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Introduction

“I came to New York to be a journalist—only to end up in a supermodel’s dressing room who enjoyed seeing me in her clothes.”

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

∞∞∞

My thesis and my training didn’t really scream Vogue. I wrote about serious issues like global warming and geopolitics. The last time that I opened a magazine was to get a coupon for a hotel breakfast buffet.

But with a twist of fate, a man in a black suit told me that I was being summoned by her, that girl who had her face plastered all over the drugstore products, billboards, and magazines in the city.

It started innocently with her, asking me if I could try the mini skirt for me. Then her requests turned to demands of me, wearing her intimates in front of her supermodel friends.

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 His First Skirt.


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

∞∞∞

IN THE STILL ROOM, the printer softly hummed, each paper emerging with a gentle exhale. It cradled my most treasured works, the manifestation of nights spent pounding on the keyboard, of moments when inspiration flowed as if I were simply its vessel.

The scent of freshly printed pages melded with the faint aroma of the aging wood beneath, grounding me to that familiar space.

In my periphery, I noticed the light capturing my mother’s ever-watchful gaze. Her familiar floral dress, now showing years of love in its slightly frayed edges, danced lightly with the breeze that came through the open window.

She held a cup of warm tea, and every now and then, I'd catch the soft notes of chamomile wafting through.

[image: tea cup steaming no people]

“You know, it’s so hard to believe that my little boy’s about to embark on this big journey,” she murmured, the sounds weaving through the noise of the printer.

Her fingers, adorned with silver rings, played with the delicate golden pendant that hung around her neck.

I chuckled, “Ma, I’m not so little anymore.” I glanced down at my attire, a casual white shirt that clung slightly to my form, paired with black chinos.

“But you'll always be my little boy,” she responded, her voice laced with a mixture of pride and an underlying current of worry. It was always there, that worry. The kind of worry only mothers understand.

“New York is just a few hours away,” I said, trying to soothe her.

“Plus, I'll be fine. I’ve been taking care of myself, haven’t I?”

She sighed, taking a sip of her tea.

"It's not about distance, Isaac. It's the vastness of dreams in that city. I just hope it's kind to you."

The taste of bittersweet memories arose, memories of every time I'd longed for more than our small Pennsylvania town could offer. My fingertips brushed over the papers, the texture smooth yet slightly coarse, hinting at stories untold.

“Have you ever felt… misplaced, Ma?” I asked hesitantly, seeking words to convey an emotion I had long buried.

“Like you’re not entirely in sync with the world around you?”

She considered my words for a moment, her eyes deep with reflection.

“At times, yes. But, Isaac, life is about finding your rhythm, even if it takes time.”

The room was momentarily filled with just the sound of the printer. An owl hooted outside, its song lending a certain freshness to the heaviness of our conversation.

“Look at these,” I said, trying to change the subject. I held up an article I’d written about the struggles of modern youth.

“I think this one’s my favorite.”

The edge of her lips curled into a smile.

"I remember when you wrote that. You were so impassioned, up all night, typing away."

A playful grin formed on my lips.

“Yeah, and you kept telling me to go to bed.”

A soft laugh escaped her. "That's because you have a tendency to overwork."

Moving closer to her, I could see the reflection of my tall, lanky frame in the mirror. "Mom," I began, every word dripping with a thick layer of emotion and conviction, "I promise you, I'll be the greatest journalist of all time. This...this is something I need to do."

Her hands, adorned with delicate veins, played idly with the frayed edges. There was a softness to her features, a combination of age and maternal love, but today, there was an added touch of sorrow and concern.

"Why can't you come with me?" My voice, a desperate whisper, clung to the hope that she would change her mind.

"We can start fresh in New York, you and me."

She sighed heavily, her breath smelling of mint and nostalgia. "Isaac," she murmured, looking around the room, "This house... every corner of it, every creak in the floorboards, every mark on these walls, it holds the essence of your father. I still feel him here. How can I leave the only place where his laughter still echoes?”

The golden threads of her necklace glinted, as it lay resting against her collarbone, a gift from dad from a time long gone. I could feel the weight of her pain, the depths of the void left behind by his passing.
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The silence between us grew thick and palpable, only broken by the occasional rustling of the wind outside, playing a melancholic tune with the curtains.

Reaching out, I took her soft hand into mine, the cool metal of her wedding ring pressing against my palm.

"I miss him too, every single day," I whispered, my voice catching in my throat.

She nodded slowly, fresh tears glistening in the corners of her eyes. The two of us were united in our shared grief, two souls adrift in a world without him.

"I know, darling," she murmured, her fingers gently caressing the back of my hand.

"I just need you to be safe," she said, her voice filled with the weight of a mother's concern.

"New York is so different, so vast. Promise me you'll always be careful."

I nodded, pulling her into a tight embrace, my cheek resting against the soft fabric of her nightgown. The warmth of her body seeped through the cloth, a comforting presence that I wasn't quite ready to let go of.

The faint melody of her heartbeat, a tune I had known since before I was born, played against my ear.

We sat there for what felt like hours, lost in the solace of each other's company. The world outside, with its endless possibilities and challenges, waited patiently. For now, all that mattered was this moment, this bond, this undying love between a mother and her child.

When we finally pulled apart, she placed a gentle kiss on my forehead.

"Go chase your dreams, my love," she whispered.

"But never forget where you came from."

And as I left that room, I carried with me not just the weight of my ambitions and dreams but also the undying love and blessings of a mother who had given me everything.

I was ready for New York, ready for the challenges ahead. But more than anything, I was ready to make her proud.

Three days swiftly morphed into a culmination of years of planning. My luggage lay sprawled out, a canvas of hopes and dreams. The soft thud of zippers pulling, the feel of cotton shirts, denim jeans, and the crisp paper of my freshly printed portfolio were sensory anchors to the reality of the impending journey.

The taste of morning–a mix of freshly brewed coffee and uneaten toast–lingered on my tongue.

She fluttered around like a worried sparrow, double-checking every nook and cranny of my luggage.

"Did you pack your toothbrush?" she inquired, her fingers tracing the cold, metal zipper of my duffel bag.

"Yes, Mom, for the hundredth time,” I chuckled, watching her in her floral apron over a peach summer dress, her brunette locks streaked with silver.

She paused, looking up at me with eyes glistening.

"Just making sure," she whispered, her voice heavy with unshed tears.

We stood in the silent embrace of the dawn, the stillness only disrupted by the occasional chirping of early birds and the distant rumbles of the awakening town. The rising sun cast a hue of golden orange and soft purples across the Pennsylvania skies, making the world seem softer somehow.
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The scent of blooming roses and daisies from mom’s garden wafted in, sweetening the morning air. I pulled on my deep blue jacket over my white shirt, the fabric's fresh scent still evident from the laundry.

"It's time," I said, the weight of the words hanging heavily between us.

"I know," she replied, drawing me into a warm embrace. Her familiar fragrance enveloped me, a comforting cocoon against the unknown.

Pulling away, she placed her soft hands on my cheeks.

"Remember, Isaac," she whispered, her breath warm against my face, "wherever you are, you'll always have a home here."

A solitary tear slid down her face, and I caught it with my thumb. Nodding, I whispered back, "I love you, mom."

The journey began with the creaky steps onto the bus. As I climbed aboard, the aroma of aged leather and lingering traces of cigarette smoke teased my nostrils.

I settled into a window seat, the early morning chill pressing against the glass.

The bus roared to life, and as it pulled away, I caught one last glimpse of mom, her figure slowly dissolving into the morning mist.

Eyes heavy with emotions and exhaustion, I soon drifted into slumber, a world of dreams unfolding. Bright lights illuminated visions of my bylines splashed across the front pages of Times Magazine, The New York Post, and other illustrious titles.

Echoes of clattering typewriters and distant praises for my journalistic triumphs filled the dreamscape.

Suddenly, a sharp jolt woke me. Disoriented, I glanced out of the window to find towering skyscrapers and a cacophony of city sounds.

As I descended the bus steps, my senses were ambushed. The pungent aroma of garbage, the distant wails of sirens, and the unexpected sight of scurrying rats on the pavement all painted a picture far from the romanticized vision I had of New York.

But then, I inhaled deeply, sensing the underlying notes of energy, ambition, and raw life that thrummed beneath the city's surface. Straightening up, I murmured to the wind, "Start spreading the news! New York, I've arrived!" And with that proclamation, I stepped forward into the maze of dreams and reality that was Manhattan.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE SECOND BUS JOURNEY was a whirlwind of anticipation. The humming engine, the drone of scattered conversations, and the jostling of passengers painted a rhythmic pattern in my mind as the Bronx neared.

My attire—a crisp white shirt, blue jacket, and jeans—felt slightly out of place amid the more casual, urban vibes around me.
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The Bronx wore an entirely different aura, a blend of cultures and lives interwoven into a vibrant tapestry. As I approached my new building, my footsteps echoing on the cracked pavement, I was greeted by a blend of aromas.

The rich and robust scent of Indian curry mingled effortlessly with the fragrance of fresh takeout and sizzling street food.

Pushing open the door to my apartment, I was met with a reality far removed from my suburban upbringing. The space was tight, reminiscent of a shoebox. A single window allowed the city's sounds and scents to filter in. The walls, faded with time and adorned with memories of past tenants, seemed to contract around me.

Unzipping my luggage, the first thing I laid out on the minuscule dining table was my portfolio. The pages, filled with my heart and soul, lay in stark contrast to the worn-out wooden surface beneath.

While the room's size was restricting, I was determined to make the space my own. Adjusting the lone curtain, I let the afternoon sunlight flood in, revealing every corner, nook, and cranny.

As I moved around, trying to find the optimal arrangement for the sparse furniture, the soft texture of the worn-out rug tickled my toes. Above the hum of activity outside, I could make out the distant tunes of a Spanish song, interspersed with the honks and shouts unique to New York streets.

Suddenly, an ear-piercing scream punctured the usual din. Rushing to the window, I peered out to see a couple in a heated argument just a few floors below. The intensity of their exchange, the raw emotion, had me rooted to the spot.

But then, as swiftly as the storm arrived, it passed. Laughter replaced the shouts, and they embraced tightly, a reminder of the thin line between love and anger.

Pulling back from the window, I felt the magnitude of the change settling in. This wasn't Pennsylvania, and these experiences, both bitter and sweet, were now to be a part of my daily life.

Sinking into a chair, I took a deep breath, the air rich with the mingled scents of various cuisines. The ambient sounds of the Bronx, from distant sirens to the soft strumming of a guitar, filled the room.

Leaning back, a wry smile formed on my lips as I murmured, "This is really different from what I'm used to."

But deep down, amidst the whirlwind of emotions and the onslaught of new experiences, there brewed an excitement, an eagerness to embrace this city and all its myriad flavors.

The morning sun streamed through the blinds of my shoebox apartment, casting a muted golden hue across my room. The scent of brewed coffee filled the air, blending with the faint aroma of printed paper from my freshly updated resume and portfolio.

Today was the day. The New York Feed—a name synonymous with influential journalism—had extended an invitation for an interview. My heart raced with a mix of excitement and anxiety.

Carefully, I chose my attire—a charcoal gray suit, a light blue shirt, and a matching tie. The fabric felt smooth and cool against my skin, its weight a comforting reminder of the gravitas of the day. I scrutinized every detail in the mirror, ensuring my shoes were polished and my hair neatly styled.
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The subway ride to the NYF building was a cacophony of sounds and sensations. The vibration of the moving train, the muffled chatter, and the distant hum of a busker's song created a background track to my spiraling thoughts.

Upon my arrival at the towering skyscraper, I felt a knot tighten in my stomach.

Inside, the ambiance was different—the soft hum of voices against a backdrop of clicking keyboards, phones ringing intermittently, and the ever-present scent of ink and paper, reminiscent of my journalism days at Harvard.

In the pristine waiting room, I took the second seat in line, my fingers drumming nervously on the folder containing my life's work.

No sooner had I settled in than a well-dressed man took the seat next to me.

"Trying for the junior editor position?" he asked, his tone dripping with casual confidence.

I nodded, attempting to mask my nerves.

"Yeah, hoping to bring some fresh perspectives to the Feed."

He smirked, glancing me up and down.

"You shouldn't really bother," he drawled, his voice oozing arrogance.

I blinked, taken aback. "Excuse me?"

The stranger leaned in, his cologne—a heady mix of cedar and citrus—overpowering my senses.

"Let's just say... the position is practically mine. Daddy's one of the investors," he declared with a wink, extending a hand.

"Mark Baker."

Fuming internally but maintaining composure, I ignored the proffered hand. It wasn’t long before a soft voice called out, "Isaac Goldstein?" Drawing a deep breath, I rose, but to my astonishment, Mark followed suit.

A hint of confusion crossed the interviewer’s face.

"Oh, I’m sorry, Isaac. Can you wait outside a moment?"

Hesitating only a split second, I retreated, my heart sinking. While I stewed in indignation, Mark sauntered out a few minutes later, his smirk more pronounced.

The interviewer, a middle-aged woman with sharp eyes, appeared shortly after.

"Thank you for your interest, Mr. Goldstein, but the position has been filled."

The walls seemed to close in, my vision blurring with anger.

"After one interview!? Is this how you treat potential employees!?"

Her gaze turned cold. "Please see yourself out."

“No! This is unfair! I demand another interview! I’m a cum laude in Harvard and my portfolio—” but before I could finish my retort, a security guard gently took my arm, guiding me toward the exit, my simmering anger boiled over.

“Get off me!”

"Is this how merit is rewarded!?" I shouted, pulling away from his grip.

The next moments were a blur—raised voices, the flash of the revolving door, and the jarring impact as I hit the pavement outside.
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Gritting my teeth, I started walking, trying to shake off the sting of humiliation. The smell of baking dough wafted through the air, leading me to a dollar pizza deli. The sight of the golden crust, the aroma of melted cheese, and the sound of the sizzling toppings lured me in.

Despite my turmoil, the first bite was heavenly—the tangy sauce, gooey cheese, and crispy crust creating a medley of flavors. As I savored the slice, the day's events began to fade, replaced by a budding optimism.

New York might have knocked me down, but this city was also full of opportunities, surprises, and dollar pizzas that tasted like a million bucks.

As I munched on my slice, my gaze drifted lazily over the pizzeria's checkered walls, adorned with framed photos of smiling patrons and celebrities alike. The golden glow of the overhead lights made the space feel cozy despite the bustling New York backdrop just outside the windows.

My eyes landed on a glossy photo of Amber Scarlett, her ruby lips quirked in a half-smile, her green eyes shimmering with a mischievous glint. With her sleek platinum blonde hair cascading over her slender shoulders, she was an epitome of beauty and controversy rolled into one.

The tabloids lapped up every bit of her drama—every public meltdown, every feud, every scandalous outfit.

I sighed audibly, rolling my eyes.

“Wasted ink,” I mumbled under my breath. In my mind, real stories were about everyday heroes, about justice, about the world changing. Not about some supermodel's latest tantrum.

Amber held a slice of pizza, her perfectly manicured nails in stark contrast to the melted cheese and tomato sauce. But the cynical part of me smirked, thinking she probably never even took a bite. The scent of oregano, basil, and fresh dough made it hard for me to fathom.

How could anyone resist?

After three full slices that equated to a family size pizza in my town, I stepped out of the pizzeria and into the crisp New York air. The sounds of the city surrounded me—honking horns, distant chatter, the occasional trill of a subway train below.

My shoes clicked rhythmically on the sidewalk as I tried to find some semblance of peace in my restless mind.

Then, my phone buzzed in my pocket, the vibration breaking my train of thought. The screen lit up with 'Mom' flashing across it. I hesitated for a moment, then swiped to answer.

“Isaac, darling! How did the interview go?”

Her voice was like a warm embrace, but it only reignited the flames of my earlier frustration.

"You won't believe it, Mom," I began, recounting the infuriating events, my voice gradually rising in pitch with each passing sentence.

"Oh, honey,” she cooed sympathetically, “I'm so sorry. But perhaps it just wasn't meant to be."

I stopped in my tracks, inhaling the mingling scents of roasted chestnuts and car exhaust.

"I worked so hard. I don't deserve to be tossed aside for some nepotistic brat.”

“I know, sweetie. But remember, one door closes and another opens," she counseled, her voice a soothing balm to my ruffled emotions.

A light drizzle began, tiny droplets landing on my face, mixing with the saltiness of forming tears. The sounds of New York became muffled, as if I was underwater, all except for my mother's comforting voice.

"I believe in you, Isaac. So much. The city may be too big for you, but I have faith that you'll make your mark."

The weight in my chest eased, replaced by a warmth that spread from my core. "Thanks," I whispered, my voice thick with emotion.

“You just keep moving forward. And remember, there’s always another slice of pizza waiting to lift your spirits.”

I chuckled, feeling a smile creep onto my lips for the first time since the disastrous interview.

"Only in New York, right?"

"That's the spirit!” she laughed. “Call me later, okay? I love you.”

"Love you too, Mom."

As I hung up, I felt renewed. With the city sprawled out before me and the promise of endless possibilities, I stepped forward, ready for the next chapter in my New York story.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS HAD PASSED, and every morning brought with it the unmistakable aroma of New York—warm bagels from a nearby street vendor, the metallic scent of rain-washed streets, and a faint underlying smell of car fumes.

Each scent, while familiar, held a bittersweet note as the days turned to weeks without the promise of employment. I had traversed countless streets, my feet growing more accustomed to the rhythmic beat of the city's pulse, but my heart felt the weight of unanswered emails and unreturned calls.

One particular evening, as the sun cast long golden rays against the steel and glass of the city, I found myself in Central Park, trying to lose myself among the rustling leaves and soft chirping of birds. A reprieve, however brief, from the confines of my shoebox apartment and the looming shadows of unpaid bills.
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The gentle crunch of fallen leaves beneath my shoes was oddly therapeutic, the sound serving as a reminder of the inevitable change of seasons—both literal and metaphorical.

I was clad in my usual attire, a crisp white button-down paired with dark jeans. It was a simple outfit but one that made me feel grounded, especially in a city that seemed to be constantly in motion.

Pulling out my phone, I thumbed through rejection emails from various publishing houses. Each 'No' was like a tiny cut, each refusal a fresh bruise to my already battered ego. I could almost taste the bitter tang of disappointment, mingling with the leftover coffee that still lingered on my tongue.

As I scrolled, a new notification popped up. A message on LinkedIn. The icon looked out of place among the sea of red declines. My heart raced as I clicked it open.

Hi Isaac,

I'm Elaine from Stylista Magazine. We came across your profile and were quite impressed with your portfolio. We have a junior editor position open, and while I understand that fashion might not be your primary forte, your qualifications are intriguing. Would you be interested in discussing this further?

Fashion? The world of glitzy runway shows, temperamental designers, and outrageous clothing? It wasn’t the world of hard-hitting journalism I’d dreamed of, but then again, dreams had a funny way of evolving.

Taking a moment to inhale the crisp autumn air, I felt the rough bark of a nearby bench against my fingertips, grounding me as I pondered my next step. The gentle hum of distant conversations surrounded me, punctuated by the occasional laughter of children playing.

My mind drifted to Pennsylvania—its serene meadows, my mother's comforting voice, the life I'd left behind. Going back was a possibility, but it felt like surrender.

"No," I muttered, speaking to both myself and the universe. "I can't go back."

Crafting a reply took more time than I’d like to admit. Every word, every sentence, was chosen with meticulous care. Fashion might not be my world, but storytelling was universal. And Stylista? Well, it could be my stage, albeit a different one.

Hi Elaine,

Thank you for reaching out. While my background might not align perfectly with the world of fashion, I believe stories are at the heart of every industry. I’d be keen to learn more and discuss how I could contribute to Stylista.

Warm Regards,

Isaac Goldstein

As I sent off the message, a renewed sense of hope bubbled within me. The city’s myriad of scents, sounds, and sights seemed brighter, more inviting. Whatever lay ahead, I was ready. New York hadn't seen the last of Isaac Goldstein—not by a long shot.

A week later, the light from my shoebox apartment's single window streamed in and played across the array of clothes I had spread on my bed. Monday morning—a day most people approached with trepidation. But for me, it held the promise of new beginnings.

Today, I had my interview at Stylista. Determined to make a statement, I wanted my outfit to speak volumes. Fashion wasn't my strength, but effort, I thought, should count for something.

Before me lay a concoction of fabrics and colors—a deep purple paisley tie (which I had never worn before), a bright yellow button-down shirt, black suspenders, and a pair of charcoal gray trousers that had seen better days.

To finish it off, I put on mismatched socks—one striped, the other polka-dotted—and a pair of old leather shoes. Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt strangely empowered. My reflection bore an avant-garde mixture of patterns and colors that made me feel simultaneously nervous and audacious.

The crisp morning air was refreshing, carrying a slight scent of impending rain, as I made my way to the Stylista office. The soft rustling of my clothes accompanied every step, while the distant hum of city life underscored my journey.
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The building housing Stylista towered over me, its glass façade reflecting the myriad colors of the bustling city. A sense of trepidation washed over me, making my palms sweat and my heart race. I could taste the tang of nervous anticipation on my lips, the familiar taste of metal that anxiety often left behind.

Inside, the scent of fresh ink, glossy paper, and a faint trace of someone's floral perfume greeted me. I was directed to a sleek, modern waiting area where the soft plush of the couch contrasted starkly with the hard, cold surface of the glass coffee table. The gentle murmurs of conversations from adjacent rooms were punctuated by the occasional ring of a phone.

Before I had time to second-guess my wardrobe choices, a sharp voice cut through the din. "Isaac Goldstein?" A woman with raven-black hair, impeccable makeup, and a figure-hugging black dress stood in the doorway. Elaine.

"Yes," I replied, standing up, feeling the weight of her gaze assessing my ensemble.

As I stepped into her lavishly decorated office, her laughter, light yet unmistakably mocking, filled the air. My ears turned hot, and the colors of my mismatched outfit suddenly seemed garish, the patterns clashing louder than before.

"Mr. Goldstein," she smirked, letting her eyes roam over my attire. "This is a fashion magazine. Do you really think you're stylish enough for Stylista?"

Gathering my wits, I straightened my back and looked her in the eye.

"Fashion is about individual expression," I began, my voice steady.

"It's about the stories we tell through our choices, the risks we take. Maybe I don't fit the typical mold, but isn't that what fashion celebrates? Breaking molds?"

Elaine raised an eyebrow, clearly taken aback by my retort.

"Brave words for someone wearing that tie with that shirt," she quipped. The sting of her words was palpable, their sharpness lingering in the cool air of the room.

Determined not to be cowed, I fired back.

"Fashion evolves. It’s an ever-changing landscape influenced by society, culture, and individual choices. Perhaps my choices today aren’t in line with current trends, but they represent a facet of fashion—a break from convention."

For a moment, there was silence. Her gaze, once mocking, now held a flicker of respect. She let out a short, surprised laugh.

"Well, Mr. Goldstein," she said, leaning back in her chair, "I did not expect that. You've got moxie. You're hired."

As I left her office, I felt a strange mixture of triumph and disbelief. The city's symphony of sounds seemed richer, the tastes and smells more vibrant. I had taken a risk, and it had paid off. The world of fashion awaited, and I was ready to dive in.

As the weight of Elaine's approval settled on my shoulders, my fingers fumbled to retrieve my phone. A bright sunbeam pierced the canopy of buildings, warming my face and casting the bustling street in a golden glow.

I could almost taste the victory on my tongue–a sweet flavor, like caramel or victory champagne. Speed dial number one—Mom.

"Hey, Ma!" My voice echoed with unrestrained jubilation.

"Guess who's the newest editor at Stylista?"

Her reply was muffled by the roar of traffic and the soft murmur of pedestrians, but her elation was unmistakable. A gentle smile spread across my lips, the edges curling up like the pages of a well-loved book.

"Thank you. I knew you'd be over the moon."
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Disconnecting the call, my eyes, still shimmering with pride, lifted skyward. Dominating the skyline was a giant billboard featuring Amber Scarlett, the controversial supermodel. She was draped in a tight, body-hugging pink dress, her form sinuous and flawless.

"Beauty is Discipline," the tagline read, a bold proclamation underlining her figure for a gym advertisement.

My eyes rolled involuntarily. "Sure," I muttered with a scoff, my voice dripping sarcasm, "if discipline is spelled 'starvation and cocaine.'"

I could almost feel the intense scrutiny of the fashion world, where everything was surface deep, its standards often unattainably high.

Yet as judgmental thoughts clouded my mind, an irresistible aroma wafted through the air. The unmistakable scent of freshly baked dough, tangy tomato sauce, and melting cheese pulled me back to reality.

My beloved dollar slice pizza joint stood a few steps away, an oasis in a desert of skyscrapers and busy streets. The scent was as tempting as the siren's call, beckoning me closer with its mouthwatering allure.

Pushing open the glass door, a bell jingled overhead. Warmth enveloped me, the kind that came from ovens working overtime. The soft murmur of conversations and the occasional burst of laughter created a comforting backdrop.

Behind the counter, Mario, the pizza guy who knew my usual order by heart, flashed me a knowing grin. "The usual?"

"Make it two today!" I declared triumphantly, drawing a soft chuckle from him. The soft, gooey cheese stretched between my fingers as I grabbed the first slice, its warmth seeping through the napkin and comforting my palm.

Taking a bite, the flavors erupted in my mouth–a celebration of simple ingredients perfectly combined. The tomato sauce's tanginess, the richness of the cheese, the crispy crust that crunched satisfyingly-every bite was sheer ecstasy.

As I stepped out, pizza in hand, the sounds of New York felt like a serenade, and the myriad of colors, the rustling of trees, and the distant honk of cars felt vibrant and alive.

I had been challenged, put to the test, and come out on top. And as each step took me further from that pizza joint and closer to my new life at Stylista, I felt invincible, ready to face whatever challenges the fashion world might throw my way.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

ON MY FIRST DAY, the Stylista headquarters was a storm of activity. Even though the clock had barely struck 7:45 AM, the energy was frenetic. The soft hum of overhead fluorescents mixed with the click of heels on marble floors and the murmur of hushed voices.

The room itself seemed to pulse, taking on a life of its own. The scent of freshly brewed coffee permeated the air, a welcome aroma against the backdrop of New York's typical smog.

Just as I was taking it all in, a whirlwind in the form of a woman nearly bowled me over. She was clad in a pencil skirt and a sharply tailored blouse, with impeccable makeup and not a hair out of place.

"Isaac Goldstein?" she questioned, eyes darting over me critically.

“Yes, that’s me,” I stammered, adjusting my tie self-consciously.

"I'm Sarah Bailey," she said, not waiting for a reply, "Ms. Julia Frost's personal assistant."

Before I could respond, she was shoving a tube of Preparation H into my hands, her fingers cool and smooth. I blinked, reading the label.
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"Isn't this for... hemorrhoids?" The words sounded foreign coming out of my mouth in the midst of the bustling office.

Sarah raised an eyebrow, a wry smile playing on her lips. "Dark circles, darling. You look like you've not slept for two years. Julia doesn't entertain... unpleasant looking people." Her tone made it clear she was offering a euphemism for ‘ugly.’

Still processing this, I felt a sudden loss of weight from my hand. I looked down to find my beloved dollar pizza slice missing. I turned, following the scent of tomato and cheese, only to see Sarah, her nose wrinkled in distaste, dropping it into the trash.

She looked back at me, her gaze steely.

"She hates the smell of pizza. Now, brush your teeth!"

The cacophony of the office faded as my senses honed in on Sarah. Her scent–a mix of floral perfume and freshly applied lipstick – seemed to dominate. The clash of my casual attire against the sea of designer wear in the office became embarrassingly apparent.

The sharp tang of my pizza, now wasted, lingered in my nostrils, making me yearn for it even more.

Taking a deep breath, I tried to ground myself amidst the onslaught of information. The silky texture of my tie, the murmur of the nearby water cooler, and the weight of the Preparation H tube in my hand all seemed strangely surreal.

Though disoriented, I steeled myself, taking in the soft hum of fluorescent lights and the distant echo of phone rings.

"Okay, what's next?" I asked, trying to exude confidence.

Sarah, seemingly satisfied with her instructions, simply smirked.

"Welcome to Stylista, Isaac. Hope you survive the experience."

The room's gentle hum went silent when Julia Frost walked in. She was the embodiment of timeless beauty, a sight to behold even in her 50s. Strands of silver danced through her dark hair, cut in a bob that framed a face which had defied time with grace. The scent of her perfume, opulent and heady, filled the room—a mix of jasmine and rose with a hint of musk.

She wore a structured dove-gray blazer, embroidered with intricate silver patterns, over a pristine white blouse. Her skirt, a deeper shade of gray, hugged her figure without being overtight, ending just below her knees.

On her feet were heels that looked like they were crafted from molten silver, making the softest tapping sound against the marble as she moved. Around her neck hung a delicate silver chain with a single pendant, sparkling even in the subtle lighting.

Julia's entrance was a masterclass in presence. But the atmosphere became palpably tense when she suddenly paused, her nose wrinkling slightly.

"Is that... pizza I smell?" The question, simple yet loaded, hovered in the air like an unwelcome aroma.

All eyes followed her gaze as it landed on Sarah, who looked like a deer caught in headlights.

"Julia," she stammered, her usually confident voice wavering, "this is Isaac Goldstein, our new junior editor."

I felt her penetrating gaze shift to me, examining me from head to toe. The weight of her inspection was heavier than my mismatched outfit. Her eyebrow arched, a silent query, or perhaps, judgment.

Without waiting for my introduction, she began walking away, the fabric of her skirt swishing softly against her legs. I felt a nudge and turned to see Sarah, her eyes wide, mouthing the words, "Follow her!" The underlying message was clear—I shouldn't keep Julia waiting.

I found myself in what appeared to be her personal office, an oasis of quiet amidst the chaos outside. The soft textures of plush velvet chairs, the scent of leather-bound books, and the distant hum of New York traffic five floors below all made the room feel almost otherworldly.

She began without preamble.

"Tell me about yourself." The request sounded more like a command.
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Clearing my throat, I recounted my educational background and work experiences, emphasizing my dedication and passion for journalism. Yet, as I spoke, her expression remained indifferent, her green eyes unimpressed.

Finishing my tale, she sighed.

"I told Elaine not to hire men. They're lazy, unkempt, disorganized, and have an uncanny preference for... stinky food." The accusation, though indirect, was sharp.

The injustice of her words threatened to spark my temper. My pulse raced, the slight sting of perspiration forming at my temples, and I desperately wished to voice out against such blatant prejudice. But one look into those cool, emerald eyes kept my tongue in check.

Sarah stepped in, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I'll give him his tasks."

Julia, seemingly having lost interest, waved a manicured hand dismissively. "Fine. Just... see that he fits in."

I took slow, deliberate steps back to my desk, fighting the impulse to address her comment. As I settled in, a million retorts played in my mind. Each one, a defense of my gender, my profession, and my love for dollar pizza. But when our eyes met again, her challenging glare silenced me with a simple word.

"What?"

The word echoed in my mind, drowning out my planned objections. Instead, I sunk into my chair, vowing internally to prove her wrong. But for now, it was about settling into the unpredictable world of Stylista.

Soon after, Sarah handed me a sleek black laptop with the iconic Stylista logo embossed in silver on its cover. The gentle hum of its motor indicated its readiness.

As I cracked it open, the faint scent of new electronics wafted to my nose. The cold metal against my fingertips was oddly reassuring as I started navigating the onboarding presentation.

Each slide displayed terms and visuals that were entirely foreign to me. A cascade of designer names, each more elaborate and difficult to pronounce than the last.

Photos of fabrics I had never seen, let alone felt—names like "taffeta," "georgette," and "bouclé" stared back at me, each accompanied by a close-up of textures that seemed more fitting for an art gallery than a magazine.

Even the color names, far from the basic ones I knew, were descriptive in a poetic sense—"midnight mist," "sun-kissed coral," "whispering willow."

For the first time in my life, I felt like a fish out of water. Harvard hadn't prepared me for this. The sensation was akin to being in a room where everyone spoke a different language, and you were expected to keep up.

Seeing my bewildered expression, she leaned over my shoulder, her floral perfume enveloping me.

"Need help?" she asked, her tone far from sincere.

"I could use a bit more information on these designers and materials. Do we have a resource, or perhaps a guide?"

She smirked, the crimson of her lipstick matching her pointed nails.

"You're smart, right?"

The sting of her insinuation made my cheeks burn.

"Yes, but I wasn't aware that having a knowledge gap in haute couture was a measure of intelligence," I retorted.

Ignoring my sarcasm, she handed me a stack of Stylista's past issues.

"You might want to start there. Absorb as much as you can… or Google."

Opening the top issue, the tactile sensation of the glossy pages filled with high-resolution photographs brought a semblance of comfort. Perhaps, through these pages, I could find my bearings.

"So," she began, detailing my tasks, "you'll be handling the editorial calendar, ensuring that all articles align with our monthly theme. You'll also liaise with our photographers and writers, ensuring deadlines are met. Plus, reviewing and editing submissions for clarity, accuracy, and, of course, style."

She paused, eyeing me for a reaction.

"But your first task," she continued, "is to pen an introduction for our next issue. A fresh perspective on fashion trends for the upcoming season. Can you do that?"

The weight of expectation felt heavy, but the challenge was enticing.

"I can," I replied with more confidence than I felt.

She smiled, revealing perfect white teeth.

"Good. And remember, in this world, appearance is everything. Not just the clothes, but the words too."

As she strutted away, the clacking of her heels resonating with my racing heart, I began to understand what lay ahead. It wasn't just about fashion; it was about storytelling, capturing the essence of style, and weaving it into a compelling narrative.
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The rhythmic tapping of my fingers on the keyboard became my companion for the morning. A cascade of windows was spread across the laptop's screen, each containing information I hoped would inspire my article. The room carried a subdued murmur from the many conversations around me, punctuated occasionally by the sound of ringing phones or the hum of the coffee machine.

Drawing inspiration from various sites, I began crafting my article. However, the more I delved into Stylista's past articles, the more a gnawing thought emerged.

The glossy pages celebrated opulence and encouraged an almost blind adherence to every fleeting trend. It was all about wearing the priciest labels, regardless of one's financial situation. An overtone of superficiality clung to the narratives, like an overpowering perfume in a small elevator.

I wanted to bring a fresh perspective. Why not address fashion as not just a means of external presentation but also as a thoughtful investment?

Envisioning women making informed decisions about their wardrobe, investing in timeless pieces, I found my angle.

By the time the sun dappled through the blinds in the afternoon, I had committed my thoughts to paper. The fresh printout felt warm and crisp in my hands, a tangible manifestation of my conviction.

Proudly, I approached Julia's office.

She began reading silently. With each passing second, I could feel the room's temperature drop, despite the amber warmth from the ornate lamp on her desk. When she was finished, she looked at me, her face impassive, and then tore my article into pieces.

The sound was gut-wrenching. Each tear felt like a direct assault on my pride.

"Clean that up," she commanded, her voice cold and authoritative.

As I bent down, the sharp scent of her perfume, combined with the musty aroma of paper—filled my nostrils. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment. Sarah, observing the entire ordeal, approached wearing her usual indifferent expression.

She skimmed my work left on the desk and then said with an exasperated sigh, "Isaac, Stylista is about encouraging readers to embrace style. This," she pointed at the remnants of my article, "reads like a finance guide. Our readers can afford what we promote."

Feeling a heat of anger and frustration building up, I snapped, "Maybe I should just quit. This place doesn't value real content."

Sarah, unflinchingly, responded, "Go ahead. Dozens would kill for your position."

Her words were a slap to my face. As I knelt, collecting the torn pieces, the weight of failure threatened to crush me. Was I really cut out for this world?

The next morning, with a renewed vigor, I settled into my seat, determined to craft a piece that would make Julia sit up and notice. Fingers dancing over the keyboard, I decided to lavish attention on an item that was universally loved and celebrated in the world of fashion–high heels.

Immersing myself in the article, I painted a vivid picture, describing the heels as though they were magical talismans, capable of granting the wearer unparalleled grace and confidence.

Every curve, every inch of those heels, was glorified in my words. The soft plush of the velvet sole, the way the satin material shimmered under the light, the faint clink of the stiletto on marble floors–I captured it all.

A gentle waft of leather and polish hung in the air, conjured up by the sheer intensity of my descriptions.

With a flourish, I concluded the article and, not wasting a moment, headed to Julia’s office. The lush carpet underfoot muffled my steps as I approached her grandiose chamber. She wore a creme silk blouse that day, the soft material contrasting with her stern demeanor.

I handed her my article, my heart pounding loudly, each beat echoing the ticking of the ornate wall clock. As she scanned the document, I noticed her eyes narrowing ever so slightly. A foreboding sensation crept over me, and before I knew it, she was once again tearing the paper, each rip sounding like mocking laughter in my ears.

“You’re still not getting it,” she said dismissively.

Feeling a burning sensation in my chest, I excused myself, seeking solace in a cold drink of water. The fountain, situated at the end of the hallway, promised a brief respite.

The cool liquid flowed freely, providing a momentary relief from the humiliation. I was about to take another sip when the distinctive sound of heels tapping against the floor reached my ears.

Curiosity piqued, my gaze moved from the sleek stilettos, up a pair of long, toned legs, only to rest on a face that was unmistakable–Amber Scarlett.

I was struck by her presence, her perfume filling the air around us with a heady blend of roses and vanilla. She looked impeccable in a white tailored suit that hugged her figure just right, her hair cascading in waves over her shoulders. But it was her eyes, sharp and penetrating, that captured me.
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She raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow as I offered her the fountain. “Do you honestly think I’d drink from that?” she scoffed, her voice dripping with disdain.

Before I could respond, she pulled out her phone, hitting the record button.

“Hey, guys, summer's here, and it's essential to hydrate!” she began, her tone instantly shifting to a chirpy one. Striking a pose with the fountain, water glistening as it streamed over her hand, she concluded her impromptu session with a pointed glare in my direction.

Flustered, I took a step back, watching as she strutted away, leaving me with a myriad of emotions–from frustration to awe. The world of Stylista was turning out to be far more challenging and vibrant than I had ever anticipated.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I had barely sat down to brainstorm my next piece, hoping to impress Julia, when Sarah's voice sliced through my thoughts.

"Someone wants to see you," she said, nodding at the massive figure looming at the doorway.

He had the build of a bodyguard–wide shoulders, square jaw, and an expression that gave away nothing. I felt a tremor of anxiety, wondering if this was some kind of intimidation tactic.

"Why?" I asked hesitantly.

He just stared, tilting his head towards the corridor, which I took as a silent command. Not knowing what to expect, I followed him to the grand fitting room.
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I'd never been inside the fitting room of Stylista, and it was breathtaking. Rows upon rows of clothes, from delicate silks to intricate laces, filled the expanse. The rich scent of leather, wool, and freshly pressed fabrics blended in the air, creating an aroma that was intoxicating.

At the far end, bathed in the golden light filtering through sheer drapes, stood Amber, wearing a plush bathrobe, engaged in what seemed like a friendly banter with Julia.

When Julia noticed me, her lips curved into a smirk.

"Ah, there you are. Isaac, this is Amber," she said, as though I wouldn’t recognize one of the world’s top supermodels. Her voice then took a sobering tone, "You're very fortunate. If it weren't for her, you'd be packing your things now."

My heart raced, a medley of gratitude and fear. Before I could articulate a response, Julia swept out of the room, leaving me alone with Amber Scarlett.

Feeling out of place and severely underdressed, I offered a shy introduction, but she barely acknowledged it. Instead, she took a slow drag from her slender cigarette, her gaze sizing me up, making me feel like I was being X-rayed.

"Yes," she exhaled, a cloud of smoke enveloping her, "I was right."

Confused, I ventured, "Right about what?"

She took a sip of her champagne, its bubbly effervescence providing a sharp contrast to her languid tone.

"We have almost identical proportions. I don't feel like working today. Julia told me about your... shortcomings as an editor, so I suggested you be of use in another way—like trying out the clothes for me."

I chuckled nervously, "But, I'm a guy."

She rolled her eyes, "They're just clothes. Today, you'll be my personal mannequin."

As if on cue, a vibrant woman with a tape measure draped around her neck approached us.

"This is Celia, the stylist," Amber introduced, returning to her magazine.

Celia was different. Her warm smile was the first genuinely kind gesture I'd encountered since joining the magazine.

"We'll be checking my style layouts," she explained, extending a rack filled with couture pieces towards me. Each garment was a masterpiece, from sequined gowns to tailored suits, an olfactory cocktail of silk, satin, and velvet.

With a sense of trepidation, I watched as Celia plucked a ruffled mini-skirt from the collection, its delicate fabric shimmering in the soft light. She handed it to me with a knowing grin, "Try this on."

The absurdity of the situation hit me. But seeing her friendly demeanor and recalling Amber’s role in my job salvation, I hesitated just for a moment before taking the plunge into the world of high fashion–albeit not in the way I had ever imagined.

I held the delicate ruffled skirt in my hands and awkwardly glanced around the opulent room.

"Um, where should I change?" I asked.

Celia and Amber exchanged glances, with Amber raising an amused eyebrow. "Right here," Celia replied, her tone implying that I should have known.

"It's just fashion. We don't really care. People walk in and out of this room naked all the time."

I hesitated, feeling the weight of their gazes. But, reminding myself of the unusual situation I was in, I began to slip off my pants, my cheeks reddening with every second. I could sense Amber's barely suppressed giggle, and it only made the situation more surreal.

The sensation of the skirt was unlike anything I'd felt before. The cool, silky fabric glided over my skin, creating a juxtaposition to the uncomfortable atmosphere. I tried to focus on the skirt's gentle embrace, its fabric's delicate rustle, and the soft, feathery touch as it settled on my thighs, but my mind was elsewhere.

Amber pursed her lips, making a sound of disapproval.
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"Nah," she declared.

Celia immediately fetched more options. I tried on an array of skirts–each more glamorous and intricate than the last. The light rustling of tulle, the smooth caress of silk, and the soft sheen of satin; each skirt was a symphony of textures, colors, and sensations.

But, with each try, Amber's frown deepened.

"There's something off," she mused.

Celia tilted her head, scrutinizing. "The colors, perhaps?"

But Amber, with that sharpness I was quickly realizing was her trademark, shook her head. Her eyes roamed over me, before stopping at my legs.

"No," she said slowly, an amused smirk playing on her lips, "It's the... monkey legs."

I blinked, taken aback by her bluntness. My legs, admittedly hairy, had never been an object of scrutiny or ridicule before.

"I'm not shaving my legs," I retorted, defiance creeping into my voice.

Amber tilted her head, a playful smile tugging at the corner of her lips.

"Look how hairy you are. Do you honestly believe it won't grow back?"

Celia interjected, "It'll give a better idea of the look. Trust the process, Isaac."

Cornered and desperate to fit in, I gave a reluctant nod. Celia rummaged through a luggage and began the process with utmost gentleness.

The scent of the shaving cream was fresh and minty, a stark contrast to the fragrant room. The coolness of the razor on my skin made me shiver, each stroke unveiling more of my pale skin. With every swipe, I felt more exposed, more vulnerable.

The hum of the room seemed louder, the bright lights more intense, the subtle laughter and whispers more poignant.

Amber seemed to be deriving an odd sort of amusement from the situation. Each glance, each giggle, heightened my awareness of the oddity of the moment. The sensation of the blade smoothly gliding over the contours of my calves, the ticklish feel of the foam, and the chill of the room against my newly bared skin–it all felt like a dream, or perhaps more accurately, a bizarre reality.

"There," Amber finally said, breaking my reverie.

"Supermodel legs." I could feel my face burning, whether from the compliment or the sheer ridiculousness of the situation, I wasn't sure.
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Once more, I slipped into the skirts, feeling a newfound lightness and elegance. The fabrics felt different against my newly smoothed skin, amplifying every texture, every sensation.

Amber watched with a discerning eye, occasionally murmuring approvals and critiques to Celia.

The day had taken a turn I could never have anticipated. From the majestic fitting room to the playful banter, from the delicate fabrics to the unexpected 'grooming' session, it was an induction into the world of fashion that I'd never forget.

"I have to head out," Amber announced, her voice breezy and nonchalant as she began to shrug off the plush bathrobe that had draped her frame. I instinctively averted my gaze, focusing intently on the pattern of the tiles beneath my feet.

But, through the periphery of my vision, I caught her fully naked—the golden hue of her skin and the sinuous grace with which she moved. My heart thudded a little louder in my chest, the heat rising to my cheeks.

Celia approached me, her manner always kind and business-like.

"Can I have your number?" she inquired, holding out a phone, likely for more of these fitting sessions. I obliged, trying to keep my voice steady, but my mind was elsewhere—Amber’s sinfully seductive body.

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as Amber slipped into casual attire, a soft cashmere sweater that hugged her torso, and well-fitted jeans that accentuated her long, lean legs. I was captivated, not just by her beauty, but by the sheer force of her presence, the confidence with which she carried herself.

"I don't want to see a single strand of stubble on your body next week," she said, her voice playfully stern, her eyes locked onto mine with a mischievous glint.

"See ya."

Her words jolted me, and I nodded, still blushing furiously. My emotions were a whirlwind: a mix of gratitude for the opportunity she'd given me, humiliation from the day's events, and an unexpected, burgeoning affection for the enigmatic Amber Scarlett.

Once the door closed behind her, I finally permitted myself to breathe fully, taking in the residual warmth she'd left behind. The room was filled with the symphony of clinking hangers and rustling fabrics, and somewhere, in the distance, I heard the soft murmur of conversation.

I gingerly picked up my own clothes, feeling the familiar textures against my fingertips. As I dressed, each movement made me keenly aware of the silkiness of my newly shaved legs. The sensation was odd, foreign, but not entirely unpleasant.

Once fully clothed, I sank into one of the plush armchairs scattered around the room. With nothing else pressing to attend to, I began to sift through stacks of old Stylista magazines. The glossy pages, filled with vibrant images and bold text, now seemed less intimidating.

I traced my fingers over the pages, appreciating the articles and the dedication behind them.

Yet, as engrossed as I was, my mind kept drifting back to Amber. The subtle curve of her lips as she'd teased me, the light in her eyes, the gentle timbre of her voice. I chastised myself internally.

This was Amber Scarlett, the very definition of untouchable. The woman I'd once dismissed with disdain now occupied my every thought.

I let my fingers slide over my newly smooth legs, the cool touch sending a shiver up my spine. It felt different, exposing in a way. But it also felt liberating, like shedding a layer of my old self.

I leaned back, closed my eyes, and inhaled deeply, trying to capture the scent of the room, of Amber, of this new world I was slowly becoming a part of.

The day's events replayed in my mind, and I found myself smiling–a genuine, unguarded smile. The world of fashion, with its quirks, its eccentricities, and its powerful personalities, was proving to be an adventure, one that I was unexpectedly eager to continue.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NIGHT PRESSED DOWN ON ME, heavy and unyielding. I could feel the soft embrace of the sheets around me, the gentle whisper of the fabric with every restless shift. The room was bathed in silvery moonlight, casting soft shadows that danced and swayed. But sleep remained elusive, my mind consumed by the day's events.

Images of Amber danced behind my closed eyelids. That wicked smile, those deep, probing eyes, the delicate curve of her jawline, and the playful lilt of her voice. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t shake her from my thoughts.

The very notion of her seemed to permeate the room—the sweet scent of her perfume still clung to my clothes, teasing and taunting me.

I stretched out a hand and grazed the smooth expanse of my freshly shaven leg. The sensation was unfamiliar, a cool glide of skin against skin. Memories of Amber’s playful jest, her insistence on hairlessness, flooded back. My heart fluttered, a deep warmth spreading from my chest.

Slipping out of bed, I made my way to the bathroom, the cold tiles sending a jolt up my feet. The room was washed in the pale glow of a single overhead light.
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I examined my face in the mirror, taking in the scruff that had started to form. The rough texture contrasted sharply with the softness of my legs. The realization struck like a lightning bolt—if I truly wanted to impress Amber, I needed to commit.

Drawing from a deep reservoir of newfound determination, I reached for my razor and shaving cream. The scent was rich and masculine, filling the room. The cream felt cool and tingling on my skin, foaming up as I spread it over my face. With each stroke of the razor, I felt a layer of my old self-peeling away.

Emboldened, I turned my attention to my chest, a veritable forest of hair. The thought of Amber's teasing words, her gentle mockery, propelled me forward. The razor glided over my chest, leaving behind a path of smooth, exposed skin. The sensation was oddly liberating.

Next came the underarms, then the arms, and so forth. With each sweep, each strip of bare skin, I felt lighter, freer. The soft hum of the razor was a constant companion, a reassuring presence in the stillness of the night.

Hours seemed to pass, the room filled with the rhythmic dance of shaving, rinsing, and toweling off. I was thorough, meticulous, ensuring not a single hair remained. Finally, exhausted but satisfied, I stepped back and admired my handiwork.

The reflection that stared back was one of rebirth, of transformation. The smooth expanse of my skin glowed in the dim light, a reflection of my dedication. I ran a hand over my face, marveling at the change.

Crawling back into bed, I nestled under the sheets, feeling their caress against my newly shaven body. As I drifted into a deep, peaceful slumber, thoughts of Amber filled my dreams. Her voice, her laughter, and the promise of a new day to come.

The sharp morning light filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Stylista’s office, casting an ethereal glow over the room. The chatter of keyboards, the rhythmic clatter of heels on the polished marble floor, and the soft hum of the overhead lights all came together in a harmonious symphony of daily hustle.

I felt the soft touch of my dress shirt against my freshly shaven face, and the cool air on my exposed neck, creating an invigorating sensation.

Sarah's desk was a sea of pastel notes, each one adorned with meticulously written tasks. As I walked past, she looked up from her magazine, her glasses reflecting the bright screen of her computer.

"Isaac," she said, her voice dripping with feigned surprise, "you look... different. Younger, definitely." The words danced off her lips, dripping with a sweetness I had never heard from her before.

I smirked, "Thanks, Sarah. Clean shave does wonders, doesn’t it?”

As I settled into my desk, the array of articles waiting to be edited seemed to tower over me. I could still hear Julia's stern voice echoing in my ears, instructing me not to editorialize, to merely fix typos. But as I scanned through the first article, my mind kept drifting, each line blurring into thoughts of Amber.

The smell of her perfume, that delicate blend of rose and jasmine, seemed to envelop me, even though she was nowhere near. My fingers grazed the smoothness of my own skin, reminiscent of our unexpected encounter the day before.

Lost in thought, the soft chime of my desk phone jolted me back to reality.

"Julia wants to see you," Sarah's voice echoed, soft yet commanding.

The walk to Julia’s office felt like traversing a runway. The vast expanse of the office seemed to stretch indefinitely, and I felt an unfamiliar bounce in my step, empowered by the change in my appearance.

Her office door, grand and imposing, opened to reveal her, who sat in her plush chair, her sharp eyes scanning some designs.

As I entered, her gaze met mine. Her usually stern face was momentarily replaced by a hint of a smile, quickly suppressed. "Isaac," she began, her voice smooth like velvet, "I must admit, I didn't recognize you at first. Impressive."

I tilted my head, a small smirk forming, "Thank you, Julia. Amber asked me to shave.”

She leaned back, her perfectly manicured fingers tapping rhythmically on her desk. The scent of her rich mahogany desk mixed with the soft aroma of her tea, creating an intoxicating blend.

"Amber spoke highly of you,” she remarked, her tone slightly warmer.

“Said you were... helpful."
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I felt a rush of warmth, "Really? That's good to hear."

She nodded, her earrings catching the light, "Yes, but it doesn’t end there, Celia will be coming by later for another fitting session. Be prepared."

The day’s work became a blur. The touch of the paper, the soft click of the keyboard, and the vibrant hues of the fashion spreads all merged into a hazy backdrop.

Moments later, the burger’s taste was dancing delightfully on my tongue during my break. I was midway through savoring my lunch when Sarah, in her typical no-nonsense demeanor, whisked the burger out of my hand and into the nearby trash bin.

"What the hell!?" I exclaimed, my voice echoing with disbelief.

She shot me a look of annoyance. "Amber's here," she said crisply, emphasizing the last word.

"But I thought it was just Celia today?"

She rolled her eyes dramatically. "Life's full of surprises. Now go brush your teeth and fix that hair. You look like you've been caught in a windstorm."

Bewildered, I raced to the restroom. The cold water from the faucet splashed on my face, the chill refreshing and grounding me. I brushed hastily, the minty taste of the toothpaste replacing the remnants of my discarded lunch.

As I inspected myself in the mirror, the florescent lights reflected the tiny specks in my irises. I ran my fingers through my hair, attempting to give it a semblance of order.

With every step towards the fitting room, my heart raced, and a dizzying cocktail of excitement and nervousness consumed me. The soft, luxurious carpet underfoot muffled my steps, contrasting the steady thumping of my heart.

As I approached the fitting room, a soft haze of floral and musk greeted me-Amber's signature scent. The room was a riot of colors and fabrics. Silken gowns hung alongside structured suits, and bejeweled accessories sparkled from every corner. It felt like I had walked into a treasure trove, the air thick with anticipation and the promise of glamour.

I saw her then, in the middle of the room, looking every bit the diva she was. Dressed in a soft lavender dress that hugged her form and flowed down in gentle waves, she looked ethereal. Her hair cascaded down her shoulders, and her skin glowed, reflecting the soft lighting of the room.

Celia was beside her, holding a series of outfits, her face illuminated in concentration. The rich fabric rustled as she moved them around, deciding on the sequence for the trials.

Amber looked up, and our eyes locked. A playful smirk danced on her lips.

"Isaac," she drawled, "You look… better!"

The air was thick with tension, but it was the good kind. The kind you read about in romance novels, electrifying and undeniable.

"I... I was told you wouldn't be here," I stammered, trying to maintain my composure.

She chuckled, the sound melodic and light, "And miss the opportunity to see you in action again? Never."

I blushed, the warmth spreading from my cheeks to the tips of my ears. I could feel the eyes of everyone in the room on me. The rustle of fabrics, the hushed conversations, and the soft music playing in the background became a distant blur.

Amber's comment was playful, but I sensed an undercurrent of sincerity. The dynamics had shifted since our last encounter, and although I was yet to decode it fully, I felt a surge of hope.

The soft, muted lighting of the fitting room was deceptive, cloaking everything in a glow that should have been comforting. But when Celia pulled out the delicate, lace-lined intimates, my comfort evaporated instantly.

There was a stark contrast between the sturdy, masculine garments I was used to and these fragile, feminine pieces.

Amber caught my apprehensive gaze. "Come on, Isaac," she purred, her eyes glinting mischievously. Her voice was a seductive whisper, but it carried in the room's stillness, "Do it for me, pretty please... I still have some portrait shots to do."

The fabric, soft as gossamer, seemed to beckon, its intricate patterns promising a world of sensual experiences. Its scent, subtly fragrant, teased my senses, creating a heady mix with Amber's perfume.

Feeling like a deer caught in headlights, I found myself nodding, ready to surrender to her charm.

As I gingerly began to sort through the selections, the sound of laughter and animated chatter signaled a new entry. A group of models sauntered in, each more stunning than the last. Their skin, varying shades of mahogany and porcelain, looked luminous under the room's lights.
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"Isaac, meet Mia and Tasha," Amber said, introducing the new arrivals. Mia, with her almond-shaped eyes and sleek black hair, gave me a knowing smile, while Tasha, with her statuesque frame and deep chocolate skin, flashed a grin that lit up the room.

The three of them had an undeniable chemistry, exuding a heady mix of charm and confidence. Their laughter, rich and infectious, filled the room, contrasting starkly with the soft rustle of satin and lace.

As I slipped into the first piece, the sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced. The silk and lace felt cool against my freshly shaven skin, making me hyper-aware of every inch it covered. I felt both vulnerable and empowered, a paradox I hadn't anticipated.

Amber and her fellow models, though playful, were consummate professionals. They moved with a grace that made everything seem effortless, their gestures and expressions shifting seamlessly with every click of the camera.

Each lingerie piece transported me to a new realm. Some made me feel bold and audacious, while others cloaked me in an air of delicate mystery. The cool silk, the teasing lace, the constriction, and freedom—it was an intimate dance of sensations.

Amber occasionally threw me glances that ranged from appreciative to teasing. Mia and Tasha, in their playful way, kept cracking jokes, lightening the atmosphere and helping me relax.

Through it all, Celia was a pillar of support. Her gentle guidance, combined with her impeccable sense of style, made the process smoother. Her touch was reassuring, always making sure I was comfortable, adjusting a strap here or fixing a hem there.

At one point, Tasha whispered something in Mia's ear, eliciting a giggle from her. "What's so funny?" I asked, curiosity piqued.

Mia grinned, "We're just admiring your commitment, Isaac. Not everyone would be this dedicated to their job."

I couldn’t help but chuckle, "Well, when you’re in the company of such stunning women, it's hard not to be inspired."

The day was a symphony of sights, sounds, and sensations. The room's ambient music, the models' laughter, the flash of cameras, the swish of fabrics, the soft compliments, and playful banter all merged to create an experience that was overwhelming yet exhilarating.

The shoot had been progressing seamlessly, or so I thought, until Amber abruptly halted her poised poses. A sense of urgency etched her face as she whispered to Mia and Tasha. Their glances darted toward me, expressions filled with a mixture of amusement and intrigue.

"Isaac," Mia began, her voice dripping with a hint of mischief, "this is wrong, all wrong."

Confused, I followed Tasha's gaze down to my midsection. It took me a second to register what they were referring to—the undeniable bulge of my penis under the delicate fabric. I felt a heat rush to my face, embarrassment flooding me.

Tasha leaned in, her voice animated.

"You know, I've been to a few drag shows. And, well, there's this thing they do... called 'tucking.'"

Mia chimed in with a playful nudge, "Yeah, it helps present the clothes better without... distractions."

Amidst their banter, poor Celia seemed utterly mortified, her hands fluttering nervously, clearly out of her depth with this unexpected turn of events. And there I was, center stage, feeling like I was trapped in some absurd comedy sketch.

Amber, with a personality that could be described with the word spearhead, sighed dramatically. "Ugh, fine!" She strode over, and before I could react, she deftly reached behind my member.

"I've heard this might hurt a bit," she warned just a fraction of a second too late. With a swift pull and adjustment, she managed to tuck me and secure the lingerie over it.

"Ouch!" The sensation was sudden and sharp. I wasn’t prepared for the sting or the bizarre feeling of being, well, rearranged.

Amber stepped back, admiring her handiwork.

"There you go! Much better!" she declared triumphantly.
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The room was filled with giggles, the atmosphere light despite the awkwardness of the moment. I tried to laugh along, although it came out more as a pained chuckle.

From there on, the session became a whirlwind of fabrics, patterns, and fittings. Tasha, Mia, and Amber took turns playing dress-up with me, each item more elaborate than the last. There were fishnet stockings that prickled my freshly shaved legs, corsets that cinched and restricted my breath, and satin pieces that felt cool and luxurious against my skin.

As each piece was draped, laced, or strapped onto me, there was a running commentary.

Tasha, pulling up a set of stockings said, "Hold still, Isaac. You're wiggling too much!"

Mia, adjusting a corset added, "Breathe in! No, wait, don’t breathe at all."

Amber, as she fit a garter concluded, "Almost there. You're looking fantastic!"

Despite the playful mood, the scents of various perfumes, the rustle of delicate fabrics, the soft murmurs and giggles, and the intimate touches all combined to make the experience surreal. The cool touch of silk, the restrictive embrace of a corset, the tingling sensation of lace against the skin—it was a sensory overload.

But amidst the frenzy, there was a camaraderie forming. Each playful jab, every cheeky comment, the shared laughter—they were all threads weaving a tapestry of newfound friendship.

By the end of it all, draped in layers of satin, lace, and silk, I felt oddly transformed—not just outwardly, but internally too. Here, amidst these strong, confident women, I discovered a side of myself I hadn't known existed.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE DAYS SINCE AMBER'S LAST APPEARANCE at Stylista had grown long. The office still buzzed with activity, but to me, it felt eerily silent. Each morning, I'd find myself anticipating her sudden entrances—those whirlwind moments when she'd stride in, bringing with her a contagious energy.

But three days had gone by, and the hallways remained Amber-less.

While editing another piece, I grazed my chin—lost in thought, but I was soon caught off guard by the rough stubble that met them. Was it really only three days' growth? It felt like an eternity.

Remembering how Amber had once commented on my clean-shaven look, I decided to freshen up.

The Stylista bathroom, with its gleaming marble counters and soft, flattering lights, was always an oasis. I ran the water, letting its warmth engulf my hands. The familiar scent of my shaving cream, mingling with the steam, brought a sense of comfort.

Every glide of the razor, every patch of stubble being wiped away, felt therapeutic—a sort of cleansing of both my face and my burgeoning anxieties.

Upon finishing, I stared at my reflection. The man staring back was fresh-faced, but his eyes hinted at a myriad of emotions: hope, yearning, uncertainty. My hand hovered over my pocket, contemplating reaching out to Celia for any inkling about Amber's whereabouts.

But as much as I wanted to, a nagging thought held me back. What if I came across as just another obsessed fan?

After all, Amber probably had scores of people vying for her attention. I didn’t want to be lumped in with them. Sighing, I decided against it.

Needing a breather, I made my way out of the Stylista building. The streets of the city greeted me with their usual cacophony. The hum of traffic, distant chatter, and the faint melodies of buskers echoed around. I could taste the city's mixture of exhaust fumes and tantalizing food scents, but today, I craved something familiar and comforting.
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Almost instinctively, my feet carried me to my new favorite dollar-slice pizza store nestled a stone's throw away. The warmth inside the store was in stark contrast to the crispness of the outdoors. The scent of melting cheese, freshly baked crust, and tangy marinara sauce was intoxicating.

"Hey, Isaac! The usual?" Tony, the store owner, greeted me with a jovial nod.

"Yeah, thanks," I replied, my mouth watering in anticipation.

While waiting, my mind once again drifted to Amber. Every sound, every sensation seemed to link back to her.

Soon after, with my slice in hand, I found a corner spot by the window. The gooey cheese stretched with each bite, and the flavors burst forth—a harmonious blend of tang, salt, and sweetness. Yet, as delectable as it was, my thoughts kept veering back to her.

Why had she not returned?

Was she alright?

These questions played on loop in my mind.

Savoring the last bites of my pizza, my senses were flooded by the tantalizing blend of tomato sauce and melted cheese, the slightly tangy aroma of oregano teasing my nose. The symphony of flavors and scents was interrupted by another familiar fragrance—a subtle, yet unmistakably luxurious perfume.

Before I could pinpoint its origin, a shadow loomed before me, and a voice, muffled by a hoodie and shades, whispered, "Don't make a sound."

My heart leapt, both from surprise and recognition. As the figure lowered her shades, those piercing eyes, even partly veiled, were unmistakable. "Amber?" I stammered.

With a grin, she slid into the booth across from me.

"I love the pizza here," she admitted, her voice a hushed whisper, "But I can't have people watching me eat. I've got a million-dollar gym contract."

I blinked in astonishment. The model world was full of complexities I'd yet to fathom.

"So... want me to order for you?" I offered, eager to prolong our unexpected encounter.

Her eyes lit up, "Three slices of all-cheese and a Coke Zero."

I couldn't help but raise an eyebrow at her order, having imagined someone of her stature would opt for a lighter, perhaps salad-centric meal. But her choice was an immediate reminder that there was so much about Amber I didn't know.

As soon as I got back to our table, I couldn't help but marvel at the sight of Amber, the international model, eagerly pulling the plate toward her, devouring her slices with the enthusiasm of a coyote after its prey.
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Her pleasure was evident in every bite, "Mmmm... this is the life," she purred contentedly.

The sight was heartwarming. Here, away from the flashing cameras and scrutinizing eyes, she was just another person, indulging in life's simple joys.

She caught me watching her and chuckled, "It's liberating, eating without the world judging every bite."

I nodded, taking in her relaxed demeanor.

"You know, I've always wanted to have my own clothing brand," she mused, wiping her mouth. The dim light reflected off her glossy lips as she spoke.

The admission caught me off-guard. "Really?"

She nodded, her passion evident. "Yeah. Clothes that fit everyone. Thin, chubby, short, tall—everyone. I'm sick of representing a false dream. I don't work out like they think I do. I'm naturally like this," she gestured to her slender form, "And I eat like a pig."

Her words resonated with me, painting a vivid picture of an industry rife with illusions and unrealistic expectations. The crusty feel of the pizza in my hand, the soft hum of conversations around us, and the distant scent of oregano seemed to fade as I was drawn into her revelation.

She continued, "There are so many styles that look stunning on everyone. It's never about the body; it's all about the fitting. The right cut, the right fabric—it can transform anyone."

I looked at her, truly seeing her for the first time.

"You know, I initially thought you were... you know, shallow," I admitted sheepishly.

She laughed, a rich, melodious sound that made the hairs on my neck stand up.

"Ugh, that's what everyone thinks. But beneath this," she gestured to herself, "is a girl who just loves pizza and wants the world to feel good in their clothes."

Our conversation flowed effortlessly from there and it felt like we’d known each other for many years.

As our conversation veered into the territories of favorite books, childhood memories, and bizarre food combinations, I found myself more captivated by her with every shared word. The way she described the crispy texture of deep-fried tarantulas from her travels, or the salty tang of the ocean during her impromptu midnight swims, was simply enchanting.

"What's your favorite color when the sun sets?" I found myself asking.

She chuckled, a sound reminiscent of wind chimes, "Depends on the mood. But I love the hazy purple right when day meets night. It's mysterious yet calming."

Her fingers danced in the air, painting the shade she was describing. Her voice had this soft quality to it, like silk running through fingers.

Every answer, every shared anecdote, was a revelation. And as the weight of my admiration grew heavier, I felt a strange compulsion—a need to be close, to know more. Taking a deep breath, tasting the hint of garlic and cheese still lingering, I blurted, "Would you go out with me? Like, on a date?"

Her eyes widened, clearly taken aback. There was a pregnant pause as she processed my boldness.

"Well," she started, her voice carrying a hint of caution, "okay. But there's something you should know."

I raised an eyebrow, curious and slightly anxious. "What is it?"

She leaned in, her scent—a blend of roses and something more earthy—filling my nostrils.

"I can't be seen out with guys. The tabloids link me to every man I'm seen with. My image... it's delicate."

My heart sank, but I tried to muster optimism.

"Maybe you could disguise yourself? We could be careful."

She shook her head, her soft locks dancing with the motion. "No. The paparazzi are like hawks. They recognize my silhouette, my walk, my gestures. Even a mask wouldn't fool them."

Then, with a mischievous glint in her eye that seemed to challenge and tease all at once, she declared, "I'll go out with you... if you dress up like a girl."
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I choked on my breath, "What!? You're joking, right?"

She smirked, "Take it or leave it."

Bewildered, I weighed the gravity of her proposition against the allure of spending more time with her. And then, perhaps driven by spontaneity or sheer madness, I agreed, "Okay, fine. I'll do it."

A triumphant smile played on her lips, and before I could react, she planted a soft kiss on my cheek, her lips warm and leaving a trail of tingles. The world seemed to blur and spin for a few seconds.

As I tried to compose myself, she stood up, her heels clicking against the floor, signaling her departure.

"See you soon," she winked.

I watched her walk away, lost in a whirlwind of emotions. It was only when I returned to my senses that I noticed a card on the table. Embossed in gold were her contact details and the scent of her perfume still lingered on it, a tantalizing reminder of the enigma that was Amber.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE SENSE OF GIDDY EXCITEMENT fluttered in my chest like the wings of a trapped butterfly. With Amber’s daring challenge before me, thoughts flooded my mind on how to embody the female form convincingly. I was slender, yes, but I was tall and I sounded like I belonged to the baritone row of a choir.

How was I going to pull this off?

At my desk, my fingers danced over the keyboard, entering my queries into Google. There were a myriad of suggestions, but one book in particular caught my eye–The Girly Guide 2 by Lilly Lustwood and Nikki Crescent. I skimmed through pages upon pages of the ebook preview, but the costs of wigs, makeup, and clothing only mounted in my mind.
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Rubbing my temples, the cogs in my brain began turning, and an 'Aha!' moment struck like lightning. The Stylista closet. That cavernous space packed with clothes from countless photoshoots.

"Sarah," I began tentatively, making my way to her desk. Her blue eyeshadow caught the overhead lights, giving her a more imposing aura.

"Can I borrow some clothing from the Stylista closet?"

She raised an eyebrow, eyes narrowing suspiciously. "For what?"

I tried to maintain a casual tone. "I heard employees can borrow stuff."

Her eyes widened. "Oh! So, you've decided to finally belong!" She sprang from her chair, her earlier reticence replaced by eagerness. Leading me towards the closet, it dawned on me how massive the place truly was.

It felt like entering a high-end department store, with rails upon rails of clothing. She began enthusiastically pulling out male office wear–blazers, trousers, shirts–a tornado of fabric surrounding us.

Feeling overwhelmed, I blurted, "I need female clothes."

She froze, staring at me with wide eyes. "What the hell?"

I hesitated, swallowing hard. Sarah, for all her gruff exterior, wasn’t someone you’d want to willingly divulge secrets to. But, I couldn't back down.

"It's for my sister," I lied, my heart pounding, "She's got a date, a first date."

Her demeanor transformed in a blink. The cold glint in her eyes was replaced by a warm, nostalgic glimmer. "Oh, young love," she sighed wistfully, "Something I missed out on."

Relief washed over me. The hard part was over, or so I thought. She started asking about sizes and dimensions.

"How tall is she? What's her dress size?"

"Erm… like me," I replied, "As tall as me, and well... similar build."

She looked me up and down, eyebrows raised. "Wow, she must be quite the figure. Alright, let's see what we can find."

The scent of perfumes and textiles filled the air as we ventured deeper into the closet. I touched the soft materials, feeling silk, satin, and velvety textures. Sarah handed me dresses of various lengths and colors, with sequins that reflected the soft light of the closet.

She'd pick up a pair of shoes and ask, "What's her shoe size? Oh wait, let me guess... like yours?"

I'd nod, trying not to let my nerves show. She chose a few bags and accessories, discussing how certain colors went well together. I marveled at her unexpected expertise and her willingness to help.

Every time she handed me a new item, the rustling of clothes and the soft thud of shoes being placed in my basket echoed. There was a distinct click-clack sound of her heels against the marble floors, guiding me through the maze of the closet.

Occasionally, I'd get a whiff of different perfumes and colognes, a heady mix that made me feel slightly light-headed. Sarah, engrossed in her mission, would sometimes chuckle or sigh, sharing stories of her younger days and the dates she wished she'd been on.

It was bizarre, the bond forming between us. A moment of understanding, perhaps, bridging the gap that had always existed.

"Here," she finally said, handing me a delicate, beaded clutch, "She might like this."

I took it from her, feeling its weight in my hand. "Thank you, Sarah," I said, feeling strangely grateful.

She just winked, her earlier coolness a distant memory. "Anything for love."
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“How about wigs? Do we have wigs?” I queried—knowing how expensive they were based on my earlier research.

She raised an eyebrow once more and paused. “Why would your sister need a wig?”

“Well, erm… how can I explain this?” I said slowly—to buy time for a smart excuse.

“She has alopecia,” I said—feeling the guilt emanating from my recitation. It wasn’t the smartest excuse to use but Sarah’s eyes were darting at me.

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” she said—a gentle shift on her tone.

With a basket filled with outfits, shoes, and accessories, I headed back to my desk, my heart still fluttering, but now for a different reason.

My date with Amber, and the surprise transformation it entailed, was becoming all the more real. And with Sarah unexpectedly on my side, I felt a little less alone in the whole charade—however, I still needed to buy makeup from the drugstore.

After my shift, the cold glow of my phone’s screen displayed the numbers that would either make or break my ambitious plan. Only 20 days left before my next paycheck, and the digits in my bank account weren't doing me any favors.

The scent of paper bills and metallic coins were distant memories; my digital bank account, while convenient, offered no comforting tactile sensation.

I shifted my gaze to the weighty watch on my wrist. A Rolex, but not just any Rolex—it was the last tangible connection I had to my dad. The leather band was soft from years of wear, and I could still smell the faint scent of his cologne.

Each tick of its hands whispered stories of the past, of memories shared and moments lost. Selling it was unthinkable. Yet, the thought of approaching my mom about money for a date felt equally distressing. I'd never lied to her, but this... this was a different kind of truth.

The setting sun painted the city in hues of orange and pink as I stepped into the world of pawnshops. The bell above the door tinkled softly as I entered, and the musty scent of old furniture, books, and aged electronics engulfed me. The space was crowded with memories of many people's lives, items they once cherished now waiting for new owners.

Behind the counter stood a man with greying hair, his gaze measuring each customer that walked in.

"Can I help you?" he asked, eyes dropping to the Rolex as I placed it on the glass counter.

"It's a Rolex," I stated, my voice unsteady.

He took the watch, examining it under the light. The sharp click of the magnifying glass retracting broke the silence.

"Best I can do is $3,000."

I blinked, "But it's a Rolex."

"That's all we can afford," he shrugged.

With a heavy heart, I replied, "Okay, but I'm coming back for it. Remember this face." His nonchalant nod was hardly reassuring, but the weight of the bills in my hand offered a temporary comfort.

Moments later, I entered the drugstore, its bright fluorescent lights accentuating every detail. My eyes darted across rows of makeup products, each more bewildering than the last. From a distance, I could hear the soft whispers and muffled giggles of salesladies. I could feel their eyes on me, their shared perfume notes tickling my nostrils. My discomfort was palpable.

A saleslady approached, her name tag glinting, "Marian." With a friendly, "How can I help you?" she broke the ice.

My cheeks warmed, the store's cool air no match for my embarrassment. The decision to pawn my father's watch was a rabbit hole I'd dived headfirst into, and there was no turning back. I explained my situation, omitting the specifics about Amber.

Her eyes sparkled with mischief and excitement, "Oh my god, this sounds like something straight out of a movie. Let me work my magic on you. By the time I'm done, you'll be the hottest girl in the city."

She began with a light touch on my face, her fingertips cool and reassuring. "You have such smooth skin," she marveled. "And not a trace of facial hair! Plus, look at the shape of your face—it’s so delicate. Almost... feminine."

I felt a blush creep up my cheeks, not expecting the compliments.

"Thank you," I mumbled, taken aback.

She held up a palette of colors against my pale skin, deep in thought.

"With your complexion and those deep brown eyes," she began, eyes scanning the array of options before her, "We'd need something warm, perhaps earth tones? And a little shimmer wouldn’t hurt."

She began her work, explaining each step, every product she applied. The brush's soft bristles felt like butterfly wings against my skin, and the fragrance of the makeup—a blend of floral, earthy, and something uniquely cosmetic—enveloped us.

The cool, creamy texture of the foundation, the light tickle of the mascara wand, the subtle scent of the lip gloss—each detail was a journey of discovery.

She stood back, admiring her work. I looked into the mirror, eyes widening. The reflection showed a version of me I'd never seen, more delicate, features enhanced yet subtly so.

"Is that... me?" I stammered

She grinned, proud. "Yes, yes, that’s you. But wait, we're not done, right?" she said—pointing at the peeking wig from my slightly opened backpack.

I reached into my bag, pulling out the wig borrowed from the Stylista closet. Holding it up, the wavy brown locks shimmered, catching the light.

"This," I said, "I don’t know how to wear."

Her eyes sparkled with excitement. "Let’s get it on you."

She helped adjust the wig, ensuring it sat perfectly. The strands felt soft against my skin, the weight of it unfamiliar yet comforting. Together, we looked into the mirror.
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The transformation was astounding—from Isaac to a beautiful, elegant woman.

The ambient sounds of the drugstore faded as we took a moment, both lost in the reflection. The air around us seemed to shimmer with possibilities, each particle holding a piece of the magic we'd just created. This was me, yet not me. But in that instance, it felt exactly like where I was meant to be.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE BRIGHTNESS OF SATURDAY afternoon poured through the curtains, dust motes dancing in lazy spirals. An overwhelming aroma of spring and freedom wafted in, the world outside beckoning with its myriad of possibilities.

But inside, my world was a cyclone of nerves and trepidation. The weight of expectation pressed down on me like a wet blanket, each tick of the clock amplifying my anxiety. 7 pm. The Mark. It sounded so simple on paper, yet the reality felt like a mountain I was unprepared to climb.

I'd always been a man of books and lectures, theories and hypotheses. But here, in the realm of practical execution, I found myself as lost as a sailor in a desert. I felt the pressure on my chest, that knot in the pit of my stomach. Taking a deep breath, I could taste the metallic twinge of anticipation on my tongue.
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The soft hum of the bathroom lights greeted me as I entered, a chorus of luminance ready to bear witness to my metamorphosis. First, the shaving. The cool, minty scent of the shaving cream enveloped me as I applied it generously, relishing its smooth texture between my fingers.

Each glide of the razor was deliberate, the sharp sensation a grounding reminder of the reality of the situation. Each stroke revealed clearer skin, a canvas ready for Marian's teachings to manifest.

The shower came next. I felt the water's embrace, starting tepid, then growing warmer until it kissed every inch of my skin, enveloping me in its liquid caress.

The scent of mint shampoo wafted through the steam, mingling with the citrus notes of my body wash. Each droplet that coursed down felt like a mini baptism, a cleanse before my impending rebirth.

Emerging from the water's cocoon, I tackled the next challenge—ensuring hairlessness. The fresh and clean shaving cream’s scent was oddly comforting, a juxtaposition to the slight sting that came with each accidental razor cut. The sensation, though momentarily painful, was a rite of passage I was willing to undergo. Every hair removed was a step closer to my guise.

Drying off, the soft fabric of the towel felt almost therapeutic against my freshly smooth skin. Dressing was the next ordeal.

The delicacy of lingerie was something I'd never truly understood until I held it. A whisper of fabric so sheer and soft, it felt almost nonexistent between my fingers. Slipping into it was both foreign and oddly intimate.

The lacy texture grazed my skin, leaving a tingling trail of goosebumps in its wake. With every adjustment and tuck, the scents of fresh linen and light perfume from the Stylista closet met my nose, an olfactory reminder of the task ahead.

Tucking was a hurdle I hadn't fully anticipated. Standing in front of the mirror, the cool tiles beneath my feet, I battled with my anatomy. It was a test of patience and determination, a balancing act between comfort and appearance. A few deep breaths later, and several adjustments, the reflection staring back at me was smoother, more streamlined.

"Alright, Isaac," I murmured to myself, summoning strength.

"One step at a time."

I reached for the makeup that I bought from the drugstore, each product a tool in the intricate art I was about to attempt. The smell of foundation, earthy and slightly chemical, wafted up as I uncapped it. The cool sensation of the liquid on my fingers followed by the smooth glide across my face felt oddly therapeutic.

My mind played back Marian's voice, guiding me with each brushstroke.

"Blending is the key," she had said. The soft bristles danced on my skin, a tactile ballet merging colors and blurring edges. The palette of earth tones seemed to melt and mold to my complexion, giving warmth to my pale face. The taste of lip gloss, sweet and a tad sticky, marked the near completion of my transformation.

Pulling on the dress felt like stepping into another world. The material flowed around me, a cascade of deep pink that rustled softly with each movement. There was a power in its elegance, a sense of confidence I'd never anticipated.

The stockings came next, their fine mesh sliding up my legs like a second skin. I made sure that I gently did it—remembering how Celia once guided me to avoid tearing it apart. Shortly after, each delicate thread shimmered in the dim light, casting a subtle sheen on my now smooth legs.

Heels were the final touch. A test of balance and poise. As I stepped into them, I could hear the soft click of the buckle, and the world seemed to rise up to meet me. My heightened vantage point gave a new perspective, one of elegance and vulnerability all at once.

Finally, the wig. I took a moment to marvel at its silky texture, letting the long wavy strands run through my fingers. As it settled on my head, a sensation of completeness washed over me. The transformation was nearly complete.

Standing fully dressed, I faced the mirror once more. The figure staring back was unfamiliar yet oddly comforting. I had sculpted this version of myself, and though the process was foreign, I found myself enjoying each revelation, each discovery.
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"I did it," I whispered, a hint of pride touching my voice.

Though not as expert as Marian's handiwork, the reflection was undeniably beautiful.

Navigating the apartment in heels was an adventure all on its own. With each tentative step, the click-clack of stilettos on hardwood echoed through the room. I could feel the pressure building on the balls of my feet, the pinch at my toes, and that constant sensation of being on the brink of toppling over. The warm scent of polished wood filled the air as I teetered and wobbled, each step a risky dance.

A stumble, a close call with the edge of a coffee table, and a muttered curse later, the realization was glaringly clear: this was a disaster waiting to happen.

I let out a sigh, the taste of mild frustration on my lips. As much as I wanted to embrace the full experience, I wasn't ready to break a leg over it. Switching to a familiar and safe pair of white sneakers, I felt an immediate sense of relief—the warm, soft canvas encasing my feet like a comforting embrace.

Placing the heels carefully in a chic tote bag that Sarah had so generously lent me, I headed out. The city sounds welcomed me—the distant hum of cars, chatter of pedestrians, and the unique melody of urban life.

The sensation of being watched wasn't new, but the nature of the gazes certainly was. Men on the sidewalks shot appreciative glances, some with smiles that held more than a hint of flirtation. I could feel my cheeks heating up, the unfamiliar weight of their attention pressing down.

But my heart and eyes were set on Amber, the enigmatic supermodel who had set this entire escapade into motion.

A sudden honk pulled me from my reverie. Navigating the city as a tall woman was proving to be a challenge. The aroma of roasted chestnuts from a nearby stand wafted through the air, blending with the exhaust fumes of the traffic jam ahead. Anxiety bubbled up as I realized I was running late.

Fumbling for my phone, I shot off a quick text to Amber. "Stuck in traffic. I promise I'm on my way!"

The cab finally pulled up in front of The Mark, its ritzy façade a testament to luxury and opulence. As I stepped out, the flash of cameras momentarily blinded me. The paparazzi were here, always hunting for their next story. Among them, I caught a glimpse of Amber, seated gracefully on a lounger.

Her eyes widened in surprise, and for a split second, everything seemed to pause.

Determined to make an entrance, I retrieved the heels from the tote and slipped them on. The world shifted slightly, my perspective altered by a few inches. Taking a deep breath, I began to walk toward her.

But just as I was getting into a rhythm, disaster struck in the form of an unseen crack in the pavement. I stumbled, the ground rushing up to meet me.

Before I knew it, Amber was by my side, helping me back to my feet with a giggle. "Now you know," she said, her eyes twinkling with amusement, "it's not easy being a model."

Catching my breath, I grinned, slightly embarrassed.

"I never doubted it for a second."

As we settled into our seats, a comfortable silence enveloped us. Our glances met, and it was clear that we were both seeing each other in a new light.
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"You look... stunning," she remarked, her voice soft with genuine admiration.

Blushing, I returned the compliment, "You always look breathtaking, Amber. But tonight? You're ethereal."

She smiled, her cheeks tinted a lovely shade of rose, and for a moment, amidst the glittering ambiance of The Mark, everything felt just perfect.

Soon after, Amber's grip on my wrist was surprising and firm. "Let's go to the women's bathroom," she whispered, her voice carrying a hint of mischief.

"I need to touch up my makeup. You should, too."

I blinked in surprise, feeling the warmth of her hand on mine.

"But Amber... it's the women's bathroom."

She smirked, a playful glint in her eyes.

"Well, you're a woman now, aren't you?" She paused, casting a glance over the mostly empty lounge.

"Besides, hardly anyone's there right now."

Before I could respond, she was leading me toward the elegantly signposted door, my heart pounding like a trapped bird against my ribs. The very idea of entering such a space, despite my current appearance, filled me with a nervous excitement.

Inside, the bathroom was a sanctuary of marble and gold accents, emanating a soft, warm glow. The air was filled with the scent of luxurious soaps and fragrances, a heady mix of roses and jasmine that made my senses swim.

Amber immediately set her clutch on the countertop, pulling out a sleek tube of lipstick. With practiced ease, she reapplied the deep crimson shade, her lips parting slightly as she concentrated. The sight was oddly mesmerizing; the simple act exuding a level of intimacy I hadn't expected.

Suddenly, she turned the lock, sealing us in. My breath caught, the situation's gravity settling heavily upon me. There we stood, two figures reflected in the ornate mirror, the silence palpable.

Her fingers delicately held the lipstick as she approached me with a sultry look.

"I think you need some lipstick, too," she murmured, her voice dripping with intent.

My heartbeat echoed loudly in my ears, a rhythmic drum accompanying the anticipation building between us. But instead of the lipstick meeting my lips, it was hers.

Warm and soft, they pressed against mine, leaving a tingling sensation and the taste of cherries. The kiss deepened, becoming more insistent, a mingling of passion and longing.

Her fingers traced the line of my jaw, moving down my neck, sending shivers cascading down my spine. I could feel the heat rising between us, the world beyond the bathroom door becoming an insignificant blur.

Amber's eyes were dark pools of desire as she locked the door, the click echoing like a promise. She moved closer, her perfume enveloping me, a blend of sultry musk and intoxicating vanilla.

With a sudden boldness, she took my face in her hands, fingers cool against my flushed skin. Her lips found mine, the kiss deep, fierce, and urgent. It was an exploration, a melding of two souls seeking understanding and intimacy in the curve of a lip and the taste of a tongue.

I felt her hands move from my face, sliding down the column of my throat, feeling the rapid pulse beneath her fingers. She moved effortlessly, her lips leaving a trail of scorching kisses down my jaw, pausing to nip playfully at the sensitive spot just below my earlobe.

Her hands traced the contours of my dress-clad body, every touch, every caress awakening a chorus of sensations. She teasingly brushed over my chest, fingers lingering just long enough to elicit a sharp gasp from me as they found my sensitive nipples.

The soft rustle of fabric, the sharp intake of breath, the whispered confessions of desires long kept hidden—they all combined into a heady symphony. Every touch, every sensation was amplified, the confines of the bathroom turning our connection into something almost tangible.

I lost track of time, lost in the sensations and the whirlwind of emotions. The world outside seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of us in our shared moment of ecstasy.
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Her smirk was evident, even without words. "Impatient, aren't we?" she whispered against my neck, her voice laden with mischief as she felt my hardened member.

The world seemed to contract, centered solely on the bathroom and the space we occupied within it. The cool marble counter pressed against my butt as she leaned in, our bodies molding together as if made to fit. The sensation was overwhelming, a storm of feelings and sensations crashing over me with every touch, every caress.

Amber's hands roamed, taking in every inch of me in her mouth, committing each response, each shiver to memory. Her fingers tangled in my wig, tugging slightly, guiding my head back to give her more access to my neck.

I couldn’t take it anymore. Her teasing got the best of me. Without saying a word, I stepped down from the counter and started eating her as she bent over. Soon after, I was looking at her from behind the mirror—watching her face as I grazed her opening with my rock-solid penis.

We were two souls caught in a dance of longing and desire. It wasn't just physical—it was emotional, the culmination of so many unsaid words, so many stolen glances.

As the crescendo of feelings built, it felt as if the walls themselves were pulsing in time with our heartbeats. The intensity of it all, the raw passion shared in those moments, was enough to leave us both breathless and spent.

When the world began to regain focus, we were left gazing into each other's eyes, the deep understanding shared between us evident. In that bathroom, something profound had shifted, and we both knew that nothing would ever be the same.

Amber, with her hair slightly tousled and lips still tinged with crimson, gave me a satisfied smile.

"See? I told you you needed some lipstick."

I chuckled, still dazed, "You were right. I did." And in that moment, everything felt surreal yet perfect.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE LEAVES HAD TURNED a vivid hue of orange and red, three months having passed in what felt like a whirlwind. I was on top of the world. Julia was pleased with my work, every article, every layout more ambitious and awe-inspiring than the last.

There was another secret reason behind my constant grin though; I had been seeing Amber in private. Our stolen moments, whispered conversations, and shared secrets made the days brighter.

The way I'd embraced my feminine side, the joy of dressing up—it wasn't just for Amber but for me too.

Sitting at my office desk, I eagerly flipped through the newest issue of Stylista. Then my heart sank.

The headline screamed, "Amber Out, Jessica In." The piece described a new young model, Jessica Houser, being hailed as the next big thing, predicting the decline of Amber's stardom. Worse were the allegations—drug abuse, reckless partying, and other untruths painted my love in a horrendous light.

Anger surged within me. It wasn’t the article that I edited. Somebody tampered with it and used my byline. The fragrance of the freshly printed magazine, which usually smelled like accomplishment, now reeked of betrayal.

"Julia, this is insane, I did not write this!" I thrust the magazine in front of her.

She chuckled, brushing off a bit of lint from her vibrant, flower-patterned dress.
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"Oh, that," she mused with a wave of her hand, her bracelets clinking together. "Jessica Houser, you mean? Darling, her father is Frank Houser. The billionaire? The only man who believed enough in Stylista to invest."

"And what? We're just trading Amber’s and my reputation for cash?" My voice quaked, a cocktail of anger and disbelief.

Her soft eyes, today accentuated by smoky eyeshadow, met mine.

"Life’s not fair, Isaac. But this keeps the lights on. Print is dead."

She leaned in, the scent of her floral perfume mingling with the seriousness of her words. "Remember, I won't be around forever. Soon, it'll be you making these calls." Her hint at my potential succession as editor-in-chief was both a promise and a burden.

My mind raced. On one hand, leading Stylista was a dream. On the other, if this was the cost, was it worth it? Amber's reputation was being sacrificed on the altar of commerce, and here I was, a pawn in this grand game.

I could feel the heat of anger rising to my cheeks, my vision tinted in red. "Excuse me," I muttered, needing an escape. I practically ran to the restroom, my shoes echoing loudly on the marbled floors.

Once inside, I splashed cold water on my face, the chill a stark contrast to the heat of my emotions. Droplets dripped from my face onto my shirt, darkening the fabric. I stared at my reflection, the man in the mirror grappling with a tornado of feelings.

The world of glitz and glamour had its shadows. As the cool water dripped from my fingertips, I took a deep breath. Choices awaited, and the path ahead seemed fraught with challenges. But for now, the immediate focus was on the face in the mirror and the woman whose reputation hung in the balance.

The muted buzzing of my cell phone echoed through the spacious Stylista office. Flipping it over, the bright screen showed Amber’s name. My heart swelled with a mix of joy and unease—hoping for a delightful interruption, yet fearing it was about the article.

I accepted the call, "Hey, Am-"

"Did you write this crap?!" Amber’s voice, usually so melodious, was like a sharp dagger. The sweet scent of the roses on my desk was in stark contrast to the bitterness of her words.

"I-"

"Your name's on it! How could you?!" There was a biting sting in her tone, a mix of pain and disbelief.

My heart raced, and my throat constricted.

"Someone's tampered with it! You have to believe me!" I pleaded, trying to maintain my composure. The usually comfortable leather of my office chair felt cold and unyielding, reflecting the chill of the conversation.

"Isaac, I trusted you! I loved you! And this is how you repay me?"

Each word was a punch, a wound deeper than the last.

"Amber, please listen," I began, but the torrent of her anger wouldn’t cease.

"No! I'm going to sue all of you! Every last one!" With that final icy declaration, she ended the call, leaving behind a ringing silence that was almost louder than her accusations.

The weight of what just transpired pressed down on me, as palpable as the luxurious fabric of my shirt against my skin. A storm of guilt, anger, and confusion swirled within, and I felt trapped, shackled by a narrative I never wrote.

I could hear the muted hum of the office outside: keyboards clicking, phones ringing, and the soft murmur of conversations. All of it seemed so distant, so trivial compared to the devastation of the call.

Pushing my chair back, I abruptly stood up, my vision a little dizzy. I could feel Julia’s eyes on me as I rushed out, her floral perfume barely registering in my muddled mind. The once comforting softness of the carpet beneath my feet did little to ease the turmoil inside.
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By the time I reached my apartment, the sky was a bruised shade of purple and orange. I paced the length of my living room, every step echoing my mounting frustration. The room was awash with the golden hue of the setting sun, its glow casting long shadows that seemed to play out the drama of my emotions.

My fingers fumbled as I tried to redial Amber’s number, desperation gripping me. But every attempt was met with the same cold response: blocked.

The silence of my apartment was oppressive, only broken by the tick-tock of the wall clock and my frantic pacing. Even the comforting aroma of the scented candles Amber gifted me, usually so soothing, did nothing to calm the tempest within.

I slumped onto my couch, feeling the soft fabric envelope me, its comfort contrasting starkly with the turmoil of my thoughts. The looming darkness outside mirrored the uncertainty that lay ahead.

A whirlwind of emotions—betrayal, heartbreak, anger—consumed me, and I could taste the bitter tang of regret. It wasn't my fault, and yet, everything had spiraled out of control.

The crispness of the evening air wafted through the slightly ajar window, its chill a stark reminder of the growing distance between Amber and me. The city sounds outside were a distant murmur, like whispers of a world I no longer felt part of.

I was trapped in this moment of heartbreak, struggling to find a way out, a path back to Amber, and a way to right the wrongs that had been done in my name.

Moments later, the dim light of my computer screen was the sole illumination in my apartment, casting a bluish glow that reflected off the polished surface of my desk. The gentle clacking of the keys under my fingers was almost therapeutic, a slow rhythm that kept me grounded.

I started with a memory—a smile that Amber shared on our first date, pure and genuine.

"Amber is not the figure the tabloids make her out to be," I typed.

"She is a beacon of integrity in a world often shadowed by pretense."

My fingers danced over the keys as the thoughts flowed, unbridled. The smell of brewing coffee drifted from the kitchen, a necessary companion for this late-night endeavor.

"She has dreams beyond the runway. Dreams of a clothing line that would inspire young women, make them feel confident, treasured."

I could recall the softness of her voice when she spoke of it, the way her eyes lit up. The tangy aftertaste of the wine we shared that night lingered in my memory. "In the entirety of our time together, not once did I see her touch drugs, or seek solace in reckless behavior."

A momentary pause took hold, a slight hesitation. But I pressed on, the weight of my recent realization pressing heavily on my chest.

"Amber and I... we had something. Something real. She inspired me, compelled me to embrace parts of myself I had shunned."

The warm fabric of my pajamas hugged me, contrasting with the cool leather of my chair. Every word, every sentence was a step towards redemption, a chance to right a terrible wrong. With each line, the article was shaping up to be my most honest, raw work yet.

At the end, a byline—Isaac Goldstein. I hit save and leaned back, feeling drained. A mix of anxiety and hope churned in my gut. The gentle hum of the city outside seeped through my windows, punctuating the gravity of the moment.

Exhausted, I headed to my bedroom, the soft carpet caressing my feet. The familiar scent of my lavender pillow greeted me as I sank into the bed, hoping for a few hours of rest before the storm I was about to unleash.

Morning arrived all too quickly, the golden sunlight filtering through the curtains. My phone buzzed incessantly, but I silenced it, steeling myself for the day ahead.

Entering Stylista's office, I immediately sought out Sarah. She was impeccably dressed as always, her chic outfit a stark contrast to the gravity of our impending conversation.

"Sarah," I began, my voice quivering slightly, "I need to show you something."

Her eyes widened as she read through the piece, her sharp intake of breath at certain passages echoing my own heart's tumult.

"Isaac... This is... I can't believe Julia would..."

"I know," I replied, frustration and determination evident in my tone.

"But I need to get this out there. I need to set things right."

Sarah, for all her bluster and occasional coldness, had a fierce sense of justice. She fumbled in her purse, extracting a card. "Here," she said, handing it to me.

"It's the access to Stylista's social media pages. Share it."

My fingers trembled as I typed in the login, the smell of Sarah's fresh floral perfume enveloping me. Moments later, with a deep breath, I clicked 'Post'.

The room was silent, save for the soft hum of electronics. Then, slowly, the notifications began to pour in.
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Our eyes met, a silent understanding passing between us. Whatever came next, we were in it together.

Moments later, the serenity of the office was interrupted by a tempest in the form of Julia, the maelstrom of her anger palpable. The scent of her signature perfume, usually a light jasmine, seemed to have a sharper edge now.

She stormed into the open-concept workspace, her heels clacking against the marble floor like a judge's gavel declaring a sentence.

"Isaac!" she bellowed, her voice laced with venom. "What have you done?"

I stood firm, despite the icy chill of her gaze. The soft cotton of my shirt clung to my back, slightly damp with the anticipation of confrontation.

"The same thing you did," I retorted, voice steady, "Betrayal."

Her eyes, usually so controlled and calculating, now flashed with raw fury. Every line of her tailored suit seemed to bristle, the usually soft blue fabric appearing almost stormy. The gentle hum of air conditioning seemed louder, more pronounced amidst the silence that followed.

“You know, Julia,” I began, tasting the tang of the situation on my lips, “You’re right. Print is dead.”

She looked momentarily taken aback, her ruby-red lips slightly parted. I seized the moment, the weight of truth pressing on my tongue.

“A few thousand might've read the magazine,” I continued, pointing at the physical copy lying haphazardly on a nearby desk.

“But we got millions of readers online who now know the truth.”

I could almost feel the temperature drop, her frosty demeanor making the atmosphere around us even colder. I noticed Sarah, a few desks away, watching intently.

She was a symphony in muted colors, her beige outfit contrasting with the fiery scenario unfolding. She offered a subtle nod, her solidarity with me unspoken but clear.

“You’re fired!” Julia spat, her nostrils flaring.

The light filtering in from the large windows caught the shimmer of a tear in her eye. But whether it was from rage or regret, I couldn't discern. I leaned in, my senses heightened, taking in the scent of the leather chairs, the soft ambient music playing in the background, and the slight tremor in Julia's voice.

“And you’ll be in jail,” I whispered, my tone frosty. “I resign.”

I didn’t wait for her reply. I felt the cool metal of the doorknob against my palm as I turned to leave, the sounds of the bustling office dimming behind me.

The world outside seemed sharper, the scents and sounds more vibrant. The sunlight was almost blinding, casting the skyscrapers in a soft golden hue. As I walked, the cacophony of the city surrounded me—honking cars, distant chatter, and the soft rustle of trees.

While the future was uncertain, at that moment, there was a freedom I hadn’t felt in a long time. It tasted sweet.

With each stride, the feeling of power surged through me, like waves crashing on a shore. The busy streets of New York echoed with the hustle and bustle, the scents of roasted coffee beans and freshly baked pretzels drifting on the air. The city, it seemed, had a rhythm of its own, and for the first time, I felt in sync with it.

Yet, amidst that sense of power, there was a hollow emptiness. The hollow where Amber once resided in my heart. Every beautiful model on a billboard or magazine cover was just a stark reminder of what I had lost.

I found myself at my favorite dollar-slice pizza place, a small establishment squeezed between a tattoo parlor and a vintage record store. The warm, golden light spilled onto the sidewalk, beckoning me in. The aroma of melted cheese and tangy tomato sauce enveloped me, a fragrant embrace that momentarily pushed away the pangs of heartbreak.

I took a seat by the window, the aged wooden benches bearing marks of countless stories. The pizza, with its steaming cheese and perfectly crisped crust, provided a fleeting comfort.

My phone buzzed to life, illuminating a photo of my mother. Answering, I heard her soft, concerned voice.

"Isaac, honey, I read what you posted. It's all over social media."

A smile danced on my lips, hearing the mix of pride and concern in her tone.

"I know, Mom. It was the right thing to do."

"We're going to take legal action, Isaac. Using your name like that... it's defamation. And about you dressing up…"

My heartbeat turned a mile a minute when she mentioned dressing up.

“I think it’s fabulous!” she continued.

A sigh of relief escaped my body and I nodded, though she couldn’t see me. The gentle hum of conversations around me and the clinking of dishes created a comforting backdrop.

"Thanks, Mom. I knew you'd understand."

Just as I was about to continue, a shadow fell across the table. Startled, I looked up and met a familiar gaze hidden behind oversized shades. A baseball cap was pulled low, casting a shadow over her face. Yet there was no mistaking that silhouette.
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"Can I have that slice?" Amber's voice was soft, almost a whisper, filled with hope and hesitation.

For a moment, words eluded me. I could hear the distant city sounds, the soft murmur of patrons, and the beating of my own heart, which felt like it was ready to burst out of my chest. Tears welled in my eyes, blurring my vision. But I didn’t need to see to know she was there.

Our hands met across the table, the touch electric, familiar yet new. We leaned in simultaneously, the world around us blurring into insignificance. Our lips met, the taste of salt from our tears mingling with the sweetness of the moment. It was a kiss born out of pain, hope, and a love that refused to die.

Breaking away, I found my voice. "I'm so sorry, Amber."

She shook her head, a tear trickling down her face, catching the light.

"No, Isaac. It's me who should apologize."

We held each other's gaze, the depth of our feelings evident in our eyes. Words seemed redundant, but there was one thing I had to say.

"I love you."

A smile broke across her face, illuminating her features and warming my soul. "I love you too," she whispered back.

As we sat there, sharing that pizza slice, the world outside seemed brighter, more vibrant. The love we shared was our anchor, holding us steady amidst life's tumultuous waves. And in that moment, everything felt right.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE WIN AGAINST STYLISTA had been monumental. The courtroom had echoed with our footsteps and the subtle scent of polished wood and old books. The hushed murmurs and subdued lighting only added to the gravity of the situation. But justice, it seems, had a voice louder than deceit.

Stylista was brought to its knees, but from its ashes, a phoenix arose. Using the funds from the lawsuit, I birthed a new venture. A magazine called Realista, that was more than just glossy pages—it was a reflection of the real world. A mosaic of diverse shapes, sizes, backgrounds, and budgets.

The aroma of fresh print became synonymous with our new office. It was an exciting aroma, reminiscent of new beginnings. The whir of machines, the bustling of eager employees—many of whom had once been part of Stylista—filled the open space.

Amber's dream took flight too. Her clothing line became a reality, and every design was a testament to her genius. She transformed fabric into tales, intertwining stories of empowerment and individuality.

One morning, as the first rays of the sun painted our bedroom gold, I felt Amber's gentle touch on my arm. Her fingers danced across my skin, leaving a trail of warmth. The sheets, with their cool embrace, contrasted the heat of her touch.
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"Isabelle," she whispered, her voice dripping with love and reverence.

I turned to face her, our noses almost touching. "You really like that name, don't you?"

Her laughter, soft and melodious, filled the room. "It suits you. Elegant, yet strong."

A surge of emotions welled up within me. The idea of embracing my true self, as Isabelle, was both exhilarating and nerve-wracking. But with our one-year anniversary approaching, the timing felt right.

"Honey," I began, hesitantly, "I've been thinking of coming out. At the office. As Isabelle."

Her eyes sparkled with understanding and support. "I've been waiting for you to say that. I've actually designed something special for Isabelle's debut."

She led me to our shared closet, its doors opening to reveal a masterpiece. The office ensemble was the epitome of chic. A pencil skirt, tailored to perfection, paired with a blazer that had the right balance of power and femininity.

The fabric felt luxurious, smooth and cool to the touch. A gentle scent of lavender emanated from it, no doubt Amber's doing.

Running my fingers over the ensemble, I could visualize Isabelle, confident and radiant, ready to face the world.

She sensed my emotions. "You're going to look stunning, love."

That evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a rosy hue over the city, she and I stood at our window. The city lights twinkled, each one a beacon of hope, dreams, and aspirations.

Holding her close, I whispered, "Tomorrow, the world meets Isabelle."

She kissed the top of my head, her voice filled with pride. "And they're going to love her."

The next day, as I stepped into the office, every sense heightened with anticipation, I felt a mix of nerves and excitement. The cool fabric of the skirt against my skin, the subtle weight of the blazer, the soft click of heels on the floor–every detail was etched in my memory.
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Faces turned, eyes widened, and then smiles spread. Words of encouragement and admiration floated around. It was a new chapter, and with Amber by my side, we could conquer life’s every rocky runway... in sexy stilettos.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy His First Skirt? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.

[image: A person in a pink corset  Description automatically generated]

Story 1 – Girthy Girl

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

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

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

Story 3 – Island Princess

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

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

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

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

Story 5 – Royally Switched

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“From an ugly boy dreaming of stardom, I became the Mask Lady… and everyone’s fantasy.”

Read The Pink Mask


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 reading His First Skirt – Man Feminized by a Woman Supermodel.

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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