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“Merry Christmas!

This story is for you.

May it transform you into

the person you are meant to be and

transport you into a world

where your fantasies come to life.”
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Introduction

“Boy was this year’s Kris Kringle crazy. Not only did I pick the person who I loathed the most, but I also got the weirdest and girliest gifts one could ever imagine.”

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

∞∞∞

I was about to resign from my thankless job when December surprised me with the most interesting Christmas season of my life.

Never did I imagine how much I’d enjoy digging into Santa’s stockings… only to find nylon ones… and more.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS SLOUCHED ON MY RAGGEDY COUCH, the kind that squeaks with every shift of weight, nursing my third, or maybe fourth, beer of the evening. The glow from the TV cast a flickering light over my cluttered apartment, illuminating empty takeout boxes and a pile of unopened mail. The pre-Christmas special on the screen was a blur of reds and greens, a jolly contrast to my mood. I glanced at the calendar.

Two weeks until Christmas. Great.
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The opening notes of "Mr. Lonely" started, and I let out a scoff, the irony not lost on me. I began to sing along, off-key and with more heart than talent. My voice, tinged with bitterness, filled the small room.

"I'm Mr. Lonely, I have nobody..."

Each word was a reminder, a replay of the rejections. I closed my eyes, letting the beer's warmth and the music's melancholy merge into a hazy recollection.

Flashback 1: The Coffee Shop Encounter

I had spotted her at the local coffee shop, her laugh like a melody over the hum of conversation. When I approached, her eyes had darted down to my 5ft 2 frame, then away.

"Sorry, I'm not into guys shorter than me," she had said, the words sharp and final. I had joked, "Well, at least you'll never have to worry about me using your high heels." She hadn't laughed.

Flashback 2: The Office Party

Then there was the office party. I had mustered the courage to ask Sandra from accounting. She'd looked at me, pity mingling with discomfort.

"Nick, you're sweet, but... you're just not my type."

My type. Right. Too short, too slim, too... me. I had quipped back,

"No worries, I'm not my type either," earning a few forced chuckles from those eavesdropping.
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Opening my eyes, I took another swig of beer, the bitterness on my tongue a fitting companion to my thoughts.

"Why can't I just be like Claus?" I muttered to the empty room. "Tall, dark, and smug."

Claus Kent. The guy was a walking cliché–a corporate Ken doll. He'd been at TellyCom, our oh-so-creatively named telecom company, for a year, and everyone loved him. He exuded confidence, the kind that made you want to punch him and ask him for life advice at the same time.

I remembered the last meeting. His presentation was all flash, no substance, but the bosses ate it up. And there I was, Nick Perry, the diligent supervisor, five years in, and still just 'Shorty' to everyone.
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The TV show shifted to a commercial, breaking my train of thought. I glanced at my phone. No messages, no calls. As usual.

"Maybe I should get a cat," I said to the room. "Cats don't care how tall you are."

I chuckled at my own joke, then sighed. The laughter always had a way of fading quickly, leaving a silence that was too honest, too raw.

I stood up, my head spinning slightly, and walked over to the window. The city lights twinkled like distant stars, each one a story, a life where I didn't have to be 'Shorty' or 'Mr. Lonely'.

"Maybe this Christmas, huh?" I whispered, a half-hearted promise to myself. "Maybe this Christmas will be different."


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

MONDAY MORNINGS AT TellyCom usually had the same flavor—strong coffee and stronger apprehension. I was hunched over a spreadsheet, the glow of the screen highlighting the dark circles under my eyes. It was performance review time, and I was playing the least enjoyable part of my job: figuring out who's up to par and who's... well, not.
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Fred, the new guy, was struggling. His numbers were a symphony of reds and oranges in a sea of green. Poor kid. I liked him; he had a spark, but the spark hadn't caught fire yet. I was just about to call him over for a one-on-one when Marnie burst into the room.

"Kris Kringle time, everyone!" she announced, her voice as bubbly as the champagne we weren't allowed to have at the office party.

Marnie, head of HR, was the kind of person who could make a Monday feel like a Friday. Today, she was dressed in a sweater so festive it could have doubled as a Christmas tree.

She was carrying a fishbowl filled with names.

"Time to pick!" she chirped, passing the bowl around.

I watched as my team members drew names, their expressions a mix of excitement and mild anxiety. Then the bowl came to me. I reached in, stirring the little slips of paper around before pulling one out.

Claus Kent.

Of all the people in this building, I thought, grimacing.
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"Who is it, Nick?" Marnie leaned in, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

I forced a smile. "Can't say. Wouldn't be Secret Santa then, would it?"

She laughed. "True! But remember, nothing less than twenty bucks!"

Great. Twenty bucks to spend on Claus Kent, the golden boy of TellyCom. I headed back to my booth, my mind racing.

Claus had everything—charm, looks, the adoration of upper management. What do you get for the man who seemingly has everything? Especially when you'd rather not get him anything at all.

I sank into my chair, the familiar squeak almost comforting. I could hear the office buzzing around me, the sound of keyboards clacking and phones ringing. The scent of someone's microwaved lunch wafted through the air, a blend of something spicy and overcooked.

As I stared at the slip of paper with Claus' name, a plan began to form. If I had to do this, I might as well have some fun with it. Claus loved being the center of attention, right? Why not give him something that would really turn heads?

But what?
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I chuckled to myself, an idea taking shape. It would be cheeky, a bit of a jab, but harmless. After all, it was Christmas. And who said gifts couldn't have a sense of humor?

The irony wasn't lost on me, though. Here I was, plotting a petty revenge gift for Claus, while rumors flew that he was about to leapfrog over me for a promotion. Five years I'd been at TellyCom, and my biggest achievement was being able to tell which microwave meal was being cooked by smell alone.

I shook my head, trying to dislodge the bitterness. This was Christmas, a time for... whatever Christmas was supposed to be about. Goodwill, cheer, and all that jazz. Maybe it was time I started acting like it.

With a newfound resolve, I stood up, ready to talk to Fred about his performance.

Soon after, Fred and I were huddled over his computer, our heads almost touching as we scrutinized his performance charts. I was trying to keep it light, cracking jokes here and there.

"See, this line going down here? That's actually a graph of my social life since I started working here," I quipped.

Fred offered a weak smile, his brow furrowed in concentration or maybe concern. I couldn't tell. That's when Claus strolled in, as subtle as a parade.

"Hey, how's everything going?" he boomed, his voice filling the small space.

He sauntered over to us, a smirk playing on his lips.

"I see someone's getting coached," he said, glancing at the screen.
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"Saw your numbers, Fred. Oof."

I felt my jaw tighten. The last thing Fred needed was Claus rubbing salt in the wound.

"If you don't have something nice to say, just beat it," I snapped, more sharply than I intended.

Claus raised his hands in mock surrender, then, to my surprise, started massaging my shoulders. "Come on, calm down, Nick. I'm just kidding around. Fred's a good kid. What do you need help with?"

I shrugged off his hands, irritation simmering inside me.

"We're fine over here. I've got it covered."

Fred was watching us like a tennis match, his eyes darting back and forth. I could almost hear his thoughts: 'Is this normal?'

I took a deep breath, the scent of Claus' cologne–something woodsy and expensive–invading my senses.

"Look, Claus, I appreciate the... concern, but I can handle my team."

He held up his hands, a picture of innocence. "Alright, alright. Just trying to be helpful. Keep up the good work, Fred."

He sauntered off, leaving a wake of tension. I turned back to Fred, forcing a smile.

"Sorry about that. Where were we?"

Fred leaned back, his expression a mix of amusement and confusion.
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"Is it always like this around here?"

I laughed, a genuine one this time. "Only on days ending with 'y'. But don't worry, you'll get used to it. Now, let's get back to these numbers. We're gonna turn these 'oofs' into 'wows', one step at a time."

Fred nodded, a newfound determination in his eyes. I felt a sense of pride swell in my chest. Maybe I wasn't manager material in the eyes of TellyCom, but in that moment, helping Fred, I felt like I was exactly where I needed to be.

And as for Claus, well, let's just say my plan for his Secret Santa gift just got a little more... inspired.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I ARRIVED AT MY DESK EARLY, the morning still stretching its sleepy arms across the city. As a supervisor, I prided myself on being the first one in, the last one out. But today, something was different.

There, on my otherwise mundane desk, sat a beautifully wrapped gift box. It was a kaleidoscope of colors, ribbons cascading over it like waterfalls. My name, "Nick," was written in elegant script on the tag.

In all my years at TellyCom, well, in my life, I'd never received anything quite so... thoughtfully wrapped.
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Curiosity piqued, I carefully untied the ribbons, their silky texture slipping through my fingers. Inside, nestled among a sea of tissue paper, lay a pair of nylon stockings. I let out a chuckle.

"Someone's got a weird sense of humor," I muttered to myself.

Digging deeper, I found a card. The handwriting was neat, almost artistic. I opened it, and the words caught me off guard.

"Even though you are short, you have the most beautiful and feminine legs I've seen."

I blinked. Was this some kind of joke? But as I continued reading, the tone shifted. It wasn't mocking; it was... heartfelt.

"You deserve the world," the note read. "Please keep this a secret. Don't be mad. I just want you to try it on, see how it feels."

The words were sweet, thoughtful even, but confusion swirled inside me like a storm.

"I'm clearly a dude," I said aloud, to no one in particular.

"Someone's really having a laugh at my expense."
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I glanced around the office, half-expecting to see someone snickering or filming this for a prank video. But the office was still quiet, the usual early morning lull.

I decided to keep it a secret, not wanting to invite further embarrassment or speculation. As I sat there, the soft morning light filtering through the blinds, my mind raced through possible culprits.

Who would do this? Why?

Then, it hit me. Claus. It had to be Claus. That bastard. He beat me to the punch. Here I was, planning a cheeky gift for him, and he'd gone and done... this.

I shook my head, a mix of annoyance and a weird, fluttering sensation I couldn't quite place.

"That's low, even for you, Claus," I whispered to the empty room.

But as I tucked the card back into the envelope, I couldn't help but feel a strange warmth from the words. They were kind, in a weird, off-kilter way. It made me question, just for a second, if there was more to Claus than his smug exterior.

Shaking off the thought, I stashed the stockings and card in my drawer. This was a battle in our ongoing war of office pranks, nothing more. But deep down, part of me wondered... what if it wasn't a prank?

What if someone genuinely saw something in me that I'd never dared to acknowledge?

I pushed the thought away, focusing on the day ahead. But as I started my computer and sipped my coffee, the scent of the card's ink lingering in my senses, I knew this was a mystery I wasn't going to be able to leave alone.

Later that night, after a shower, the kind where the steam wraps around you like a warm blanket, I was sprawled out on my couch in nothing but a towel. Boredom buzzed in my ears like a persistent fly. On a whim, I popped open a can of beer, the crisp pssht breaking the silence of my apartment.

My gaze drifted to the top of a console table where I'd placed the gift. Those stockings. Curiosity, that old cat-killer, nudged me off the couch. I picked the stockings up, their softness surprising me once more.

They felt like whispers against my skin, a contrast to my usual rough denim or scratchy office attire.
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I peered out the window, checking for nosy neighbors. The coast was clear, just the city doing its endless dance. I sat back down, the stockings in my lap, a weird sense of anticipation bubbling inside me.

"This is ridiculous," I muttered to myself. "Absolutely ridiculous."

But the more I thought about it, the more the idea wouldn't let go. It was like standing at the edge of a high dive, the water below both terrifying and inviting.

With a nervous laugh that echoed off the walls, I began to slide on the stockings. My hands were shaking, the beer can leaving a ring of condensation on the coffee table. I felt ridiculous, like a kid trying on his mom's clothes for a laugh.

Yet, as the nylon stretched over my skin, hugging my legs, the sensation was... not what I expected. It was soft, comforting almost. I brushed my hand against my leg, the smooth texture a stark contrast to the roughness of my usual unshaven skin.

I couldn't help but chuckle.

"Well, mystery sender, you might be onto something here."

I kept touching my legs, transfixed by the feeling, the way they looked smoother, almost elegant. The beer in my hand was forgotten, my earlier reservations melting away like mist in the morning sun.

"Yeah, you're right," I found myself saying out loud, to an audience of none.

"I do have nice, feminine legs."

The words felt strange in my mouth, a secret I'd never thought I'd voice. But here I was, alone in my apartment, a towel around my waist, wearing stockings, and feeling a sense of... rightness?\

Was that the word?

I shook my head, laughing at myself. "Nick Perry, you are full of surprises."

But as I sat there, the evening light casting long shadows across the room, a thought crept in, uninvited yet persistent. This wasn't just a prank, was it? This was something else, something deeper.
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Feeling daring, I stood up, taking a few steps. The sensation of the stockings against my legs was oddly comforting. I felt a mix of emotions–confusion, amusement, a hint of excitement. It was like uncovering a part of myself I didn't know existed.

Either way, I decided, as I settled back on the couch, legs crossed, feeling the smooth nylon against my skin, this was a mystery I wasn't ready to solve just yet. For now, I was content to just be, in my own little world, where stockings felt like a second skin and the rules of normalcy were left at the door.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, TellyCom summoned its higher-ups for an early meeting, the kind where the coffee is strong but the eyelids are weak. I was there, a tad disheveled from rushing to work, my mind still replaying the strange events of the previous evening.
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The conference room was a sea of suits and ties, a blend of aftershaves and perfumes mingling in the air. Claus was there, of course, looking like he'd stepped off a GQ cover. About thirty esteemed members of the TellyCom hierarchy were in attendance, their expressions a mix of focus and morning fatigue.

As I crossed my legs to better concentrate, my heart skipped a beat. The hem of my pants lifted slightly, revealing the edge of the nylon stockings. I froze. How could I forget?

I quickly adjusted my position, my hands covertly covering my ankle. My heartbeat was a drum solo in my ears, drowning out the droning voices around me. Every shift, every movement became a calculated effort to keep my secret hidden.

The meeting dragged on, an endless stream of figures, forecasts, and strategic platitudes. My mind was elsewhere, fixated on the feel of the stockings against my skin, a constant reminder of my blunder.

Finally, the chairman wrapped up the meeting.

"Thank you all for your contributions," he concluded.

"Ugh, finally," I muttered under my breath, a reflex born of relief and exhaustion.

"Excuse me?" The chairman's voice cut through the room, sharp and surprised.

I felt every eye in the room turn towards me. My face burned, a cocktail of embarrassment and horror. They thought I was commenting on the meeting, not my eagerness to escape and hide my little wardrobe malfunction.
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I stammered, "I-I meant, finally, some great strategies moving forward! Really good meeting."

The room was a blend of skeptical looks and polite nods. Claus raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at his lips. I bolted from the room as soon as decorum allowed, my heart racing.

Back at my booth, I buried my face in my hands.

"I'm so dumb," I groaned. The nylon stockings felt like they were suffocating my ankles now, a stark reminder of my lapse in judgment.

The sensation, once comforting, was now a source of paranoia. I hastily rolled them off, stuffing them into my bag. My legs felt suddenly bare, exposed.

I leaned back in my chair, closing my eyes.

"Get it together, Nick," I whispered to myself. The taste of the morning's stale coffee lingered in my mouth, a bitter reminder of my not-so-smooth start to the day.

Opening my eyes, I caught a glimpse of Claus passing by, his gaze lingering for a moment too long.

Did he know?

No, he couldn't.

It was just my mind playing tricks on me, right?

I shook my head, trying to dispel the paranoia. Today was just another day at TellyCom, stockings or no stockings. But as I turned back to my computer, a small part of me couldn't help but miss the soft embrace of the nylon, a secret comfort in a world of rigid expectations.

Sitting at my desk, still reeling from the morning's stocking fiasco, I received a ping from the company's internal email system. An anonymous message, which was odd because TellyCom's IT department usually ran a tighter ship than the Secret Service.

Curiosity piqued, I opened the message.

"I knew you'd love it. I'm so glad you wore it =). I have something else for you, check your drawers."

My heart did a weird little flip-flop. The stockings. They were definitely in the same room as I was. But who?

I glanced around the office, half expecting to catch a conspiratorial grin or a knowing look. Nothing. Just the usual hum of activity and the faint smell of microwaved lunches.
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I opened my drawer cautiously, like a bomb disposal expert approaching a suspicious package. Inside, nestled among the usual office detritus, was a gift wrapped in pink, frilly paper. It was so out of place among the staplers and pens, it might as well have been a unicorn.

With a mixture of apprehension and excitement, I unwrapped the gift. Inside was a silk nightie from La Perla, the kind of thing you'd see in a high-end fashion magazine, not in my decidedly unglamorous office drawer.

The fabric felt like liquid moonlight against my skin, a stark contrast to the rough cotton of my office attire.

Beneath the nightie was a pair of lingerie, pink and lacy. They were beautiful, delicate as a spider's web and just as intricate. I couldn't help but be awed by the craftsmanship, the sheer luxury of it.

Then I saw the note.

"I'd give my life to see you wear these." My cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and a strange, fluttering excitement. Someone saw me in a way I'd never been seen before. Beautiful. Desired.

I chuckled, a mix of disbelief and amusement.

"Well, mystery admirer, you sure know how to make a guy feel special."

I wasn't effeminate, or anything stereotypically along those lines, at least I'd never thought about it much. But this... this was different. It wasn't just about my gender identity or sexual orientation; it was about being seen, being appreciated in a way I'd never experienced.

I carefully repacked the gifts, hiding them beneath a stack of files. I was eager to get home, to explore this new side of me that was being coaxed out, petal by petal, by an anonymous admirer.

The rest of the day dragged on, each tick of the clock a slow crawl towards freedom. My mind kept drifting to the silk and lace waiting in my drawer, their textures a promise of undiscovered sensations.

Whoever my mysterious benefactor was, they had awakened something in me. A curiosity, a desire to explore beyond the boundaries I'd always known.

[image: apartment building outside night time]

Later that evening, I was about to open the bag containing the nightie and lingerie, my heart a curious mix of nerves and excitement. The silk seemed to whisper promises as I reached for it. But then, my phone rang, shattering the moment. The screen flashed 'Mom'.

Sighing, I answered. "Hey, Mom."

"Nick, darling! I have such exciting news!" Her voice was a bubbly torrent, the kind that meant she was on to something she considered magnificent.

"Really? What's up?" I tried to keep the impatience out of my voice.

"I've set you up with a girl! She's the daughter of my college classmate. Lovely girl. You'll meet her this weekend."

My heart sank. Not this again. "Mom, I really don't want to go through this... You know how it always ends."

"Nonsense!" she trilled. "You just haven't met the right girl yet. She's different, you'll see."

I pinched the bridge of my nose, feeling a headache coming on. The nightie's silky promise lay forgotten on my bed.

"Mom, listen. I've been rejected more times than I care to count. I'm not up for another 'no thanks, you're not my type'."

"But Nicky, you need someone in your life! You can't be alone forever!"

Her words, meant to be comforting, felt like shackles. The room felt smaller, the air thicker. I stood up, pacing.

"Stop, Mom, just stop!" The words burst from me, louder than I intended.

"I don't need anyone, okay? I'm fine on my own."

Silence stretched on the other end. I could almost hear her heart breaking, and guilt washed over me.

"Mom, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to..."

"No, it's okay, Nicky," she said softly. "I just want you to be happy."

The line went dead, leaving me with a ringing silence. I went to the bathroom to splash my face with some water—the heat quickly rising to my head.
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"Great, Nick," I muttered to myself. "Alienate your mom and get lingerie from a secret admirer."

I flopped back on the bed, the nightie and lingerie a pool of silk and lace beside me. The room felt lonelier than usual, the city sounds outside my window a distant echo.

I closed my eyes, the cool fabric against my skin a contrast to the warmth of my frustration and confusion. My life, once a straight line, was now a tangle of questions, of possibilities I'd never dared to consider.

In the dim light of my bedroom, with the world shut out, I stood before the mirror, a man on the precipice of a profound discovery. My heart was a tumult of emotions, having just spilled tears over my mother's well-intentioned but painful matchmaking. Now, in the sanctuary of my solitude, I faced a different kind of truth.

Hesitantly, I picked up the bra, its intricate lacework a stark contrast to my rough, calloused hands. The act of fastening it was a delicate dance of fingers, a struggle that symbolized so much more than mere clothing.

My fingers fumbled, unused to such delicate tasks. But finally, it clasped, and I couldn't help but chuckle at the sight. The feeling was bizarre, a sensation of both restriction and support. My reflection showed me blushing, a red hue spreading across my face and chest.

Once on, it felt like a symbolic embrace, a physical manifestation of a hidden, unacknowledged part of my soul.

As I shed the rest of my masculine attire, each piece felt like a weight dropping away, layers of expectation and pretense peeling off to reveal a truer self beneath. The air on my skin was a whisper of freedom, each breath a step further into uncharted territory.

Daring to replace the hurt I felt, I turned over to the bottom part of my body. The panties were a gentle caress, their fabric a tender kiss against my skin. The color was beautiful, but I could see the bulge and it looked so wrong. Pushing the shaft of my penis inward, I chuckled—not knowing how to tuck but I did it anyway. My crotch wasn’t flat as a pancake, but it looked way better than my first attempt. It looked more natural.

Soon, I looked at the window again—making sure that the curtains were fully closed. I slowly walked in my bra and panty to maintain my tuck to move on to the piece de resistance. The nightie flowed over me like a cascade of liquid moonlight, its silkiness a balm to my frayed emotions. It was more than attire; it was an armor of vulnerability, a shield that allowed my true self to tentatively step forward.

I turned to my nightstand and opened the drawer—pulling out the pair of stockings that I tucked away just a few hours ago. They were the final act in this transformation. As they climbed up my legs, they seemed to weave a spell, a transformation not just of the body but of the soul. Each inch of nylon felt like a confirmation, a soft affirmation of a hidden truth I was only now beginning to understand.

I faced my reflection again. No longer just Nick, but not yet someone else. I was in the liminal space between identities, between past pain and future possibilities. I twirled, a slow, almost reverent movement. The person in the mirror moved with a grace I had never known, a beauty I had never allowed myself to see.

“So soft, so sweet, so delicate,” I said softly.
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Lying in bed, the sensation of the stockings against my legs was a constant, gentle reminder of the evening's revelation. I ran my hands over them, each touch a discovery, each caress a whisper of potential. I lay there, awash in a sea of new sensations, feeling for the first time the beauty of femininity that resided within me.

"Who are you?" I whispered into the darkness, not just to the mystery gifter, but to myself. This was more than a physical transformation; it was an awakening, a shedding of skin, a rebirth into a truth that had always been there, waiting to be acknowledged.

With my eyes heavy from tears, I drifted into sleep, enveloped in a cocoon of silk and self-realization—hoping that in my dream, I’d get to find the answers that I was looking for.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I arrived at my desk early, the office still quiet, a sanctuary before the storm of the workday. My eyes scanned the surface, half-expecting, half-hoping for another mysterious gift. But there was nothing, just the usual clutter of papers and pens.

As I settled in, my work phone rang, slicing through the stillness. The display read my father’s number ever too familiar. My heart sank a little. I had an inkling of what it was about… and it definitely involved me, temporarily blocking my parents from my personal phone.
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"Hey, Dad," I answered, bracing myself.

"Nick, I've been trying to reach you on your cell. You've blocked me and your mother since last night," his voice was a mix of accusation and concern.

"I just needed some space, Dad. I didn't want to say anything I'd regret," I said, trying to keep my voice even.

Morgan Perry wasn't known for his patience. "What's wrong with you? You don't even know this girl your mother wants you to meet."

"I'm really not in the mood to discuss this now. My team will be here soon."

His voice hardened. "Don't you dare hang up on me! The Perry family is made of winners. You haven’t had a girlfriend and you’ve been a supervisor for years, and you still can’t and won’t make manager. You're too, you’re too… weak..."

His words stung, each one a needle pricking at my already fragile sense of self. My hand gripped the phone tighter, knuckles whitening.

"...Seriously, not one girl. This opportunity is here, and you're just going to throw it away? This might be your only chance!"

The room felt smaller, the air thicker. My father’s words echoed in my ears, a litany of my supposed failures.

"Dad, I have to go," I managed to choke out, feeling a familiar bitterness rise in my throat.

He was still talking, but I hung up, the click of the disconnect a small act of defiance. I sat there, staring at the blank screen of my monitor, my father’s words reverberating in my mind.

'You're too weak.' 'Your only chance.'

I felt a surge of anger, not just at his words, but at myself for letting them cut so deep. I looked around my office–my domain, where I was more than just a disappointment or a punchline.

"Funny how the people who are supposed to build you up are often the first to tear you down," I muttered to myself.

I took a deep breath, the smell of office coffee and printer ink grounding me back to reality. This was my life, not some script written by my parents' expectations.

Lunchtime found me in the cafeteria, a solitary figure amidst the hum of conversation and the clatter of cutlery. I sat by the window, my meal untouched, staring blankly outside. The words from my conversation with my father lingered in my mind like a bad aftertaste, sour and unwelcome.

As I was lost in thought, Claus appeared, his usual charming self, carrying his lunch tray.
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"Hey there, can I join you?"

I wasn't in the mood for company, especially not his. "If you're here to brag, I'm really not in the mood," I said, my voice sharper than intended.

"No, no, I just... It's lonely eating alone, you know?" he replied, a hint of something genuine in his voice.

"What do you know about loneliness?" I retorted, my frustration boiling over. "The whole building is made up of your groupies. Finding someone to join you for lunch is the least of your worries."

He seemed taken aback by my tone. "I guess you're right," he said quietly, a flicker of something like disappointment in his eyes.

Unable to shake off the residual anger from my dad's call, I stood up abruptly.

"Excuse me," I said, needing to escape, to breathe.

As I walked away, I glanced back. Claus sat alone, his charismatic mask faltered, revealing a hint of sadness. He wasn't eating, just staring into the distance, a solitary figure in a sea of people.

A pang of guilt hit me. Maybe I'd been too harsh. But as I contemplated going back, a co-worker approached him, breaking his solitude. They started chatting, and Claus's familiar smile returned. I hesitated, then turned away, leaving him to his newfound company.

Walking back to my desk, I felt a mix of emotions. Frustration at my father's words, guilt over my snap at Claus, and a irritating sense of loneliness. The familiar scents of the office–coffee, paper, the faintest hint of cleaning products–surrounded me, but they offered no comfort.

In my booth, I sat down heavily, the chair creaking under my weight. "Great job, Nick. Alienating people left and right," I muttered to myself. The image of Claus, looking so unexpectedly vulnerable, lingered in my mind.
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Back at my desk, still grappling with the events of lunch, I absentmindedly opened one of my drawers for a pen. Instead, my fingers brushed against something unexpected. Another gift, another mystery.

The card attached read, "You're not weak. You're not a loser. Wear it and you'll see." The words echoed in my head, a stark contrast to my father's harsh criticisms from earlier. How did the mystery gifter know? It was as if they had tapped directly into the turmoil of my thoughts.

With a discreet glance around to ensure no prying eyes, I cautiously peered inside the package. Nestled within lay a blonde wig, its strands neatly encased within a protective net. My heart skipped a beat–shock mingled with an inexplicable thrill.

"Wow," I whispered, my voice a mix of awe and disbelief. The wig was beautiful, the kind of blonde that you'd see in shampoo commercials, shining and full of life.

I gently lifted it out of the box, its strands slipping through my fingers like silk. It felt like holding a piece of the sun, warm and bright. The sensation of the hair against my skin sent a shiver down my spine, a whisper of a different life.

How did they know? The timing was uncanny, almost as if they were privy to my private conversations. The butterflies in my stomach fluttered wildly, a confusing cocktail of excitement and apprehension.
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"Okay, mystery person, you've got my full attention now," I said to the empty air, a half-smile playing on my lips. "First stockings, then lingerie, now this. You're leading me down a rabbit hole I never knew existed."

The office buzzed around me, oblivious to the transformative journey unfolding within the confines of my little cubicle. I carefully placed the wig back in its box, a treasure to be explored in the privacy of my home.

As I went about the rest of my day, my mind couldn't help but wander back to the wig, to the card's message. There was an undercurrent of care in those words, a recognition of my struggles and a subtle nudge towards a different kind of strength.

"Whoever you are, you're changing the game," I thought, a sense of anticipation building within me. "And maybe, just maybe, you're changing me too."


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, fresh out of the shower, I was in a decidedly festive mood. The Christmas spirit had finally caught up with me amidst the heated discussion in the morning with my dad. There I was, in my apartment, wearing the silky negligee and stockings, feeling every bit as extravagant as the outfit suggested.

I was humming along to "Jingle Bells" playing on the TV, a can of beer on the nightstand while I carefully brushed out the blonde wig with the other. The soft bristles glided through the synthetic strands, each stroke bringing the wig closer to life.
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Then, the TV show shifted to a Christmas special, and there she was–Mariah Carey, the queen of Christmas herself, in all her diva glory. "Dahling, dahling," she cooed, her voice as smooth as honey. I was captivated. Her blonde hair shimmered under the studio lights, a near mirror image of the wig in my hand.

Inspired, I placed the wig on my head, adjusting it until it felt just right. The transformation was instant. Looking in the mirror, I hardly recognized myself. The blonde hair framed my face, softening my features, changing how I saw myself.

I mimicked Mariah's diva antics, a playful "dahling" escaping my lips. The sound of my voice, altered by the wig and the outfit, was a melody of newfound confidence and joy. I twirled in front of the mirror, the negligee swirling around me, the stockings hugging my legs with a gentle embrace.

The sensation was exhilarating–a mix of liberation and discovery. The soft silk against my skin, the gentle weight of the wig, the faint smell of my mint-scented shampoo mixing with the synthetic hair–it all blended into an experience that was surreal and deeply personal.

"Who knew this year’s Christmas could be so transformative?" I mused aloud, my reflection smiling back at me. In that moment, I wasn't just Nick; I was someone else, someone free of the constraints I'd always known.

I continued to prance around my apartment, occasionally sipping my beer, fully immersed in my role as a festive diva. The music, the outfit, the atmosphere–it all felt like a celebration, not just of the holiday season, but of myself, of this journey I was on.

As I danced and sang along with her quintessentially Christmas song All I Want For Christmas Is You, lost in the moment, I felt a sense of completeness. The doubts, the fears, the judgment–they all melted away, leaving behind a pure, unadulterated joy as I wondered who the mystery gifter was. I was discovering parts of myself I never knew existed, and with each new discovery, I felt more alive, more me.

Later that night, with the buzz of liquid courage coursing through me, a daring idea took root in my mind. "You know what would make this even better?" I slurred to my reflection in the bathroom mirror.

"Smooth legs. Yeah, let's do that."
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Armed with a razor and shaving cream, I set about transforming my legs. The razor glided over my skin, each stroke whisking away years of masculine roughness. The sensation was strange but satisfying, a physical shedding of my old self.

The sound of the razor against my skin was rhythmic, almost therapeutic. The scent of shaving cream filled the air, mingling with the lingering minty notes of my shampoo. I watched, fascinated, as each patch of skin became smooth and bare, revealing a new version of me.

"There we go," I announced to the empty room, my voice echoing off the tiles. "Nick Perry, now with aerodynamic legs!"

I couldn't help but laugh at myself, standing there in my bathroom, slightly drunk and thoroughly shaven. It was ridiculous and liberating all at once.
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Feeling adventurous, I slipped back into the negligee and stockings, the fabrics now caressing my newly smooth skin. The difference was remarkable. The silk and nylon hugged me in a way that felt more intimate, more right.

I twirled in front of the mirror again, the blonde wig in place, my movements more confident, more fluid.

"Eat your heart out, Mariah," I chuckled, striking a diva pose.

The world outside my apartment felt a million miles away–no judgmental parents, no work pressures, no unattainable expectations. Just me, my reflection, and a sense of peace I hadn't known I was missing.

Eventually, the excitement of the evening, combined with the alcohol, took its toll. I stumbled to bed, still dressed in my new attire, and collapsed into a blissful, dreamless sleep. The last thoughts that fluttered through my mind were light and carefree, unburdened by the weight of my usual problems.
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I slept deeply, wrapped in a cocoon of silk and self-acceptance, a smile lingering on my lips. For one night, at least, I was free from the constraints of the world, free to explore who I might be, free to just be.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I was at the office early, nursing a hangover that felt like a marching band was practicing in my skull. The memories of last night were a blur of silk, laughter, and too much beer. I massaged my temples, each throb a stark reminder of my overindulgence.
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Reaching into my drawer for some ibuprofen, I noticed yet another gift. My heart skipped a beat. These surprises were becoming a thrilling, albeit confusing, part of my routine.

With a mix of curiosity and a slight tremor in my hands, I unwrapped the package. Inside was a stunning red dress, its fabric whispering secrets and promises. My breath caught in my throat as I held it up. The color was like passion made tangible, the design elegant yet bold.

Tucked within the folds of the dress was a note. "Would you like to go out on a date with me?" it read, followed by the name of a restaurant/bar and "8 PM tonight." My cheeks flushed a deep shade of red, a matching hue to the dress.

"A date?" I murmured to myself, my mind racing. The pounding in my head was now joined by a pounding of my heart. Who was this person? And a date, really?

I glanced at the note again, the elegant handwriting now a symbol of my mysterious admirer's intentions. The scent of the dress, new and crisp, filled my senses, mingling oddly with the stale air of the office.

"What do I do?" I said to the empty room. The thought of meeting this person, of stepping out not just as Nick, but as this new version of myself, was both terrifying and exhilarating.

I placed the dress back in the drawer, hiding it beneath some files. The rest of the day, it felt like it was burning a hole in my desk, its presence a constant whisper, an invitation to a world unknown.

Throughout the day, I wrestled with the decision. The logical part of me screamed that it was crazy, a step too far. But another part, a part that had been awakened and nurtured by stockings, lingerie, and a blonde wig, yearned to explore this new path.

Whoever my admirer was, they had seen something in me, something I was only just beginning to see in myself. And as much as it scared me, it also filled me with a sense of wonder.

"8 PM," I whispered, the words a tentative step towards a decision that could change everything.
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It was already 4:30 in the afternoon when I made my decision. After clocking out, a whirlwind of nerves and excitement swirling inside me. I was going to meet my mysterious gifter. But the thought of walking through the streets dressed as a woman set my heart racing with a mix of fear and exhilaration.

In the privacy of my car, I retrieved the wig, its blonde strands catching the fading light. The parking lot was deserted, a quiet haven for my transformation. In the bathroom, I changed into the negligee and lingerie, each piece a whisper against my skin. It felt like stepping into a different world, one where Nick Perry was someone else entirely.

Pulling my coat around me against the early evening chill, I hesitated for a moment. My rugged boots clashed horribly with the elegant dress. "Can't meet a mystery date in these," I muttered to myself.

Driving to a nearby shoe store, my heart pounded with every mile. This was uncharted territory, a public display of my private journey.

As I entered the store, the bright lights and array of shoes welcomed me. I braced myself for stares or whispers, but none came. Instead, the salespeople complimented my dress, their words genuine and warm.
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A lady browsing nearby glanced at me and smiled. "Love your hair, you're so pretty," she said casually, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

Her words hit me like a gentle wave. For the first time in my life, I felt validated, not as the butt of a joke for being too small and fragile or the subject of pity, but as someone admired, someone... pretty.

I smiled back, a sense of pride swelling inside me. "Thank you," I said, my voice a mix of gratitude and disbelief.

The salespeople helped me pick out a pair of shoes that matched my dress perfectly. As I tried them on, the soft leather embracing my feet, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The person staring back was confident, radiant even. The transformation was complete.

I paid for the shoes, the clinking of the cash register a soundtrack to this new chapter in my life. The scent of new leather and the subtle perfume of the shop surrounded me, a sensory reminder of the change unfolding.

As I left the store, the cool night air brushed against my face, a contrast to the warm buzz of acceptance I felt inside.

"Here goes nothing," I whispered to myself as I headed towards the restaurant, ready to meet the person who had unknowingly set me on this path of self-discovery.

Sitting alone in the restaurant, the weight of anticipation hanging heavy in the air, I felt a mix of excitement and vulnerability. The place was buzzing with energy, the clinking of glasses and the murmur of conversation creating a lively backdrop. Men at nearby tables threw occasional glances my way, some even daring to wink. It was a new experience, being on the receiving end of such attention.

A waiter, more attentive than necessary, flirted openly. "Waiting for someone special?" he asked with a knowing smile.

I nodded, returning a polite but guarded smile. The attention was flattering but also unnerving, a reminder of how different I appeared tonight.
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As time ticked by, the initial thrill of anticipation slowly turned sour. The clock hands seemed to mock me with their steady progression–8:30, 9:00, 9:30. The restaurant began to empty, the energy dissipating into the night.

With each passing minute, my hope deflated, replaced by a growing sense of foolishness.

"I knew it. It was all a big, fat lie," I muttered to myself, bitterness creeping into my voice. Had this all been a cruel joke?

The complimentary drink the waiter had brought sat untouched, a cold symbol of my dashed expectations. My reflection in the window looked back at me, a sad parody of a date night gone wrong.

Just as I gathered my things, preparing to leave, a figure caught my eye. Outside, by my car, stood Claus. The sight of him was like a jolt, unexpected and confusing. My heart skipped a beat, then started racing.

He was there, just standing, as if he'd been waiting for me. But why? A thousand questions raced through my mind, each more baffling than the last.

I stood there, frozen, the noise of the restaurant fading into a distant hum. The scent of my perfume that I bought from the boutique earlier, a sweet and floral fragrance, seemed to be the only thing anchoring me to the moment.
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Claus, the guy I'd seen every day at work, the one I'd bantered with and secretly envied, was here. And suddenly, the pieces began to fall into place, forming a picture that was as surprising as it was inexplicable.

What did this mean? Was he the one behind the gifts? The thought sent a wave of emotions crashing over me–surprise, confusion, a flicker of excitement.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for whatever came next. Stepping out of the restaurant, I moved towards him, each step a mix of fear and curiosity. The cool night air brushed against my face, a stark contrast to the warm, stuffy atmosphere of the restaurant.

As I approached Claus, the reality of the situation set in. This was it, the moment of truth. The night had taken a turn I never could have anticipated, and I was about to find out what it all meant.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

CLAUS LOOKED AT ME, a hint of shyness in his eyes that I had never seen before. "You look... fantastic," he said, his voice a mixture of awe and something else I couldn't quite place.

Annoyance bubbled inside me, skepticism coloring my perception. "Really, Claus? Is this your idea of a joke?" I snapped, feeling exposed and vulnerable under his gaze.

He shook his head, earnestly. "No, no, it's not a joke."

I stared at him, disbelief and anger mingling in a bitter cocktail. "So, this is your way of pranking me?" I couldn't keep the bitterness out of my voice.
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Claus’s expression was serious, almost pained. "It started as a prank, but...” He paused, searching for words. “When I accidentally picked up our work phone and heard what your father said, something changed."

My heart was skipping beats and I felt like I was about to drown in embarrassment. My rival, the person I loathed the most, was there, talking to me as I was in an unusually feminine garb.

"I can't process this right now, just get out of the way!" My emotions were a whirlwind, too chaotic to untangle.

As I moved towards my car, he stepped closer, a plea in his eyes. "Wait, please listen," he said.

"Save it!" I shot back, the hurt in my voice raw and unfiltered. I slid into my car, slamming the door with a finality that echoed in the silent night.

Tears blurred my vision as I started the engine, the familiar hum of the car a stark contrast to the turmoil inside me. The scent of the leather seats, usually comforting, now felt stifling, trapping me in a moment I desperately wanted to escape.

As I drove away, the sound of Claus calling after me faded into the background, drowned out by the roar of the engine and the pounding of my heart. The cool night air rushed through the slightly open window, a sharp reminder of the reality I was fleeing.

My mind raced, trying to piece together the revelations of the evening. Claus, the sender of the gifts. The prank that turned into something more. It was too much to take in, a puzzle with pieces that didn't seem to fit.
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The road ahead was a blur, the city lights streaking past like shooting stars. I was running, not just from him, but from the confusion, the revelations, the new feelings that threatened to overwhelm me.

The day after, I couldn't bring myself to go to work. The thought of facing Claus, of walking into the office knowing what I now knew, was too much. Instead, I found myself aimlessly rummaging through my apartment, looking for something, anything, to distract me.

My hands stumbled upon the Yankee candles my mother had given me-the ones I'd never used, their scents too potent, too cloying for my taste. But now, they seemed like the perfect, impersonal gift for Claus for the Secret Santa.

I stood by the window, holding one of the candles, watching the snowflakes gently fall from the grey sky. Each flake was a whisper in the silence of my apartment, a reminder of the world moving on outside.

"How long will I live a life being the butt of someone else’s jokes?" I mused aloud, the words leaving a bitter taste in my mouth. The candle in my hand, 'Midnight Jasmine,' released a heady scent, its fragrance a stark contrast to the cold, crisp air seeping through the windowpane.

“You’re really a loser, Nick,” I scoffed.

I wondered if people at the office already knew. Did Claus tell them? The thought made my stomach churn. I couldn't trust him; I couldn't even stand the thought of him. I hated him, or at least I wanted to. But beneath the anger and hurt, there was something else, something I wasn't ready to face.

"Everyone's probably laughing at me," I whispered, the scent of jasmine filling my nostrils, a suffocating reminder of my predicament.

"Nick Perry, the perpetual bachelor, now with an added girly twist."
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The candle felt heavy in my hand, a tangible symbol of my attempt to return to normalcy, to pretend that nothing had changed. But everything had changed. I had changed.

I placed the candle back in its box, my reflection in the window staring back at me, a pale shadow against the white world outside.

The irony wasn't lost on me. There I was, planning to give Claus a candle, a light in the darkness, while I felt lost in my own shadowy confusion.

I sighed, a cloud of warmth in the cold air, and turned away from the window. The snow continued to fall, each flake a silent witness to the turmoil inside me. The world outside was a canvas of white, a blank slate, while my world felt like a tangled mess of colors, too complex to unravel.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, the world of TellyCom had resumed its usual rhythm, but without Claus. He'd been conspicuously absent from the office, and with him, the mysterious gifts had stopped. I couldn't help but wonder what had happened to him.
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As I sat at my desk, clad in my mundane work attire, I found myself missing the thrill of discovering those gifts. Despite my initial resentment, there was a part of me that had grown to relish the feeling of being wooed, of being admired. It was a stark contrast to my daily life in the office, where I felt invisible even to my subordinates, just another part of the furniture.

The office was filled with the usual sounds-the clacking of keyboards, the murmur of conversation, the occasional ring of a phone. But beneath that familiar symphony, there was an emptiness, a silence where Claus's presence used to be.

"I never thought I'd say this, but I miss the guy," I confessed to my computer screen, a silent confidant in my sea of solitude.

"Even his annoyingly perfect hair."

The scent of office coffee, bitter and burnt, filled the air, but it no longer provided the comfort it once did. My cup sat on my desk, half-forgotten, the steam no longer rising from it.

I found myself longing for the excitement of the gifts, the anticipation of what strange, new thing I'd find waiting for me. It was more than just the thrill of receiving something; it was the feeling of being seen, of being acknowledged in a way I never had been before.
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"Guess it's back to being plain old Nick," I muttered, a twinge of sadness in my voice. The sensation of the luxurious fabrics against my skin seemed like a distant memory, a dream from another life.

Even the jokes from my colleagues had lost their edge. They felt hollow, a reminder of the facade I had to maintain. The world of wigs, silk, and secret admirers was gone, replaced by the drab reality of spreadsheets and memos.

I leaned back in my chair, the fabric creaking under my weight, and stared at the ceiling. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, a monotonous lullaby for my discontent.

"Maybe Claus got what he wanted," I thought. "A good laugh at my expense." But deep down, I knew it was more complicated than that.

The connection, however bizarre and unexpected, had been real. And now, in its absence, I felt a surprising sense of loss, a longing for something I couldn't quite name.

The day dragged on, each hour a slow march in a parade of monotony.

While I was busy filing away documents in my office, Marnie burst in, her presence as bright and sudden as a firework. She was holding a champagne bottle, her face alight with excitement.

"Congratulations!" she exclaimed, waving the bottle like a magic wand.

I looked up, puzzled. "Huh? For what?"

"Well, Claus has gone AWOL, and his sterling attendance record is flawed now. So, you'll definitely get that managerial position!" Marnie beamed, clearly thrilled for me.

I paused, the reality of her words sinking in.

"Oh, wait, yeah, that's right. Attendance is a huge factor for the promotion."
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"Yeah, isn't it amazing? Besides, you deserve it, after all these years…" she still had that victory glow about her.

But a pang of guilt twisted in my stomach. "No!" I blurted out, surprising even myself. "And besides, I don't want the promotion out of pity. Where is he?"

Hearing my words, her smile soon faltered.

"I don't know. He's just... gone AWOL."

The room suddenly felt smaller, the air thicker. The scent of the champagne, usually inviting, now seemed intrusive, a celebration I couldn't partake in. The sound of the office outside, a distant buzz of activity, seemed irrelevant.

I stared at the bottle in Marnie's hand, its label gleaming under the fluorescent lights. My mind raced, thoughts and emotions tangling like wires.

"Doesn't it seem odd to you?" I asked, my voice a mix of frustration and concern.

"Claus, Mr. Perfect, suddenly disappearing?"

She shrugged, her enthusiasm dampened. "People are weird, Nick. Maybe he just needed a break. Anyway, I’ll leave the champagne in case you get thirsty… or whatever,” she said before flipping her hair and leaving.

I couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to it. Claus's absence, the end of the mysterious gifts–it couldn't be a coincidence.

I sat back in my chair, the champagne bottle standing on my desk like an unearned trophy. The taste of the office coffee in my mouth was bitter, a reflection of my mood.

"I should be happy," I thought, "But all I feel is guilt. And worry."

I couldn't celebrate, not when the person who had unknowingly changed my life was out there, missing. The possibility of a promotion, once my greatest goal, now seemed insignificant compared to the swirling storm of emotions Claus had left in his wake.
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I stood up, restless, the files in my hand forgotten. The sound of my own breathing filled the small office, a reminder of my solitude in the midst of this unexpected chaos.

"Where are you?" I whispered to the empty room, the question hanging in the air, unanswered. The mystery of his disappearance was like a puzzle, and I felt compelled to find the missing pieces.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS LATER, the morning of the managerial announcement, my nerves were a taut wire. It was also the day before Christmas break, adding to the already charged atmosphere in the office. As I sat at my desk, trying to steady my jittery hands with a cup of coffee, I noticed a gift in my drawer.

With a sense of déjà vu, I opened it to find a long note. Claus's handwriting unfurled across the page, each word heavy with emotion.
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"This is my last gift to you for the Secret Santa," the note began, "and it's the one that's truly from my heart."

As I read on, he revealed a connection I had long forgotten. He was the same Claus from my college days, the one I had helped extensively. Without my assistance, he confessed, he wouldn't have graduated.

His transformation into the confident man at TellyCom was inspired by me, by my caring and nurturing nature. Claus had grown up without a mother, and in some ways, he saw those qualities in me.

Tears blurred my vision as I read his words. He had dropped out of the promotion race even before the Kris Kringle was announced, believing that I deserved it more. He knew he was a shoo-in for the position, but in his eyes, I was the one who truly earned it, with my deep understanding of the systems and my dedication.

I was overwhelmed. I remembered him from college, albeit vaguely. I had always been someone people turned to for help, often forgetting names in the sea of faces I assisted. But Claus remembered. He saw something in me that I had failed to see in myself.

"It's funny," I said to myself, the note trembling in my hands.

"You try to be kind, to help where you can, and you never think it'll come back to you like this."

The scent of my coffee had grown cold, a forgotten prop in the unfolding drama of my life. My office, usually a place of routine and predictability, now felt like the epicenter of a profound revelation.

Claus's confession painted our recent interactions in a completely new light. The gifts, the attention, the seemingly random acts of kindness–they were all pieces of a puzzle that now formed a clear picture.

I wiped away tears, a mixture of joy, astonishment, and a newfound respect for him. He had seen the worth in me that I had struggled to acknowledge.

As the announcement time drew near, I felt a sense of calm settle over me. Whether I got the promotion or not seemed inconsequential now. What mattered was the recognition, the understanding that my actions, often so insignificant in my own eyes, had profoundly impacted someone else's life.
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I stood up, a newfound determination in my step. His gift had given me more than just material items; it had given me a glimpse into the power of kindness and the unseen ripples it creates.

With a deep breath, I stepped out of my office, ready to face whatever the day held. The future, once a source of anxiety, now seemed like a path worth exploring, filled with possibilities and newfound connections.

Half an hour later, I found myself in the conference room, surrounded by the buzz of 139 employees. The energy was palpable, a mix of excitement and anticipation that filled the air like electricity. We were all waiting for the announcement of the new manager.

The senior executive Barry Carter, slash COO slash nepo baby, slash etc., whose title always seemed too long to remember, stood at the front. He had a commanding presence, and when he spoke, the room fell into an attentive hush.

"The moment you've all been waiting for," he began, his voice resonating through the room. "I am pleased to announce one of our new managers..."

The suspense was a physical thing, a collective holding of breaths. Then he said it, "Nick Perry."

A wave of surprise and joy crashed over me. My heart leaped, my palms suddenly clammy. I heard my name echoing in the room, followed by a burst of applause. It was surreal, a moment I had imagined countless times, but never quite believed would happen.

I stood up, my legs feeling like they were made of both lead and air at the same time. Walking to the front felt like traversing an endless space. I turned to face the crowd, their faces a sea of expectation.

[image: ((cute male Nordic short brown hair)) (25-years-ol]

"Thank you, everyone," I started, my voice steadier than I felt. "This means more to me than I can express. I've been part of TellyCom for a long time, and I've seen many of you grow and excel. I'm honored to have this opportunity to lead and learn alongside you."

The room was filled with the sound of applause, the air charged with a sense of celebration. The lights seemed brighter, the colors more vivid. I could taste the victory, sweet and exhilarating.

"And I want to give a special thank you," I continued, my eyes scanning the crowd, "to someone very special. You know who you are..."

The crowd responded with a chorus of 'ooohs', a ripple of amusement and curiosity passing through the room.

From a distance, I saw Claus. He was clapping, a smile on his face, and our eyes met. It was a moment of silent acknowledgment, a shared understanding that transcended words.

As I concluded my speech and the room erupted into applause, I felt a profound sense of gratitude. Not just for the promotion, but for the journey that had brought me here, for the lessons learned and the connections made.

Stepping down from the stage, I felt like I was walking on air. The scent of coffee and pastries, a staple of every office meeting, was more inviting than ever. The sounds of congratulations and chatter around me were like music, a soundtrack to a new chapter in my life.

After my speech, Mr. Carter stepped forward to shake my hand.

"Thank you for those words, Nick, and congratulations again," he said, his voice resonating with sincerity.

As the meeting drew to a close, he added with a smile, "And let's not forget, it's Kris Kringle time. Don't forget to exchange your gifts after the meeting."

The room buzzed with renewed energy as people prepared to give their Secret Santa gifts. I felt a knot of nervousness in my stomach about facing Claus.
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Back in my office—in my hands, I held the paper bag containing the Yankee candles, a gift that now seemed woefully inadequate.

As I was about to leave, he caught the door, holding it open for me.

"Congratulations, Nick," he said, his voice warm and genuine.

I handed him the paper bag with a sheepish smile.

"This is for you. It's not much, but..."

Before I could finish, he swiped my hand aside, dismissing the gift. In one swift, surprising motion, he pulled me close and kissed me. The world seemed to stand still. I felt butterflies erupting in my stomach, a sensation both exhilarating and terrifying.

It was my very first kiss and it was with a man but somehow, I didn’t feel repulsed by it. I wanted it to go on and on—for my body to keep melting like ice cream.

When we broke apart, he looked into my eyes, his gaze intense.

"I don't know what's happening to me, but I think I already love you," he admitted, his voice a whisper.

I managed a nervous chuckle, trying to lighten the moment.

"At least wait until I get to wear the wig," I joked, my heart racing.
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Claus laughed, and we kissed again, a confirmation of something new and wonderful blossoming between us. It was a kiss that spoke of possibilities, of hope, of a future that was suddenly wide open.

As we parted, the world came rushing back. The sounds of the office, the chatter of colleagues, the scent of coffee and the lingering fragrance of my cologne all seemed more vivid than ever. I looked at Claus, his face now etched in my heart in a way I never would have imagined.

"This is the best Christmas ever," I said, a sense of awe washing over me. The journey to this moment had been unexpected, a path filled with surprises and revelations. But now, standing here with him, everything seemed to fall into place.

“Not quite, he said,” before drawing out a new wig from his pocket pocket—a blonde bob. Slowly, he placed it atop my head and kissed me once more.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

NEW YEAR'S EVE found me in Claus' apartment, a place that had quickly become a second home to me over the Christmas break. The past few days had been a whirlwind of shopping, wining, dining, and discovering myself—Nikkie—in ways I never dared to imagine.

I was in the kitchen, preparing dinner, feeling a mix of excitement and contentment. The aroma of the food filled the air, a blend of spices and herbs that promised a delicious meal.
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Claus and I were in matching pajamas, a cozy and somewhat silly New Year's Eve attire. Mine were distinctly feminine, adorned with delicate lace and soft, pastel colors that complimented my new, explorative sense of style. The fabric was soft against my skin, a constant, gentle reminder of the changes in my life.

As I stirred the pot on the stove, Claus wrapped his arms around me from behind, his warmth enveloping me.

"You look beautiful, Nikkie," he whispered, his breath tickling my ear.

I leaned back into him, a smile playing on my lips.

"Thanks. This still feels like a dream."

We talked as I cooked, the conversation meandering to my parents.
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"They don't know yet," I confessed, a hint of worry in my voice.

"I haven't talked to them since... well, you know."

He turned me around to face him, his hands on my shoulders.

"Forget them, for now. This New Year is all about you, the real you. Enjoy this moment. We'll face them together when you're ready."

His words were a balm, soothing the lingering anxiety in my heart. The clock ticked closer to midnight, and we moved to his balcony, the city spread out below us like a canvas of lights.

Soon after, the countdown began, the final seconds of the year ticking away. The anticipation in the air was palpable, a shared excitement with the world around us.

"Ten, nine, eight..." the crowd below chanted in unison.

Claus and I stood close, our hands intertwined. "Seven, six, five..."

The first fireworks erupted in the sky, a cascade of colors and light.

"Four, three, two..."

As the world welcomed the new year, Claus and I kissed, a perfect moment framed by the brilliance of the fireworks. It was romantic, magical, a promise of a future filled with love and discovery.
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"One... Happy New Year, Nikkie," Claus said, breaking the kiss.

"Happy New Year, Claus," I replied, my heart full. "I love you."

"I love you too," he said, and we kissed again, the fireworks continuing their dance in the sky.

In that moment, nothing else mattered. The worries about my parents, the uncertainties of the future, they all faded into the background. There was just me, Claus, and the endless possibilities of the new year.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Girly Gifts? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

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

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

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

Story 2 – Female ID

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

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

Story 3 – In The Navy

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

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

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

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

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

Story 5 – The Secretary

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I don’t know about that. Dressing up like a girl to make her jealous sounds like a crappy idea.”

Read Becoming My Stepsister


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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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 Girly Gifts – A Festive Feminization Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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