outfits and accessories laid out before him. Together, we would carefully select the perfect combination to create the ultimate look for Ms. Sapphire.

We began by choosing the base outfit, which needed to be both stylish and functional. After much deliberation, we settled on a sleek, form-fitting bodysuit that hugged every curve, accentuating Ms. Sapphire's feminine figure.

The bodysuit was a deep shade of blue, with intricate silver detailing that added a touch of elegance and sophistication.

Next, we moved on to selecting the perfect pair of boots for Ms. Sapphire. We decided on a pair of knee-high, black leather boots with stiletto heels that added an air of confidence and power to her overall appearance. The boots were adorned with silver buckles and accents, complementing the details of the bodysuit.

With the base outfit chosen, it was time to accessorize. Harry handed me a stunning silver necklace, which featured a large, sparkling sapphire pendant that hung gracefully just above my cleavage.

The necklace was not only a nod to my in-game persona but also a symbol of the strength and resilience that I had shown throughout my time in Cyber Lovin'.

We continued to accessorize, adding a pair of long, fingerless gloves that reached up to my elbows. The gloves were made of a soft, black material with silver accents that matched the rest of my ensemble. The gloves added a touch of mystery and allure to my look, further enhancing my overall appearance.

As we moved on to selecting the perfect makeup look, Harry pulled out an array of eyeshadows, lipsticks, and blushes, all in varying shades of blue and silver.

We decided on a bold, smoky eye look that would draw attention to my eyes and make them appear even more striking. A swipe of mascara and a touch of eyeliner completed the eye makeup, giving me a fierce and captivating gaze.

For my lips, we chose a deep, rich shade of blue that perfectly matched the color of my bodysuit. The lipstick was bold and daring, yet it also had a subtle shimmer that added a touch of glamour and sophistication.

With a final dusting of silver highlighter on my cheekbones and a light application of blush, my makeup look was complete.

As Harry stepped back to admire his handiwork, I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence and excitement coursing through me. I looked every bit the part of the hottest girl gamer, ready to face Ms. Crystal in the ultimate showdown.

With my outfit and makeup complete, it was time to turn my attention to my hair. I decided to wear it down, letting my long, flowing locks cascade over my shoulders and down my back. To add a touch of drama and flair, I incorporated a few loose braids and a sprinkling of silver hair glitter, which sparkled in the sunlight as I moved.

Feeling fully prepared and looking the part, I turned to Harry and expressed my gratitude for his help in getting ready for the showdown.

" Thank you, Harry," I said sincerely, my eyes shining with gratitude.

"I couldn't have done this without you. Your support means the world to me."

He smiled warmly, his eyes reflecting the pride he felt for our accomplishments together.

"It's been an honor, Ms. Sapphire. You're going to be amazing out there, and I know you're going to give it your all."

With a final once-over in the mirror, I took a deep breath, feeling a mixture of anticipation and excitement. My transformation was complete, and I felt ready to face the challenge ahead.

As I stepped out of my bedroom and into the virtual world, I could feel the eyes of the other players on me, admiring my stunning appearance and the air of confidence that surrounded me.

Moments later, as Harry and I arrived at the bustling E-sports Arena, I could feel the energy and excitement in the air. The crowd was massive, with people from all walks of life gathered together to witness the epic showdown between Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal.
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The anticipation was palpable, and I couldn't help but feel a mixture of nerves and exhilaration as we made our way through the throngs of people.

I leaned in towards Harry and whispered, "I can't believe how many people are here. I never thought our showdown would attract such a crowd."

He smiled reassuringly and replied, "It just goes to show how much of an impact you've made in the game, Ms. Sapphire. You should be proud of yourself."

As we approached the entrance to the stadium, the cheers and applause from the crowd grew louder, reaching a fever pitch as I stepped through the gates. The atmosphere was electric, and I could feel the weight of expectation on my shoulders. I took a deep breath and steadied myself, determined to give my all in the upcoming showdown.

Just as I began to take in the enormity of the event, Ms. Crystal made her entrance. She looked stunning and confident, basking in the adoration of her fans. She was accompanied by a tall, muscular man who I quickly recognized as Mr. Moneybags – her partner for the tag-team match. The crowd's reaction to their arrival was deafening, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of envy as I realized that Ms. Crystal's fan base seemed to dwarf my own.
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The announcer's voice boomed through the arena, capturing the attention of everyone present.

"Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the ultimate showdown between two of Cyber Lovin's most iconic players… Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal! Tonight, these fierce competitors will face off in a battle that will determine who truly deserves the title Cyber Babe!"

The crowd roared with anticipation, and I felt a shiver run down my spine as the gravity of the event sank in. The announcer continued, outlining the mechanics of the duel.

"Our players will compete in two rounds—first, a tag-team match featuring Ms. Sapphire and Mr. Diamond battling against Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags. The final round will be an epic showdown between the two ladies themselves!"

As the announcer explained the impact of the match, I was astonished to learn that not only was the stadium filled to capacity, but millions of viewers around the world were tuning in to witness the event online.

The showdown had captured the attention of the gaming community, making it a truly monumental occasion.

As the stage was set for the showdown, I took a moment to collect my thoughts and steady my nerves. I knew that this was the moment I had been working towards, and I was determined to prove myself as the hottest girl gamer in Cyber Lovin'. With Harry by my side and the support of my fans behind me, I felt ready to face whatever challenges the showdown would bring.

As the announcer's voice faded and the crowd's excitement reached new heights, I looked over at Harry and shared a moment of quiet determination. Together, we had prepared for this event, and we were ready to give it our all.

The crowd's anticipation reached a fever pitch as the tag-team match was about to begin. Harry, as Mr. Diamond, took his place beside me while Mr. Moneybags stood next to Ms. Crystal. I could feel her intense glare, and I met it with a determined gaze of my own.

The announcer's voice boomed through the arena, signaling the start of the match.

"Ladies and gentlemen, let the first round of the showdown begin!"

As the match commenced, Harry and I quickly found our rhythm, executing a series of well-coordinated attacks against Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags. The audience roared with excitement at each successful strike, spurring us on even more.

"An incredible move by Ms. Sapphire!" the announcer exclaimed, as I expertly dodged an attack from Mr. Moneybags and countered with a powerful blow.

"She's showing off her skills and proving that she's a force to be reckoned with!"

Despite our strong start, Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags were formidable opponents. They responded to our attacks with expert precision and teamwork, never letting us gain a significant advantage.

As the battle raged on, the crowd hung on every move, gasping and cheering in equal measure. The atmosphere in the arena was electrifying, and I could feel the pressure mounting with each passing moment.

During a brief lull in the action, I turned to Harry and said, "We can't let our guard down. They're strong, but we can do this."

Harry nodded in agreement, his eyes filled with determination.

"We've got this, Ms. Sapphire. Let's show them what we're made of."

As the match continued, Ms. Crystal launched a devastating attack on Mr. Diamond, sending him crashing to the ground. The audience gasped, and I felt my heart race in panic. I knew I had to act quickly to turn the tide in our favor.

With renewed resolve, I unleashed a powerful counterattack on Ms. Crystal, momentarily stunning her and giving Harry the chance to recover.

The crowd erupted in cheers, and the announcer's voice filled the stadium.

"What a comeback! Ms. Sapphire has managed to turn the tables and give her team a fighting chance!"

As the tag-team match neared its conclusion, both teams were evenly matched, each delivering and receiving powerful blows. The tension in the arena was palpable, with fans on the edge of their seats, waiting to see which team would ultimately prevail.

Finally, in a dramatic turn of events, Harry and I managed to land a simultaneous, devastating attack on Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags, securing our victory in the tag-team match. The crowd exploded in applause, and the announcer's voice filled the stadium.

"In an incredible display of teamwork and skill, Ms. Sapphire and Mr. Diamond have emerged victorious in the first round of the showdown!"

As the cheers of our fans washed over us, I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and confidence. We had triumphed in the first round, but the final, decisive battle between Ms. Crystal and me was still to come. I knew that I had to maintain my focus and determination if I wanted to claim the title Cyber Babe.

The final showdown between Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal began, and the tension in the arena was palpable. Each of us was determined to prove our dominance in the game, and the crowd eagerly awaited the outcome of the intense battle. With every move, the cheers and gasps from the audience fueled our determination.

As the duel continued, it became clear that Ms. Crystal had some tricks up her sleeve. Her attacks seemed to grow more powerful and precise with every passing moment, and I struggled to keep up. Despite my best efforts, Ms. Crystal was slowly gaining the upper hand.

"Ms. Crystal is dominating the match!" the announcer exclaimed.

"Can Ms. Sapphire turn the tide and make a comeback?"

Despite the mounting odds against me, I refused to give up. I continued to fight back, matching Ms. Crystal's attacks with my own. The crowd remained on the edge of their seats, unsure of the ultimate outcome.

Then, just as it seemed Ms. Crystal was about to claim victory, Mr. Moneybags made a sudden, shocking move. He rushed to the announcer's booth, his face a mixture of anger and determination.

"I can't stand by and watch this any longer!" he shouted into the microphone.

"Ms. Crystal has been cheating! She's been exploiting a hack in the game to give herself an unfair advantage!"

The crowd gasped, and Ms. Crystal's triumphant smirk faltered.

Mr. Moneybags continued, "I have proof! Just listen to this!" He played a recorded phone call from his phone, and Ms. Crystal's voice filled the arena, "These fans are so stupid and easy to manipulate. They'll believe anything I say."

The crowd erupted in outrage, and the announcer's voice filled the stadium.

"Ladies and gentlemen, it seems we have a shocking turn of events! Ms. Crystal has been accused of cheating and exploiting the game to her advantage!"

As the evidence against Ms. Crystal mounted, the referees quickly stepped in to review the situation. After a tense deliberation, they reached their verdict—she had indeed cheated and would be disqualified from the competition.

The crowd's boos and jeers followed her as she was escorted from the arena.

With Ms. Crystal's disqualification, I was declared the winner of the showdown and crowned the Cyber Babe of Cyber Lovin'. The crowd roared with approval, and the announcer's voice rang out once more.

"Congratulations to Ms. Sapphire, the true champion of Cyber Lovin'! She has shown incredible skill, perseverance, and integrity throughout this competition, and she is now the winner of the $100,000 cash prize!"

As the day came to an end, my family, Harry, and I decided to celebrate my victory at a cozy little restaurant in town. The place was a charming, dimly lit bistro with exposed brick walls, warm wooden floors, and an intimate atmosphere. The soothing sound of jazz music played softly in the background, and the delicious aroma of the evening's specials filled the air.

Upon our arrival, the hostess led us to a large, round table near the back of the restaurant, where we could enjoy some privacy. We all sat down, the excitement of the day still fresh in our minds. The menu was filled with mouthwatering dishes, making it difficult to choose just one.

Our conversation was lively and filled with laughter as we recounted the day's events. My parents beamed with pride, and my sister Maddie couldn't stop gushing about how incredible the showdown had been.

Harry, ever the supportive boyfriend, praised my determination and skill throughout the competition.

As our appetizers arrived, we shared stories and reminisced about our journey together. The camaraderie between us was heartwarming, and I felt incredibly grateful for their unwavering support. We clinked our glasses together in a toast, celebrating not only my victory but also the love and connection we shared as a family.

The main course was served, and we all dug in, savoring the delicious flavors.

My dad joked, "You know, Ms. Sapphire, with all that prize money, you could treat us to dinner every night for a month!" We all laughed, and my mom chimed in, "But we're just happy to see you succeed and follow your passion."

As the evening wore on, the conversation turned to our plans for the future. Maddie talked about her upcoming graduation and college plans, and my parents shared their dreams of traveling the world together.

Harry reached for my hand and looked into my eyes, saying, "Whatever the future holds for us, I know we'll face it together."

As we finished our desserts, he leaned in closer and whispered, "You know, Ms. Sapphire, you've always been my champion, both in the game and in my heart." I blushed and squeezed his hand, feeling my heart swell with love for this incredible man who had stood by my side through it all.


Cb - Epilogue

∞∞∞

AS I LOOKED BACK on the whirlwind journey that had brought me to where I was today, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of gratitude and disbelief.

Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined that playing Cyber Lovin' would change my life in such a profound way. It had started as a simple escape from reality, a way to earn some extra money, but it had become so much more than that.
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My relationship with Harry had blossomed into something beautiful and genuine. We had grown to love each other not just as our online avatars, but as the people we truly were. The game had brought us closer, allowing us to connect on a deeper level, and I cherished every moment we spent together.

Maddie had finished high school and started college, pursuing her own dreams with determination and grace. I couldn't have been prouder of the strong, independent woman she had become. My parents continued to support and love us unconditionally, and their happiness was contagious.

I had learned so much from my experiences in the game, particularly the importance of honesty and integrity. My showdown with Ms. Crystal had taught me that in the end, the truth always prevails, and that it's better to be yourself, even in the face of adversity.

As for me, I continued living as Ms. Sapphire, my truest identity. I also kept playing Cyber Lovin', not just for the money, but for the friendships and connections I had made. I took the lessons I had learned from the game and applied them to my everyday life, striving to be the best version of myself that I could be.

Harry and I often talked about our future together, filled with hope and excitement. We knew that life would continue to throw challenges our way, but we were confident that we could face them head-on, hand in hand.

Our love had been forged in the virtual world, but it was real and strong, and it carried us forward into the great unknown.

And so, as Ms. Sapphire and Mr. Diamond, we continued to explore the vast expanse of Cyber Lovin', side by side, ready to take on any challenge that came our way.

Our love story, born from the pixels of a virtual world, was a testament to the power of transformation. In the end, the game had not only changed our lives but had also shown us what truly mattered… love, honesty, and the courage to be ourselves.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Girlification 1? In that case, I hope you could check out my other bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

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

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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

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

Read The Feminization Bible V2


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, Ha ha!

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


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

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

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

Visit The Sissy Store


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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Feminized and loved by stepdad.”

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Girlification 1 – An Illustrated Feminization Romance Novella Bundle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

OEBPS/image_rsrc609.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc617.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XH.jpg
w





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WC.jpg
lu - ANLLUSTRATED EE N!ZA J ROM CE NOVELLA B

LILLYA : oD






OEBPS/image_rsrc5YX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z2.jpg
DISGUISE

Ly
O
Z
<
>
O
x
2
O
<
N
=
>
LLl
L
L
>
=
"
m
_Lu

I_I LLY LUSTWOOD

. S
a 0
| ,r%‘________________..u_______.






OEBPS/image_rsrc62R.jpg
COMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTAL FEM

¥ LusTwooD 2 NIKKIC






OEBPS/image_rsrc61T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc625.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc602.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60K.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc5YF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X9.jpg
-
.M.:V & e

NN
l.gl/’v N~





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61F.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc613.jpg
£

o
- P,
FIRST-TIME FEMINIZATION BY ATTRANS WOM?Q/'

LILLY JUSTWOZEL






OEBPS/image_rsrc5WF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc629.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc60Y.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62K.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc622.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61J.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62D.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





OEBPS/image_rsrc605.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62S.jpg
FEMINIZED & LOVED. BY. STRbd

rl’_l LLY LUSHEVA

T, STEPDAD

OOL






OEBPS/image_rsrc5WR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc616.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62J.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61W.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc628.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc601.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WN.jpg
\ nl,L





OEBPS/image_rsrc62N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60H.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WE.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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






OEBPS/image_rsrc5YT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62W.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc612.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc623.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc606.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61K.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc600.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X4.jpg
f"é p ”






OEBPS/image_rsrc5YH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc615.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc627.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62P.jpg
SISSY TOYS & C
FOR FEMININ






OEBPS/image_rsrc60B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62X.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc5WD.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc603.jpg
RELUCTANT MAN FEMINIZED BY AWOMAN STYLIST

SUILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc620.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62F.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc5X0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62B.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc607.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZF.jpg
e
TS

" -
—





OEBPS/image_rsrc61H.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc624.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc611.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62M.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc62T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60W.jpg
’ L
O",

a==

‘I-, - %“





OEBPS/image_rsrc618.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc626.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc608.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60J.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5X1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5YN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62H.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc60S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc614.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc621.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc604.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61Y.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc61G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5XV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y7.jpg
I






OEBPS/image_rsrc5YR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5Z3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc610.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5ZE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc60X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc619.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc62C.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc62U.jpg
Bl LY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc60F.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc5WU.jpg
N (G






OEBPS/image_rsrc5X6.jpg





