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Introduction

“Four years in high school, four years of humiliation. Let’s see how tough he is once he discovers he’s dating a guy.”

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

∞∞∞

I took rejection for breakfast, embarrassment for lunch, and by dinner time, there wasn’t left anymore, even agony had left my soul.

To them, hurting me was nothing but harmless fun.

But now, the tide’s about to turn. I’m taking back every piece of dignity that they took away from me, especially from him, the mastermind of it all.

And the only way to do it is by ensuring that my makeup is flawless and my body is tight while I crush his dreams and fantasies with my red stilettos.

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 Name Is Bianca.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE CONFERENCE ROOM was buzzing with chatter, the faint hum of computers in the background. I stood at the head of the table, heart pounding in my chest.

"So, as I was saying, this mouse could really make a difference. It has a built-in detector that warns the user when they've been using it for too long. It’s designed to help prevent carpal tunnel syndrome by reminding users to exercise their hands and wrists."

I glanced around the room, hoping for a nod of agreement or at least some interest. Instead, my colleagues exchanged smirks and barely suppressed laughter.
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"Seriously, Raymond?" Mark leaned back in his chair, a smug look on his face.

"A mouse that tells you to take a break? What's next, a keyboard that tells you to stand up and stretch?"

Laughter erupted around the table, and I felt a familiar heat rise in my cheeks. I knew that feeling all too well—the sting of being the butt of the joke.

"I think it's a great idea," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"We spend hours at our desks. It's important to take care of our health."

"Yeah, but are we supposed to be their nannies too?" Lisa chimed in, rolling her eyes.

"People can set their own reminders if they need to."

"It's more than just reminders," I tried to explain.

"It's about proactive health management. This could be a selling point for our products."

"Or it could be a laughingstock," Mark shot back.

"Come on, Raymond, let's focus on real innovations."

The room was getting hotter, and my vision blurred slightly as the memories flooded back. High school. The smell of stale pizza and disinfectant. The sneers and jeers from a group of boys as I suggested a new project idea in class.

"Shut up, Sawyer," one of them had said, shoving me against a locker.

"No one cares about your stupid ideas."

I blinked, forcing myself back to the present. My throat felt tight, and I could barely get the words out. "I... I think it's worth considering."

"Let's just move on," Mark said dismissively.

"We've got more important things to discuss."

I couldn't take it anymore. I felt like I was Raymond Sawyer from the Sewer once more, the kid that everyone made fun of back in high school. The room was closing in on me. I mumbled something about needing a break and hurried out of the meeting, ignoring the curious looks and whispered comments behind me.

I rushed down the hall to the restroom, pushing the door open with more force than necessary. The cold water from the tap felt like a shock to my system as I splashed it on my face. I looked up into the mirror, meeting my own eyes. The reflection staring back at me was a mix of frustration and defeat.

"Get a grip, Raymond," I whispered to myself.
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"You're not in high school anymore."

But it felt like I was. Every time they laughed at my ideas, every dismissive comment, it all brought me back. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, trying to calm the storm inside my head.

The door creaked open, and I quickly wiped my face, straightening up. It was Sally, her eyes filled with concern.

"Ray, are you okay?"

I nodded, forcing a smile. "Yeah, just needed a minute."

She walked over, her hand resting on my shoulder.

"You know, they're idiots. Your idea is good. Don't let them get to you."

"I know, it's just... sometimes it feels like I'm right back in high school," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her expression softened. "I get it. But you're not that kid anymore. You're smart, you're capable, and you have great ideas. Don't let their narrow-mindedness bring you down."

I sighed, leaning against the sink.

"It's hard, you know? Feeling like you’re constantly fighting to be taken seriously."

She gave my shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "I know. But you’re THE Ray Sawyer, top of our class. You're stronger than you think."

I nodded, feeling a bit more grounded.

She smiled. "You'd manage. But I'm glad I'm here to remind you anyway. Now, come on. Let's get back in there and show them what you’re made of."

With a deep breath, I followed her out of the restroom, ready to face the meeting once more. The shadows of the past were still there, but I wasn't going to let them define me.

Back in the conference room, I took my seat, ignoring the raised eyebrows and smirks. I was determined to stand my ground, to prove that my ideas were worth considering.

"Alright," Mark said, still sounding dismissive.

"Let's move on to the next agenda item."

I sat there, listening to the rest of the meeting, my mind racing with thoughts of how to improve my proposal.
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Later that evening, after the office had emptied out, I decided to go for a run. Running always helped clear my mind, giving me a sense of clarity and focus. As I laced up my shoes and stepped out into the cool evening air, I felt a sense of determination settling in.

The rhythmic pounding of my feet against the pavement, the cool breeze on my face, it all helped to wash away the frustrations of the day. With each step, I felt more in control, more centered. My mind wandered, and I couldn't help but think about Sally.

Sally and I had met in college. Back then, we were both outcasts, finding solace in each other's company. She had been Sean Patel, an engineering student just like me. But Sean always knew he was different, and it wasn't long before he became she—Sally.

Watching her transition had been an eye-opener for me. She faced so much more than I ever did, yet she handled it all with grace and strength. Sally was my best friend, my confidante.

I had developed feelings for her over the years. How could I not?

She was kind, understanding, and always knew how to lift me up when I was down. But Sally had a boyfriend, someone who made her happy, and I respected that. I couldn't ruin what we had by confessing my feelings.

I shook my head, pushing those thoughts aside. No, I couldn't tell her. Our friendship was too important, and I valued her happiness above all else. With a deep breath, I focused on my run, letting the rhythm of my steps soothe my restless mind.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

SITTING AT A SPORTS BAR the following Saturday night with Sally and her boyfriend, John, I felt like the ultimate third wheel. They were deep into a conversation about cryptocurrency, a topic I barely understood but pretended to follow.

"Have you heard about the new token, CryptoMogul?" John asked, taking a sip of his beer.

"It's supposed to be the next big thing."

"Yeah," Sally replied, her eyes sparkling with interest. "But I'm more interested in the one called StellarRise. It's backed by some big names in the tech industry."
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I smiled, nodding along as if I knew what they were talking about. "Sounds interesting," I mumbled, taking a small sip of my drink. The truth was, I was just happy to be out with friends, even if I felt a bit out of place.

The TV above the bar switched from the football game to a commercial. The cheerful music grabbed everyone's attention. A familiar face appeared on the screen, and my stomach dropped. Hans Huntington, the charismatic and polished candidate running for senator, was delivering a heartfelt message.

"No one deserves to be bullied," Hans said, his voice firm yet compassionate.

"As your senator, I will implement stricter rules to protect our children and ensure they grow up in a safe environment."

I couldn't help but scoff. "Yeah, right," I muttered under my breath.

Sally turned to me, her brow furrowed. "Why do you say that, Ray?"

John looked just as puzzled. "It's a pretty good campaign. What's with your reaction?"

I sighed, putting my drink down. "Hans Huntington... he was the mastermind behind making my life hell from freshman to senior year of high school."

Sally's eyes widened. "Wait, seriously? What did he do?"

"Where do I even start?" I took a deep breath, the memories flooding back.

"Freshman year, he started by calling me names, making fun of my weight and height. He would rally other kids to laugh at me whenever I spoke up in class."

"That's horrible," John said, shaking his head.

"That’s not even close to the other things he did," I continued. "Sophomore year, he stepped up his game. Once, I suggested to a teacher that we do a different project because the one assigned was too easy. Hans got the whole class to chant ‘Shut up, Sewer’ until I had to leave the room. I felt so humiliated."

Sally reached out, touching my arm gently.
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"Ray, I had no idea. That’s awful."

I nodded, appreciating her sympathy but still feeling the sting of those memories.

"Junior year was the worst. He spread a rumor that I had a crush on one of the football players. I got beaten up twice because of that lie. And senior year... he made sure my last year was the hardest. Every day, he found new ways to embarrass me, whether it was tripping me in the halls or making fun of my presentation in front of the class."

John looked genuinely angry.

"And now he's running for senator, pretending to care about bullying?"

"Exactly," I said, feeling a mix of bitterness and disbelief. "It's all just a show. He doesn't care about stopping bullies. He was one of the worst."

Sally squeezed my arm reassuringly.

"Ray, I'm so sorry you went through that. It's disgusting that he's trying to play the good guy now."

"Yeah," John agreed.

"But you know, people like him often get what's coming to them. Maybe not now, but eventually."

I sighed, looking down at my drink.

"I hope you're right. It just feels so unfair seeing him on TV, acting like he cares."

Sally leaned in closer, her expression determined.

"Ray, you're not alone anymore. You have us. And if Hans Huntington thinks he can get away with his past, he's wrong. People don't forget."

I smiled, grateful for their support. "Thanks, guys. It means a lot."

The conversation shifted back to lighter topics, but I couldn't shake the feeling of unease. Seeing Hans Huntington brought back all the pain and humiliation I thought I had left behind.

After a few more rounds of drinks, we were all a bit tipsy. John leaned back in his chair, a mischievous grin on his face.

"You know, Ray, you should get back at Hans. Give him a taste of his own medicine."

Sally nodded enthusiastically, her cheeks flushed from the alcohol.

"Yeah, why should he get away with everything he did to you?"

I shrugged, feeling a bit overwhelmed.

"I wouldn't even know where to start. He's so untouchable now."

John leaned forward, eyes twinkling with ideas.

"Come on, think. There's gotta be something."

Sally tapped her chin thoughtfully.

"What about exposing some dirty secrets? Everyone has skeletons in their closet."

"Like what?" I asked, doubtful.

"Back then, he was a jock and a prom king. Everyone looked up to him. He’s pretty dumb at math but I bet he has nothing to hide," I chuckled.

"Bad at math? That’s hardly a secret," John said, still pondering.

"Or we could prank him, something to embarrass him publicly."

Sally shook her head. "He'd probably just laugh it off. You and your ideas, John, ugh," she said.

There was a moment of silence as we all racked our brains for ideas. Then, Sally's eyes lit up.

"I've got it! What if we use prostitutes to ruin his reputation?"

John's eyebrows shot up. "That's... that's actually a brilliant idea. A scandal like that would definitely tarnish his image."

I felt a flicker of hope. "Yeah, that could work. But how do we even set something like that up?"
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John grinned, clearly enjoying the planning phase. "We find someone willing to play along. Set up a meeting, make sure it's public enough to get caught."

Sally clinked her glass against mine.

"Ray, this could be your chance to finally get some justice."

I hesitated, the thought of actually going through with it both thrilling and terrifying.

"Are you sure this is a good idea? What if it backfires?"

John shrugged. "Life's full of risks, buddy. But think about it—he deserves to be taken down a notch."

Sally nodded firmly. "And we'll be with you every step of the way. You don't have to do this alone."

I looked at my friends, their determined faces giving me the courage I needed. "Okay. Let's do it."

We all raised our glasses, the clinking sound echoing our resolve.

"To justice," John said, grinning.

"To taking down bullies," Sally added, her smile fierce.

"To a better future," I said, feeling a rush of excitement and fear.

As we finished our drinks, the plan started to take shape in my mind. I didn't know what the future held, but for the first time in a long time, I felt like I had some control. Hans Huntington had ruled my past with cruelty and malice, but now it was my turn to make a move.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, I found myself at John’s place, hanging out with him and Sally. It was a lazy Saturday afternoon, the perfect time to unwind and forget about the stresses of work. Sally was in the kitchen, baking lasagna, while John and I lounged on the couch, flipping through channels on the TV.
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"Man, I wonder when Sally will live here full time, I need someone cooking for me on the daily," John said, stretching out.

"Haha, you heard that, Sal!?" I said, teasing them.

I nodded, smiling. "You know how much she loves her dog and your building won’t allow it."

“Yeah, I can’t wait till’ my stupid contract is done,” he explained.

Suddenly, the TV screen flashed with breaking news. "Poll results for the upcoming senatorial race are in," the anchor announced. "Hans Huntington is leading with a significant margin. Analysts are impressed with his campaign, noting his strong stance on anti-bullying policies."

John groaned, turning up the volume.

"Great, just what we needed. More Hans."

I sighed, feeling the familiar frustration bubbling up.

"Yeah, it’s like he’s got everyone fooled."

The anchors continued their discussion, their voices filled with admiration. "Hans Huntington’s message has really resonated with voters," one of them said. "His commitment to creating a safer environment for children is truly commendable."

"Absolutely," another anchor agreed.

"His leadership skills and dedication to public service are exactly what we need right now."

John shook his head, muttering under his breath. "If they only knew the real Hans."

I looked at him, feeling defeated.

"How’s the search for the ‘prostitute’ going?" he asked, trying to sound hopeful.

I shook my head, feeling the weight of our failed attempts.
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"Nobody wanted to get involved. Especially with Hans being such a big name. Even the escorts online were offended, saying I should support Hans and not create a smear campaign."

John frowned. "That's disappointing. I thought for sure we'd find someone willing to help."

"Yeah," I said, leaning back.

"It’s like everyone’s under his spell. They think he’s some kind of hero."

Just then, Sally joined us, wiping her hands on a towel.

"Lasagna’s not done yet," she said, sitting down beside me.

"What’s got you guys so worked up?"

"Hans is leading the polls," John explained, pointing to the TV.

"And the anchors are singing his praises. It’s making us sick."

Sally looked at the screen, her expression souring.

"Figures. He’s always been good at putting on a show."

We watched as the anchors continued their discussion.

"Huntington’s background as a community leader and advocate for children’s rights has really set him apart from the other candidates," one of them said.

"And his personal story of overcoming adversity is truly inspiring," another anchor added.

"He’s a role model for so many."

John rolled his eyes. "Yeah, a real role model. If only they knew."

Sally sighed, leaning back in her chair. "We need to find another way to expose him. Something that doesn’t involve dragging anyone else into this mess."

"I agree," I said, feeling a spark of determination.

"But what? He’s covered his tracks so well."

John rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

"Maybe we need to think outside the box. Find a different angle."

We sat in silence for a moment, each of us lost in thought. The smell of baking lasagna filled the air, a comforting reminder of simpler times. I glanced at Sally, her face a mix of frustration and resolve.

"Remember what you said about people not forgetting?" I asked, looking at her. "Maybe we can find someone from your school who remembers what Hans was really like. Someone willing to speak out."

Sally’s eyes lit up. "That’s a great idea, Ray. There must be others who suffered because of him. If we can find them, maybe they’ll be willing to share their stories."

John nodded. "It’s worth a shot. We just need to be careful and make sure we don’t put anyone at risk."

I felt a surge of hope. "Okay, let’s start reaching out to people. See if we can find anyone willing to help."

Sally smiled, patting my shoulder.

"We’ll get him, Ray. One way or another, we’ll make sure the truth comes out."

As the afternoon wore on, we brainstormed ways to track down former classmates and gather evidence. The TV continued to blare in the background, the anchors’ voices now a dull hum.
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Moments later, as we dug into Sally's delicious lasagna, my mind wandered back to high school, thinking about the people Hans had bullied. I could feel the frustration building up as I remembered their faces and their stories.

"You know," I said, swallowing a mouthful of lasagna, "I’m sure there were many others but I can’t recall all of them. Mindy Schubert, for one. She was always picked on because she was shy and had a stutter. Hans made her life hell."

John nodded, chewing thoughtfully. "What happened to her?"

"She moved away junior year," I replied. "Probably to get away from him."

"And then there was Gus Pemberton," I continued.

"He was overweight, and Hans used to call him ‘Porky’ in front of everyone. Gus would cry in the bathroom after gym class. Hans made sure he never had a moment’s peace."

Sally looked horrified. "That’s awful. Who else?"

"Frank Watson," I said, shaking my head. "Hans found out Frank was gay before he even came out. He spread rumors, made jokes, and even got some of the jocks to beat him up. Frank was tough, though. He fought back, but it still hurt him deeply."

John frowned, wiping his mouth with a napkin.

"We need to reach out to them. Maybe they’ll be willing to help us."

I nodded, pulling out my phone. "Let's see if I can find them."

I searched for Gus Pemberton on Facebook first. "Got him," I said, sending a friend request.

"Now, let's find Frank."

Frank Watson's profile popped up quickly, and I sent him a friend request too. "Two down, one to go."

"Mindy might be harder to find," I said as Sally passed me the salad.

"She was pretty private, even back then."

I tried searching for Mindy on Facebook, Instagram, TikTok, and Twitter, but came up empty. Finally, I found her on LinkedIn. "Got her on LinkedIn," I announced.

"I’ll reach out to her after we eat."

We continued eating, chatting about random things to lighten the mood. Once the meal was over, Gus and Frank finally approved my friend requests. With shaky hands, I started explaining why I was reaching out and asking for their help. The responses came quickly.

Gus replied first.

"Ray, it was so long ago. Hans was just immature. I don’t want to get involved. Sorry."

I sighed, showing Sally and John the message.

"Gus isn’t going to help."

John shrugged. "Figures. People don’t like digging up the past."

Frank’s response was harsher.

"Hans has changed. He’s a solid guy now. Stop trying to stir up trouble, Sewer."

I felt a lump in my throat. "Frank’s out too."

Sally gave me a sympathetic look. "What about Mindy?"

I dialed her number and waited, my heart pounding. When she answered, her voice was cold.

"Don’t you ever call me again, you weirdo." She hung up before I could say anything else.

I put my phone down, feeling defeated.

"Mindy doesn’t want to help either."

Sally sighed, leaning back in her chair. "Great. Now what?"

There was a moment of silence as we all sat there, frustrated. Then her eyes lit up. "Don’t take this the wrong way, Ray, but with a little tweak and a makeover, you could be the ‘prostitute’."

John chuckled, and I burst into hysterical laughter.

"Sally, you’re crazy," I said, wiping tears from my eyes.

"There’s no way I’m doing that. Not for a million bucks."

Sally looked offended. "And you’ll just let him win? Just like that?"

John nodded, suddenly serious.

"She’s right, Ray. If we can’t find anyone else, this might be our only option."

I shook my head, feeling overwhelmed. "You guys are nuts," I said, grabbing another piece of lasagna.

"This is insane."
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Sally crossed her arms, looking determined. "Think about it, Ray. Hans doesn’t know you now. You’ve lost weight, you look different. It could work."

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of their words.

"I don’t know. It’s risky."

John leaned in. "Sometimes you have to take risks to get justice."

I stared at my plate, the food suddenly not as appealing.

Could I really do this? The thought of facing Hans again, even in disguise, made my stomach churn. But the desire to see him pay for what he did was strong.

"We’ll help you," Sally said softly. "Every step of the way."

I looked at them, my best friends, willing to go to such lengths to support me.

"Maybe," I said reluctantly. "But if it goes wrong, we stop immediately."

Sally smiled, relief washing over her face.

"Deal. We’ll make sure everything goes smoothly."


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I found myself in Sally's apartment, feeling more nervous than I ever had in my life. Her place was cozy, filled with bright colors and the comforting smell of lavender. Her dog, Culvert, a fluffy golden retriever, was happily sniffing around my legs, occasionally nudging me for a pat.

John was already there, sitting on the couch and scrolling through his phone.

"Ray, you ready for this?" he asked, looking up with a grin.

I shrugged, trying to hide my anxiety. "As ready as I'll ever be, I guess."
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Culvert barked happily, wagging his tail. Sally emerged from the bedroom with a box in her hands, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"This is going to be great. You’re going to look like a legit prostitute, no, a high-class escort."

"If you say so,” I said—chuckling at the ridiculousness of the situation.

John held up his phone, showing a photo of Hans smiling wide with a "Vote for me" pose.

"Look at this," he said, his voice dripping with disdain.

"Don't you just want to wipe that smug look off his face?"

I stared at the photo, feeling the familiar anger bubbling up. "Yeah, I do."

Sally joined in, her tone supportive but firm.

"Ray, you have to be strong. This is just the beginning. We believe in you."

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of their words.

"Fine. Let’s do it."

Sally beamed, setting the box down on the coffee table.

"Great! First, let me show you what we’ve got."

She opened the box and started pulling out various items. "We have foundation, concealer, eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner... all the basics."

John raised an eyebrow.

"And what’s this?" He held up a lacy black bra, making me blush.

Sally chuckled. "That’s for the full effect. We need to make sure everything is perfect."

I felt a knot in my stomach, but I nodded, determined to see this through.

"Alright. What else?"

Sally continued, pulling out a long, blonde wig.

"This will complete the look. You’ll be unrecognizable."

Culvert sniffed the wig, then lost interest and trotted over to his dog bed, circling a few times before settling down.

John leaned back, looking impressed.

"Wow, you really thought of everything."

Sally nodded, her excitement palpable. "We’re going all out. This has to be flawless."

I took another deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. "Okay, so what's the plan for the look-test?"

Sally smiled reassuringly.

"First, we’ll clean your face and get started with the makeup. We’ll do a full transformation so you can see the final result. If you’re comfortable with it, we’ll move forward with the plan."

John gave me a thumbs-up. "You got this, Ray. Just think about Hans and all the crap he put you through."

I nodded, feeling a mix of fear and determination.

"Yeah. He can’t win, I won’t let him. He’s probably just using victims of bullying for his own interest. He’s the enemy and not their savior, they should know the real him."
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Sally laid out more girly items on the table, organizing them meticulously.

"We’ll take it step by step. I promise it’ll be worth it."

Culvert snored softly in his bed, a reminder of the calm and support that surrounded me. I took one last look at the photo of Hans on John’s phone, feeling a surge of resolve. This was my chance to finally stand up to him, and I wasn’t going to back down now.

Sally looked at me, her eyes filled with confidence.

"Ready to start?"

I nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and dread. "Ready."

Moments later, "maybe we should tie him up first," Sally joked, eyeing me with a mischievous grin as she pulled out a razor from her kit.

"Ray's so nervous he might bolt any second."

I gulped, my nerves already shot. "I’m not going anywhere, I swear."

John chuckled, stepping closer and making a playful gesture like he was cuffing my wrists.

"Just to be sure. We can’t have you running off before we get started."

I pulled my hands away, laughing despite myself.

"Hey, no need for that! I’m staying put, I promise."

Sally shook her head, smiling as she set the razor down on the table. "Good. Because the first step is hair removal. I don’t think Hans is into hairy women."

I glanced at the razor, then at Sally. "You’re not serious, right?"

"Oh, I’m dead serious," she said, raising an eyebrow.

"If we’re going to do this, we need to do it right."

John nodded, a mock-serious look on his face.

"She’s right, Ray. Hans isn’t exactly known for his fondness for fuzz."

I sighed, realizing there was no way out of this.

"Alright, fine. But take it easy, okay?"

Sally grinned, holding up the razor like it was a prized possession.

"Don’t worry, I’m a pro. We’ll start with the legs."

I reluctantly rolled up my pants, exposing my hairy legs.

"I can’t believe I’m doing this."

Culvert, who had been napping, lifted his head and watched curiously, as if wondering what on earth we were up to.

Sally lathered up my legs with shaving cream, humming a little tune as she worked.

"This is going to be so smooth, Ray. You’ll be amazed."

John leaned over to get a closer look, still grinning.

"You know, Ray, you might actually like this. Smooth legs could be your new thing."

"Not helping, John," I muttered, trying to stay still as Sally started shaving.

The first swipe of the razor felt weird, the sensation of losing hair both ticklish and alarming. "This feels... strange."

Sally laughed. "Get used to it. We’ve got a lot more ground to cover."

John pretended to study the progress, nodding approvingly.

"Looking good so far. You’re going to have the smoothest legs in the room."

"Gee, thanks," I said, rolling my eyes but unable to stop a small smile.

"Just what I always wanted."

As Sally continued, I couldn’t help but notice how meticulous she was, making sure not to miss a spot.

"You’re really into this, aren’t you?"

"Absolutely," she said cheerfully. "It’s all about the details. Hans won’t know what hit him."

Culvert wandered over, sniffing my legs curiously before sneezing. Sally giggled.

"See? Even Culvert approves."

I shook my head, feeling more ridiculous by the second. "This is crazy."

"Crazy, but necessary," John said, patting my shoulder.

"Just think of Hans's face when he sees you."

"I’m trying not to," I replied, wincing as Sally got to a particularly sensitive spot.

"Almost done," Sally announced, giving my legs one last pass with the razor.

"See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?"

I looked down at my now hairless legs, feeling oddly exposed.

"I guess not."

Sally wiped off the remaining shaving cream and patted my leg.
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"Smooth as silk. Now for the arms."

I groaned but rolled up my sleeves anyway.

"Might as well get it over with."

John watched, clearly enjoying the show.

"You know, Ray, this is almost like a spa day for you. Relaxing, isn’t it?"

"Relaxing isn’t exactly the word I’d use," I said, laughing despite myself as Sally went to work on my arms. "But I guess it could be worse."

Sally nodded as she shaved, clearly in her element. "There, see? It’s not so bad. You’re handling this like a champ."

"Well, I didn’t run off, so there’s that," I joked, trying to keep my spirits up as more hair disappeared.

By the time she finished, I felt like a different person—one with a lot less hair. Sally stepped back, admiring her work. "Perfect. You’re practically glowing."

I looked at my smooth arms and legs, feeling a bit ridiculous but also kind of impressed.

"I have to admit, it does look... different."

John gave me a thumbs-up.

"You’re less than a quarter away there, Ray. Now all we need is the rest of the makeover."

I sighed, knowing there was no turning back now.

"Alright, let’s keep going. Might as well go all the way."

With my face, legs, and arms smooth as silk, Sally was ready to move on to the next step. She pulled out a makeup kit that looked more like a mini suitcase, filled with all kinds of brushes, palettes, and tubes.

"Alright, Ray, time for the real magic," she said with a grin, snapping on a headband to keep my hair out of the way.

"We’re going for passable, not over-the-top. You’ll look like a woman, not a drag queen."

I took a deep breath, trying to relax. "Okay, let’s do this."

Sally started by applying a primer to my face. "This helps the makeup go on smoothly and last longer. You have great skin, Ray, so this will be easy."

I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or just part of her process, but I nodded.

"Thanks, I guess."

John, sensing that he couldn’t really contribute to the makeup process, grabbed the remote and flipped on the TV. "I’ll just... watch the game while you two do your thing."

"Good idea," Sally said, concentrating as she dabbed foundation onto a sponge.

"Ray, you need to keep still for this part."

I stayed as still as I could while Sally applied the foundation, blending it carefully to match my skin tone. "We’re using a light coverage foundation, just enough to even out your complexion. Nothing too heavy."

I nodded, feeling the coolness of the makeup on my skin.

"How’s it looking?"

"Perfect," she said, stepping back to inspect her work. "Now, concealer. This will brighten up your under-eye area and cover any blemishes."

Sally expertly applied the concealer, blending it seamlessly with the foundation.

"There, see? Looking good already."

John glanced over from the TV, giving me a thumbs-up. "You’re looking sharp, Ray. Or... smooth, I guess?"

"Smooth, yeah," I said, trying to laugh but feeling a bit out of my element.

Next, Sally moved on to the eyeshadow. "We’ll go with neutral tones—nothing too flashy. Just enough to enhance your eyes and make them pop."

She applied a light shade to my lids, then added a darker color in the crease.

"This will add depth and definition."

I tried to focus on what she was doing, but my mind kept wandering back to the plan.

"So, Sally, how’s the prostitute thing supposed to work? I mean, what if Hans doesn’t hire girls?"

Sally chuckled, blending the eyeshadow with a soft brush. "He doesn’t have to actually hire anyone. All you need to do is take a selfie looking the part. We’ll spread the gossip, and people will jump to conclusions."

"That’s it?" I asked, surprised. "Just a selfie?"

"Well, there’s a bit more to it," she said, moving on to the eyeliner.

"Before we execute the plan, we’ll need to set up a fake escort profile online. That way, when the gossip starts, it seems more legitimate."

I swallowed hard, trying to process everything. "And this will really work?"

Sally paused, giving me a reassuring smile. "It’ll work, Ray. People love scandal, especially when it involves someone like Hans. Trust me."

John, still half-watching the game, chimed in. "Sally knows what she’s doing, Ray. We’ll make sure it’s all airtight before we go public."

"Okay," I said, feeling slightly more confident. "I’m in. Let’s do it."

Sally finished with the eyeliner and moved on to mascara.

"This will make your lashes stand out. Just a light coat, nothing too dramatic."

I blinked as she applied the mascara, feeling the weight of the makeup on my face.

"How’s it looking?"

"Beautiful," Sally said, smiling as she reached for a blush brush.

"A little blush to add some color to your cheeks, and we’re almost done."

She dusted a soft pink blush onto my cheeks, then moved on to lipstick. "We’ll go with a natural shade for the lips. Just enough to give you that feminine look."

As she applied the lipstick, I couldn’t help but marvel at how different I felt. The makeup was transforming me, not just in appearance but in mindset.

"I look... like a woman," I said, staring at my reflection.

Sally grinned, stepping back to admire her work. "You do, Ray. You look amazing."

John looked over, nodding in approval. "Yeah, Ray. You’re definitely pulling it off."

I turned to face them, still getting used to the new look. "So, what’s next?"

Sally wiped her hands on a towel, satisfied with the results. "Next, we take a break. We’ll tackle the rest after we’ve had a chance to let this sink in."

I nodded, feeling a mix of relief and anticipation. "Sounds good."

Culvert, sensing that the intense part of the process was over, wandered over to sniff at my legs again, seemingly confused by the lack of hair. I couldn’t help but laugh.

"I guess even Culvert’s having a hard time recognizing me."

Sally laughed too, patting Culvert’s head.

"Don’t worry, Culvert. It’s still Ray under all that makeup."

As we sat down to relax, the reality of what we were about to do hit me again. It was risky, it was nerve-wracking, but with Sally and John by my side, I knew I could pull it off, but I was determined to see this plan through, no matter what, Hans must pay.

Moments later, Sally clapped her hands together, eyes sparkling with excitement. "Alright, Ray, come with me to the bedroom."
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John raised an eyebrow, his expression a mix of curiosity and playful jealousy. "The bedroom, huh? Should I be worried?"

She chuckled, shaking her head. "Relax, John. It’s not like that."

I smirked, giving John a playful shove as we headed to the bedroom. "Don’t worry, John. I’m not stealing your girlfriend. We’ve just got some serious job to do."

As soon as we were in Sally’s bedroom, she closed the door and turned to me with a grin.

"Okay, this is where things get real."

I nodded, trying to steady my nerves. "What’s first?"

Sally opened her closet and pulled out a small box. "First, we start with lingerie. You need to look the part, and that means everything from the inside out."

She handed me a lacy black bra and a matching pair of panties. But these weren’t the elegant kind you’d wear on a date; these screamed, “I’m available for the night.” The lace was thin, and the design was bold, leaving little to the imagination.

"Put these on. We’ll take it step by step."

I took the lingerie, feeling a bit awkward. "Alright, here goes nothing."

As I started to change, Sally reached into the box and pulled out something that looked like a tight pair of shorts. "Oh! I almost forgot! This is a tucking gaff. You’ll need to wear it to keep everything smooth down there."

I hesitated, feeling my face heat up. "Uh... how exactly do I...?"

Sally smiled, clearly prepared for this. "Don’t worry, I’ll show you. It’s not as hard as it looks." She took her panties off, her penis hanging without care, and she demonstrated how to tuck quickly.

“Come on, open your legs and pull it then tuck, just like this,” she repeated.

I followed her instructions, feeling a strange mix of emotions as I tucked and adjusted the gaff.

"Won’t this hurt over time?"

Sally shook her head, watching closely to make sure everything was in place. "It takes some getting used to, but it works.”

Sally pulled out a breastplate—a realistic-looking silicone chest piece that was far from subtle. "This will give you the shape you need. We’re going for exaggerated curves, something that catches the eye. It’s heavy, but it’s worth it for the look."

She helped me into the breastplate, adjusting it carefully so it sat naturally on my chest, though the look was anything but natural.

"How does that feel?"

I shifted a bit, trying to get used to the weight. "It’s heavier than I thought."

Sally laughed. "Welcome to the world of women’s fashion. Now, let’s get the bra on."

I fumbled with the bra for a moment before Sally stepped in to help. "Here, let me adjust the straps. You want it to fit snugly but not too tight."

Soon after, she handed me a slinky dress that was short—really short—and tight in all the wrong places. This dress was the polar opposite of elegant. It was trashy, flashy, and screamed for attention. I slid into it, feeling the tight fabric hug my newly smooth and padded body. "I look ridiculous, don’t I?"

Sally stepped back, admiring the transformation.

"Not ridiculous—perfect. You look like you’re ready to work the streets."

I glanced at myself in the mirror, barely recognizing the person staring back. The makeup, the dress, the breastplate—it all came together in a way that was both shocking and impressive.

"I actually look like a... you know."

Sally grinned, clearly proud of her work. "Exactly what we were going for. The lady for a night. Now, let’s finish it off with the wig."

She handed me a long, platinum blonde wig, helping me adjust it until it sat perfectly on my head. The hair cascaded down in waves, framing my face in a way that made the whole look even more over-the-top.

"Okay," Sally said, stepping back to take it all in before leading me in front of the mirror.

I tried to but I couldn’t recognize myself. Gone was the Ray that everyone bullied in high school. It was someone else, someone I didn’t know but she could definitely stop traffic.

“Twenty for a BJ, a hundred for a kiss,” I joked as I pretended to chew gum and smoke. Sally burst into laughter before composing herself.

"Are you ready to show John?"

I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement.

"Yeah. Let’s do it."
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We walked back out into the living room, where John was still glued to the football game. As soon as he saw me, his jaw dropped.

"Whoa... Ray, you look..."

Sally grinned, clearly enjoying the reaction. "He looks like the real deal, doesn’t he?"

John nodded, still staring at me. "I almost had a hard-on there for a second."

I couldn’t help but laugh, the tension breaking. "Good to know I’m convincing, I guess."

Sally patted me on the back, clearly pleased with the result.

"You’re more than convincing. You’re ready, Ray."

John shook his head, still in disbelief. "You actually pulled it off. I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes."

I looked at them both, feeling a strange mix of pride and apprehension.

Sally smiled, her eyes filled with determination. "Next, we plan the photoshoot and get that fake escort profile set up. But for now, let’s just celebrate the fact that you look exactly like what we need."


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I sat at my desk at Lucitech, reviewing a list of bugs in the software for our upcoming keyboard launch. My mind was only half on the task, though. The other half was still reeling from the events of the past few days—especially the photoshoot. Sally had gone all out, making sure every detail was perfect, and we’d finally taken the photos needed for the fake escort profile. But the whole experience left me feeling like I was living in a surreal dream.
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I was trying to focus on the report in front of me when my colleague, Gambit, leaned over the partition between our desks.

"Hey, Ray, how’s the bug catching?"

“It looks pristine, but we can’t be too sure, yeah?”

He nodded in agreement then said, squinting at me. "Is that... eyeliner?"

Panic shot through me like a bolt of lightning.

"Uh, what?" I stammered, my hand automatically flying up to my face.

Gambit chuckled. "Yeah, dude, you’ve got some eyeliner or something around your eyes."

I racked my brain for an excuse. "Oh, that? Uh, my, yeah, uh… niece—she was playing makeup artist last night. I guess I didn’t get all of it off." I laughed awkwardly, hoping he’d buy the story. The truth was, I didn’t even have a niece.

Gambit laughed and shook his head. "Man, kids, right? They’ll do anything to mess with you."

"Yeah, tell me about it," I said, forcing a smile. Inside, I was still panicking. I’d been so careful to wash off all the makeup, but apparently, I’d missed a spot.

Gambit nodded and went back to his work. I let out a silent sigh of relief, but my heart was still racing. I had to be more careful. The last thing I needed was for anyone here to find out what I’d been up to.

Just as I was about to dive back into my work, a notification popped up on my computer screen. It was an email from Sally. I clicked on it, and my stomach did a flip when I saw what it was—a calendar detailing Hans Huntington’s campaign schedule for the next two weeks.

She had taken the time to track down every event, every public appearance, and she had it all laid out for me.

I stared at the screen, feeling a wave of nervousness crash over me. This was it. The plan was moving forward, and there was no turning back now.

My hands trembled as I scrolled through the calendar. Hans would be at a charity gala, a town hall meeting, and even a few smaller, more private events. It was almost too perfect, the opportunities were right there, but the thought of actually going through with it made me feel like I was on the edge of a cliff.

I glanced around the office, making sure no one was paying attention to me, then I leaned back in my chair, trying to calm myself down. Over the past few days, I’d been practicing how to sound like a girl, mimicking the voices of actresses in movies, trying to get the pitch and tone just right. I’d even been practicing how to walk in heels, using the hallway outside my apartment late at night when no one was around.

But no matter how much I practiced, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was going to mess it all up.

What if I couldn’t pull it off?

What if Hans saw right through me?

I opened up a blank document on my computer, staring at the blinking cursor as my mind raced. I needed to make sure everything was perfect. There was no room for mistakes. But the more I thought about it, the more overwhelmed I felt.

My phone buzzed on the desk, snapping me out of my thoughts. It was a text from Sally: "Did you see it? Don’t freak out. You’ve got this, Ray. We’re in this together. Just breathe."

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm inside my head. Sally was right. I wasn’t doing this alone. She and John had been with me every step of the way, and they weren’t going to let me fail.

I typed out a quick response: "Thanks, Sally. LFG!"

The rest of the day passed in a blur. I tried to focus on my work, but the thought of the upcoming plan was always in the back of my mind, gnawing at me. I kept practicing in my head, replaying the steps over and over, trying to make sure I didn’t miss anything.
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After work, I found myself sitting in a fancy restaurant, feeling more out of place than ever. The place was elegant, with soft lighting that made everything look more refined, and the scent of freshly baked bread filled the air. But instead of enjoying the atmosphere, I was hyper-aware of the tight, short, black cocktail dress that hugged my body, the thin straps digging slightly into my shoulders. It was one of Sally’s selections, and while it made me look the part, it left me feeling exposed and uncomfortable.

Sally had insisted we go out for dinner, but this wasn’t just any dinner. This was a crash course in table etiquette and refinement—things she had taken years to master, and I had to learn in days.

“Why do we have to learn all of this? I’m playing the part of a streetwalker, aren’t I?”

“Well, it’s the perfect setting to really trigger the femininity in you, here, you’ll be more mindful with how you speak, sit, stand, act, and compose yourself.”

"Okay, Ray," she followed, her voice low and calm as she sat across from me, perfectly poised in her own stylish outfit.

"The first thing you need to remember is to keep your posture straight. Don’t slouch. Imagine there’s a string pulling you up from the top of your head."

I adjusted my posture, trying to sit as straight as I could. The dress was so snug that every movement felt deliberate, and I could feel the coolness of the restaurant’s air conditioning against my smooth, bare legs.

John, sitting next to Sally, gave me a thumbs-up.

"You’re doing great. Just remember to breathe."

"Yeah, easy for you to say," I muttered, adjusting the napkin on my lap. The black stilettos on my feet were pinching slightly, another reminder of how far out of my comfort zone I was.

Sally smiled reassuringly. "It’s all about confidence. You need to project that you belong here. Even if you feel like you don’t, you have to act like you do."

I nodded, trying to absorb her advice. "Alright, what’s next?"

"Voice," she said, taking a delicate sip of her water. "You need to keep your voice soft, but not too soft. Feminine, but not overdone. Think about how I speak, how other women you know speak. It’s not just about pitch, it’s about the rhythm, the flow."

I cleared my throat, trying to mimic the tone she was describing.

"Like this?"

Sally tilted her head slightly, listening. "Not bad. Just relax your throat a bit more. Don’t force it."

I tried again, softer this time. "How about now?"

"Much better," she said with an approving nod. "And when you’re speaking, make sure to engage with your eyes. Confidence, remember?"

I glanced at John, who was watching me with an encouraging smile.

"You’re getting the hang of it, Ray."

"Thanks," I said, feeling a bit more at ease. "What about poise? How do I not look like I’m about to trip over my own feet?"

Sally chuckled. "It’s all in how you carry yourself. When you walk, lead with your hips, keep your steps small and deliberate. And always, always keep your shoulders back."

I nodded, trying to imagine walking across the room without stumbling. "I’ll keep that in mind."

"The election is coming up fast," Sally said, her tone growing more serious. "We don’t have much time, so you’ve got to practice this every chance you get. In front of the mirror, when you’re walking down the street, even when you’re just sitting at your desk."

"I will," I promised, though the thought of constantly being ‘on’ was exhausting. But I knew she was right—we didn’t have time to waste.

As the waiter brought our food, Sally continued to give me pointers on everything from how to hold my fork to how to sip from a glass without smudging my lipstick. It felt overwhelming, but I was determined to get it right.

Halfway through the meal, as I carefully cut a piece of my chicken, Sally leaned in with a thoughtful expression.

"We need to come up with a name for your persona."

John looked intrigued. "Yeah, something that fits the look and the plan."

I paused, considering. "I hadn’t really thought about it. Any ideas?"

Sally tapped her chin, thinking. "How about something sultry? Something that gives off the right vibe.

“Jane,” I said.

“There’s nothing sultry about Jane. She sounds like she carries baked goods and hands them out to new neighbors,” Sally explained.

“Megan,” John suggested.

“Meh, it sounds overused,” I countered.

“What about Bianca? Like your slutty ex. She was always trying to be the center of attention," Sally teased.

I chuckled, trying out the name in my head. "Bianca... I actually like the sound of that."

Sally smiled, clearly pleased. "Bianca it is, then. It’s perfect for what we’re going for." John shook his head with a light smile.

As we finished our meal, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of nerves and excitement. The plan was moving forward, and now I even had a name to go with the persona. It was all starting to feel very real, and though the pressure was mounting, I knew I had to see it through.

"To Bianca," John said, raising his glass in a toast.

"To Bianca," Sally and I echoed, clinking our glasses together.

As we sipped our drinks, I let the name settle in my mind. I was ready to become Bianca, ready to take on the challenge, and ready to face whatever came next.
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Two days later, I found myself back in Sally’s apartment, standing in front of a mirror that had seen more transformations than I cared to count. But this time, it wasn’t just me who was getting into character. Sally and John were both wearing wigs—Sally in a sleek black bob and John with a blonde tousled look—and they were dressed to the nines. Sally wore a stunning red dress that hugged her curves, while John was in a sharp tuxedo. The whole scene felt surreal, like we were gearing up for some twisted masquerade ball.

On Sally’s bed, clothes were laid out in neat rows, each piece carefully selected to create the perfect look. The outfit was clearly inspired by Julia Roberts' character in Pretty Woman—a short, tight dress in white with blue accents, paired with thigh-high black boots, and a bold red coat. Next to it, there was a blonde wig, a pair of oversized sunglasses, and a small, sparkly clutch.

"Alright, Bianca," Sally said with a playful grin as she motioned for me to sit in the chair in front of the mirror.

"Time to get you ready for your big debut."

I took a deep breath and sat down, the nerves already creeping in.

"This is really happening, isn’t it?"

"Yep," John said, leaning against the doorframe, his voice light but with an edge of seriousness.

"And you’re going to nail it, or should I say, you’re going to look like you want to get nailed," he chuckled.

Sally began by carefully applying foundation to my face, her movements precise and practiced. "So, let’s retrace the steps," she said as she worked.

"Hans is hosting an event at the Stardust Theater in New York for the I’m Not Afraid Foundation. It’s one of his big public events, supposedly helping kids who’ve been bullied in school. It’s the perfect place to make a scene."

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

"And how do I fit into this?"

Sally smiled, dabbing some concealer under my eyes. "You’re going to be the damsel in distress. The idea is that you’ll try to enter the event, looking like the high-end call girl we’ve dressed you up to be. John and I will be there, dressed as a snobby couple, pretending to be security or important guests. We’ll try to shoo you away, making a scene."

"Making a scene?" I repeated, a knot forming in my stomach.

"You really think this will work?"

"It’ll work," John chimed in, crossing his arms. "Trust me, nothing gets attention like a couple that was birthed by Karens. Especially when there’s a pretty girl involved."

Sally started applying eyeshadow, choosing dark, smoky tones that made my eyes pop. "The key is to act desperate but not too desperate. Hans is the kind of guy who loves to play the hero. If we make it look like you’re being unfairly treated, he’ll swoop in to save the day."

"And that’s when we strike?" I asked, feeling more anxious by the minute.

"Exactly," Sally said, adding some eyeliner with a steady hand.

"You don’t need to do much. Just act like you’re trying to get in, and when we tell you to leave. We will scream at you, call you names, it’ll draw attention, and Hans won’t be able to resist getting involved."

I swallowed hard, trying to push down the rising fear.

"And what if it doesn’t go as planned?"

Sally paused, looking at me through the mirror.

"Then we improvise. But don’t worry, Bianca—we’ve got your back."

"Yeah," John added, a reassuring smile on his face.

"We won’t let anything happen to you."

Sally finished with the makeup, adding a bold red lipstick that made my lips look fuller and more pronounced.

"There, all done with the face. Now let’s get you dressed."

She helped me into the outfit, zipping it up in the back. The fabric clung to my body, and I could feel every movement amplified by the tightness. Then came the thigh-high boots, which were surprisingly comfortable despite their height.

"How do I look?" I asked, turning to face Sally and John.

"Like a thousand bucks per hour," Sally joked, smiling as she adjusted the collar of the red coat.

"You’re going to turn heads, that’s for sure."

John nodded in agreement. "Definitely. You’re the perfect mix of classy and trashy—exactly what we need for this to work."

I laughed nervously, slipping on the oversized sunglasses and tucking the clutch under my arm.

"I can’t believe I’m actually doing this."

"Believe it," Sally said, pulling the blonde wig over my head and adjusting it so it sat just right. "Because once you walk into that theater, you’re not Raymond Sawyer anymore. You’re Bianca, the girl who doesn’t say yes to coffee dates, the one who will only open her legs for someone who owns a black card."

I took a deep breath, looking at my reflection in the mirror. The person staring back at me was unrecognizable, a glamorous, bold, and slightly dangerous-looking woman who didn’t have a care in the world.

I had to admit, the transformation was incredible.

Sally stepped back, admiring her work. "You look so hot, Bianca."

"Bianca," I repeated, testing out the name again. It rolled off my tongue easily, and I couldn’t help but smile.

"Yeah, I like it."

John chuckled. "Good, because that’s who you’re going to be tonight."

Sally gave me one last look, her expression serious. "Remember, confidence is everything. Walk in there like you own the place, and don’t let anyone make you feel like you don’t belong. We’ve got this."

I nodded, feeling the weight of the moment settle over me. The plan was set, and there was no turning back now. As I looked at Sally and John, both dressed to the nines and ready to play their parts, I felt a surge of determination.

"Let’s go make some noise," I said, my voice steady and sure.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, I stood on the pavement outside the Stardust Theater, nervously puffing on an e-cigarette. I wasn’t a smoker, but Sally had insisted it would help me play the part of a stereotypical streetwalker. The neon lights from the theater flickered across the street, casting a colorful glow over the crowd gathered for the event. Everyone around me looked glamorous, dressed to impress for Hans Huntington’s big charity gala.
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I shifted my weight from one stiletto-clad foot to the other, trying to keep my nerves in check. Sally and John were just a few feet away, positioned on the driveway as planned. They looked perfect together—Sally in her red dress and John in his tux, playing the roles of a snobby couple to perfection.

Men passing by kept giving me looks, some with lust in their eyes, others more curious. A few even stopped to ask for my number or my rate, assuming I was the real deal. I forced myself to smile at them, though inside I felt a mix of embarrassment and anxiety. This wasn’t who I was, but tonight, I had to play the part convincingly.

“How much,” one guy in a suit asked discreetly.

“I’m on my lunch break,” I said, trying not to burst into laughter.

“Name your price,” he insisted.

“I uhh, I’m on my period.”

Finally, he left—a look of disappointment on his face.

Women who passed by eyed me up and down, their gazes a mix of disdain and suspicion. I could feel their judgment, but I had to stay focused. The plan had to work.

Finally, a sleek, black Rolls-Royce pulled up to the curb, its polished surface reflecting the streetlights like a mirror. My heart skipped a beat as I recognized the car—it was Hans. The driver stepped out, opening the door, and out came Hans Huntington himself, every bit the charismatic politician.

Hans was dressed impeccably in a tailored navy suit, his hair neatly styled, and his signature confident smile firmly in place. As soon as he stepped out, reporters swarmed around him, microphones and cameras flashing as they tried to catch his attention.

"Mr. Huntington, over here!" one shouted.

"How do you feel about tonight’s event?" another called.
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Hans waved at the crowd, still smiling, as he made his way down the red carpet. I watched, feeling my heart pound faster. This was the moment we had been planning for.

John and Sally subtly moved closer to me, giving me a look that said it was time. My palms were sweaty as I flicked away the e-cigarette and tried to steady my breathing.

Suddenly, Sally’s voice rang out, sharp and filled with fake outrage.

"Why are you talking to her?" she yelled at John, loud enough to catch the attention of the people nearby.

I shook my head, trying to look both confused and innocent. Sally stormed up to John, who was now glaring at me with a look of disgust.

"Just go! Go away, you slut!" John barked, his voice full of contempt.

Sally joined in, pointing an accusing finger at me.

"Yeah, we don’t want your kind around here!"

People in the crowd started to turn their heads, curious about the commotion. A few murmured to each other, wondering what was happening. I could feel their eyes on me, and I had to fight the urge to run.

John turned to the onlookers, his voice rising in mock anger.

"She approached me and offered her services! Can you believe the nerve?"

I kept shaking my head, trying to appear as if I was caught off guard and completely overwhelmed. Sally, playing the part of the furious girlfriend, was practically shaking with anger.

Just then, Hans stepped forward, his smile fading as he took in the scene.

"What’s going on here?" he asked, his voice calm but authoritative.

Sally turned on him, her face red with fake fury.

"That whore is trying to steal my man!" she shouted, pointing at me.

I looked down, biting my lip and trying to appear as shy and innocent as possible. Sally looked like she was about to lunge at me, and for a moment, I was genuinely worried she might.

Hans quickly moved between us, holding out his hand to stop Sally. "Please, calm down," he said firmly. Then he turned to me, his expression softening.

"Are you okay, miss?"

I nodded, barely able to speak. My heart was racing—this was really happening.

"Come with me," Hans said, gently guiding me away from the crowd and toward his car. He gestured to the security team, who quickly stepped in to handle Sally and John, ushering them away.
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As Hans led me to his Rolls-Royce, I could barely believe the plan had worked. My heart was beating so fast I thought it might burst out of my chest.

Once we were inside the car, Hans closed the door behind us, creating a momentary bubble of quiet away from the chaos outside. He looked at me with genuine concern.

"I’m so sorry that happened," he said, his voice full of sincerity.

"Are you alright?"

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath. "I... I was just standing there, smoking, then the guy started asking for my number. I tried to ignore him but his girl started accusing me. I didn’t mean to cause any trouble."

Hans shook his head, clearly upset by what had just transpired.

"No, it wasn’t your fault. Some people just don’t know how to behave."

I hesitated, then took a deep breath. This was the moment I’d been waiting for.

"Can I... can I take a selfie with you? It would really mean a lot."

Hans smiled, clearly taken aback but pleased by the request.

"Of course," he said, nodding.

I quickly pulled out my phone, holding it up to snap a picture of the two of us. Hans leaned in close, giving the camera a warm smile. I snapped the photo, my hands trembling slightly as I did. This was it—the proof we needed.

As I lowered the phone, Hans’s expression grew more serious.

"You take care of yourself, alright?" he said, his tone gentle.

I nodded, still trying to play the part of the shy, overwhelmed girl.

"Thank you, Mr. Huntington. I will."

Hans reached into his pocket, pulling out a small card. "Here’s my number. If you ever need anything—anything at all—don’t hesitate to call."

I took the card, my heart pounding as I realized just how well the plan had worked.

"Thank you," I whispered, trying to keep my voice steady.

Hans gave me one last reassuring smile before the car door opened and one of his security team signaled that it was time for him to head into the event.

As he stepped out, I clutched the card in my hand, still in disbelief at what had just happened.

The security guard held the door open for me, gesturing for me to exit as well. I stepped out onto the pavement, feeling the cool night air hit my face. As the Rolls-Royce pulled away, I caught sight of Sally and John waiting at the end of the block. I walked toward them, still trying to process everything.

Sally grinned as I approached, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Did it work?"

I nodded, still holding the card Hans had given me. "It worked."

I then showed them out selfie and  John let out a low whistle. "I can’t believe it. We actually pulled it off."

"We did," I said, a smile slowly spreading across my face. "We really did."
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Later that night, I was back in my apartment, sitting at the edge of my bathroom sink, carefully removing the layers of makeup Sally had so expertly applied. The room was quiet, save for the sound of the water running as I wiped away the foundation, eyeliner, and lipstick. Each swipe of the cotton pad brought me a little closer to being myself again—or at least, the version of myself that wasn’t Bianca.

I stared at my reflection in the mirror, half of my face clean, the other still painted with the remnants of the night’s disguise. It was strange, seeing the two halves of me merge back into one. I should have felt relieved, but instead, there was a knot in my stomach that I couldn’t shake.

Once I had washed off the last traces of makeup, I padded into my bedroom, feeling exhausted but too wired to sleep. I collapsed onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling, trying to make sense of everything that had happened.

The plan had gone off without a hitch. I had done what I set out to do, but instead of feeling victorious, I felt... conflicted.

I reached over to the nightstand and picked up the small card Hans had given me earlier. I held it between my fingers, turning it over and over, as if the answers to my confusion might be hidden in the embossed lettering. Hans Huntington—his name felt like poison on my tongue, but earlier tonight, he hadn’t seemed like the monster I’d built him up to be.

He was kind, concerned even. He had treated me—Bianca—with genuine care, something I hadn’t expected. But that didn’t change what he’d done in the past, did it? The torment, the bullying—it was still real, still raw.

I let out a sigh, tossing the card onto the bed beside me. "Why does he have to be nice?" I muttered to myself, feeling the weight of the situation pressing down on me. If he’d been cruel, dismissive, or even just indifferent, this would be so much easier. But instead, he’d been everything I didn’t expect.

I turned over, trying to push the thoughts out of my mind. I needed sleep, not more confusion. But the card was still there, lying next to me, a reminder of the connection I now had to him.

I grabbed my phone from the nightstand, staring at the screen as if it could give me the answers I was looking for. Should I text him? Should I try to get more photos, more evidence to bring him down? It was the logical next step, the plan we had discussed. But now, I felt like I was crossing some invisible line.

I tossed and turned, unable to get comfortable, unable to stop my mind from racing. "Screw it," I muttered, sitting up and grabbing the card again. Maybe this was the only way to clear my head, to move forward with the plan.

With a deep breath, I opened my messages and started typing, my fingers shaking slightly as I keyed in the words.

Hi, Mr. Huntington. It’s Bianca, the girl from Stardust… I just wanted to thank you. If you didn’t lead me to your car, that woman would’ve beaten me up. It meant a lot to me.

I stared at the message for a long moment, my thumb hovering over the send button. Every part of me screamed that this was wrong, that I should delete the message and forget about it. But I couldn’t.

Not now.

Finally, with a resigned sigh, I pressed send and tossed my phone onto the bed, feeling a strange mix of relief and dread. What was I doing? This was supposed to be about revenge, about getting back at him for everything he’d done to me and others. But now, it felt like I was getting pulled into something else—something I didn’t fully understand.

I turned off the light and rolled over, pulling the blankets up to my chin. Maybe, I thought as I closed my eyes, tomorrow would bring some clarity. Maybe this was just a step I had to take to see the plan through.

Or maybe, I was getting in over my head.

The last thing I saw before I drifted off to sleep was the faint glow of my phone screen as it lay on the pillow beside me, a silent reminder of the message that had already been sent—and the consequences that would surely follow.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up to the sound of my phone buzzing on the nightstand. Still half-asleep, I reached over and grabbed it, squinting at the screen. My heart skipped a beat when I saw the notification—a text from Hans Huntington.

I sat up quickly, rubbing the sleep from my eyes as I opened the message. The words on the screen made my heart race for an entirely different reason.
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Good morning, Bianca. I hope you’re doing well. I was thinking about how you seemed a bit shaken by what happened. I’d like to know how you’re really doing. Would you be available for dinner tonight? I’m staying at The Plaza, and it would be a private dinner in my suite—just to avoid any unnecessary rumors. Let me know if you’re interested.

I stared at the message, hardly believing what I was reading. Dinner? At The Plaza? In his suite? The whole situation felt like it had been pulled straight out of a movie, but this was real. Hans Huntington had just invited me—well, Bianca—for dinner.

I could barely contain my excitement as I quickly screenshot the message and opened up the group chat with Sally and John. My fingers flew over the screen as I typed out a message.

Guys, you’re not going to believe this. Hans just invited me to dinner at The Plaza! In his hotel room!

I hit send and waited, my heart still pounding in my chest. This was exactly what we needed—a golden opportunity to get more evidence, more dirt on Hans. The fact that he was already trying to keep things quiet only added to the sense of victory that was building inside me.

A few seconds later, my phone buzzed with a reply from Sally.

Holy crap, Ray! This is perfect! You have to go!

John chimed in right after.

This is it, man! This is the chance we’ve been waiting for. A selfie of you and him inside a hotel room! He’s basically handing it to us on a silver platter.

I couldn’t help but smile as I read their messages. This was exactly what we had been working toward, and now it was all coming together. I quickly typed out a response.

I know, right? I can’t believe it’s actually happening. I’ll say yes and then we’ll figure out how to play this.

Sally responded almost immediately.

Make sure to play it cool. You don’t want to seem too eager. Just be yourself—well, Bianca, but you know what I mean.

John added his own advice.

And don’t forget to get as many pictures as possible. We’re so close, Ray. Just keep your head on straight.

I nodded to myself, feeling a surge of determination. They were right—this was it. I couldn’t afford to mess this up.

I went back to Hans’s message, my fingers hovering over the keyboard as I carefully composed my reply.

Good morning, Mr. Huntington. I’m flattered by your invitation, and I would love to join you for dinner tonight. Thank you for thinking of me. What time should I be there?

I read the message over a few times, making sure it struck the right balance between interested and reserved, before hitting send. I felt a strange mixture of excitement and nerves as I watched the message go through.

As I waited for a reply, I couldn’t help but think about how far we’d come. The plan had started as a crazy idea, something that seemed almost impossible. But now, here I was, on the brink of pulling it off. Hans Huntington was practically inviting me to gather the fake evidence we needed to take him down.

A few minutes later, my phone buzzed again with Hans’s reply.

Wonderful. How about 7 PM? I’ll have everything arranged, and I’ll make sure it’s a quiet evening. Looking forward to it, Bianca.

I took a deep breath, feeling a rush of adrenaline. This was really happening. I quickly sent the details to Sally and John, my mind already racing with thoughts of how the evening would play out.

7 PM at The Plaza. He says it’ll be a quiet evening. What should I wear?

Sally’s reply came almost instantly.

Something trashy, like the epitome of classless. You want to look over the top. We’ll go over the options later. This is going to be huge, Ray. Just keep your cool, and we’ll take it from there.

John added his two cents.

And don’t forget to act like you’re just there for a nice dinner. Keep it casual. We don’t want him getting suspicious.

I nodded, already feeling the weight of the responsibility on my shoulders. This was it—the moment we’d been building toward for weeks. If I could pull this off, we’d finally have the leverage we needed to expose Hans for who he really was.

As I put my phone down and started getting ready for the day, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of triumph. Hans might have been charming last night, but I knew the truth. He wasn’t the good guy he pretended to be, and tonight, I was going to prove it.

By the time 4:00 PM rolled around, I was itching to get out of the office. I’d spent the entire day trying to focus on work, but my mind kept drifting back to the evening ahead. The nerves were starting to creep in, but I reminded myself that this was what we’d been planning for. It was game time.

I clocked out early, mumbling something about having plans to my colleague Gambit, who barely looked up from his screen. My heart was pounding as I made my way to Sally’s apartment. Tonight had to be perfect—there was no room for error.

When I arrived, Sally was already waiting for me, her apartment door propped open.

“Right on time,” she said with a smile, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
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“Come on in. We’ve got some work to do.”

I nodded, stepping inside and heading straight for the bedroom where Sally had laid out the outfit for the night. As soon as I saw it, I knew she wasn’t holding back.

On the bed was a tiny leopard print mini-skirt, so short it barely looked like it would cover anything. Next to it was a black crop top with a plunging neckline that left almost nothing to the imagination. The fabric was cheap, shiny, and screamed ‘hooker’ from a mile away. Completing the look were a pair of fishnet stockings and sky-high patent leather platform heels. The whole ensemble was designed to grab attention—and not in a good way.

I looked over at Sally, who was grinning from ear to ear.

“What do you think?” she asked, clearly pleased with her selection.

I took a deep breath, trying to imagine myself wearing that outfit. “It’s… perfect,” I said, the words feeling strange in my mouth. I’d never worn anything like this in my life, but tonight wasn’t about me. It was about Bianca.

Sally handed me the clothes, and I slipped into the bathroom to change. As I pulled on the skirt, I realized just how little it covered. The crop top was even worse—or better, depending on how you looked at it. The entire outfit made me feel incredibly exposed, but that was the point.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, Sally’s eyes widened.

“Wow, Ray. You’re really getting into character.”

I nodded, feeling a mix of embarrassment and determination.

“Yeah, well, if we’re going to do this, I want to do it right.”

“Speaking of which,” Sally said, gesturing to the makeup table.

“Time to get you looking the part. Sit down and let’s get started.”

I hesitated for a moment, then shook my head. “Actually… I want to try doing it myself this time.”

Sally raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised. “Really? Are you sure?”

I nodded, feeling a bit nervous but also excited. “Yeah. I’ve been practicing on my own. I bought some stuff from the drugstore, and I kind of enjoy the process.”

Sally smiled, stepping aside to give me room. “Alright then, show me what you’ve got.”

I sat down in front of the mirror, taking a deep breath as I laid out the makeup I’d brought with me. I started with the foundation, applying it carefully to even out my skin tone. It was a bit heavier than what I’d normally wear, but tonight called for something more dramatic.

Next, I moved on to the eyeshadow, choosing dark, smoky shades that made my eyes pop. I added a thick line of black eyeliner, extending it out into a dramatic wing, and finished with several coats of mascara to make my lashes look thick and voluminous.

I applied a bright red blush to my cheeks, making sure it was just shy of overdone. Then, I picked up the lipstick—a garish shade of bright red that practically screamed for attention. I carefully outlined my lips, making them look fuller, and filled them in with the bold color.

Finally, I pulled out the blonde wig—long, wavy, and slightly tangled—and adjusted it on my head. I tousled the hair a bit, giving it a messy, unkempt look that fit the character perfectly.

When I was done, I turned to Sally, who was watching me with a look of genuine surprise.

“What do you think?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Sally blinked a few times, then broke into a wide smile. “Ray, that’s… incredible. You look like you’ve been walking on Fifth Avenue for years.”

I felt a strange sense of pride at her words. “Thanks. I wanted to make sure I looked seasoned.”

“It’s more than seasoned,” Sally said, walking over to inspect my work up close. “You’ve really nailed the look. The makeup, the hair, everything. You look like you’re at the top of the prostitution pyramid—in the best possible way.”

I laughed, though the sound was tinged with nerves.

“That’s the idea, right?”

Sally nodded, still smiling. “Exactly. Hans won’t know what hit him.”

I took one last look in the mirror, barely recognizing the person staring back at me. Bianca was right there—bold, brash, and completely over the top. The person I was before had disappeared beneath the layers of makeup and cheap clothes, and in her place was someone new. Someone who could pull this off.

“Alright,” Sally said, grabbing her bag.

“Let’s go over the plan one more time on the way. We need to make sure everything goes off without a hitch.”

I nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and anxiety as we headed out the door. Tonight was the night. Everything we’d been working toward was about to unfold, and I was ready to play my part.

As we walked to the car, Sally glanced over at me, a proud smile on her face.

“I have to say, Ray, I’m really impressed. You’ve come a long way since we started this.”

I smiled back, feeling a bit of the tension ease. “Thanks, Sal. I just hope that he doesn’t find out.”

“He won’t,” she said confidently. “Just remember, you’re not Raymond Sawyer—you’re Bianca. And Bianca can handle anything.”

I nodded, the name settling into my mind once more. Bianca. I could do this. I had to do this.
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Moments later, as we drove through the city, the tension in the car was palpable. I was nervous—more nervous than I’d ever been—but I tried to keep my cool. John, sitting beside me in the back seat, decided it was the perfect time to lighten the mood. He reached over and playfully poked at the breastplate I was wearing, grinning like a kid.

“Hey, stop that,” I said, laughing despite myself. It was hard to stay tense when John was being such a goof.

“Just trying to get rid of Bianca’s nerves,” John said with a chuckle, giving the breastplate one last playful squeeze.

Sally, who was driving, glanced at us in the rearview mirror and rolled her eyes.

“Come on, guys, be serious. We’ve got a job to do.”

“Yeah, yeah,” John said, waving her off with a grin. “But it’s all about keeping the mood light, right?”

I laughed again, feeling a bit of the tension ease.

“Well, yeah, you’re right. I needed that.”

He playfully squeezed my detachable boobies once more as we got closer to The Plaza. I then pulled out my compact powder to check my makeup and the garish red lipstick was still in place, but I added a fresh coat just to be sure. I popped a breath mint into my mouth, savoring the cool, minty taste as I tried to calm my nerves.

“We’re almost there,” Sally said, her voice steady.

“You’re going to be great, Bianca. Just remember everything we’ve practiced.”

I nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and anxiety. “Yeah, I’ve got this.”

The car pulled up to The Plaza, its grand entrance gleaming under the soft lights. The hotel was every bit as luxurious as I’d imagined, with its ornate exterior and uniformed doormen standing at attention. The moment the car stopped, one of the doormen approached and opened the door for me.

As I stepped out of the car, I caught the doorman giving me a once-over, his eyes lingering on my outfit. He flashed me a knowing, almost appreciative smile, and for the first time that night, I felt a surge of confidence. I’d been scared that someone might try to shoo me away, but his reaction told me I was pulling this off.

“Good evening, miss,” the doorman said with a slight nod, his voice polite—with a hint of wanting to ask for my number.

“Evening,” I replied, smiling back as I adjusted my skirt. I took a deep breath and walked toward the entrance, feeling the cool night air on my legs.

Inside, The Plaza was even more impressive. The lobby was vast and elegant, with marble floors that gleamed under the crystal chandeliers hanging from the high ceiling. The scent of fresh flowers filled the air, and everything seemed to sparkle with a sense of old-world luxury.

I made my way to the reception desk, where a well-dressed receptionist greeted me with a professional smile.

“Good evening, miss. How can I assist you?”

“I’m here to see Mr. Huntington,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady as I gave her the room number Hans had provided in his text message.

The receptionist’s smile widened slightly as she nodded. “Of course, Miss Bianca. Mr. Huntington is expecting you. Please allow me to escort you to his suite.”

I felt a wave of relief wash over me as she gave me the VIP treatment. I hadn’t been sure how this would go, but it seemed everything was falling into place.

As we walked through the grand hallways of The Plaza, my heels clicking softly against the marble floors, I couldn’t help but feel the nerves creeping back in. The walls were lined with intricate gold moldings, and the elegant sconces cast a warm glow over everything. Every detail was designed to impress, and it was working.

We passed by a large mirror in the hallway, and I paused for a moment to check my reflection. The blonde wig, the heavy makeup, the tight outfit—it was all still in place. I pulled out my phone and quickly snapped a selfie, knowing I’d need more evidence to make the story stick. My heart was pounding, but I forced a confident smile as I looked into the camera.

The receptionist stopped in front of a large, ornate door.

“This is Mr. Huntington’s suite,” she said, her voice calm and professional.

“If you need anything, please don’t hesitate to call the front desk.”

“Thank you,” I replied, my voice a little shaky as I reached for the buzzer. I took one last deep breath before pressing it, trying to steady myself for what was about to happen.

The door opened almost immediately, and there stood Hans Huntington, looking as polished and dapper as ever. He was dressed in a tailored black suit with a crisp white shirt, his salt-and-pepper hair perfectly styled. His smile was warm, his eyes kind, and he gave off an air of effortless charm.

“Bianca,” he said, his voice smooth and welcoming.

“I’m so glad you could make it.”

“Thank you for inviting me,” I replied, stepping inside. My heart was racing, but I forced myself to stay calm. I had to remember who I was tonight.

Hans led me into the suite, and I couldn’t help but take in the surroundings. The room was stunning, with large windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline. The decor was tasteful and luxurious, with plush furniture, rich fabrics, and fresh flowers arranged in elegant vases. A small, intimate dinner table was set up near the windows, complete with candles and a bottle of wine chilling in an ice bucket.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper as I took it all in.

Hans smiled, clearly pleased by my reaction.

“I wanted to make sure everything was perfect for tonight. Please, have a seat.”
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I walked over to the table and sat down, feeling the soft cushion of the chair beneath me. Hans took the seat opposite me, his movements graceful and confident. Everything about him exuded control, but there was a genuine warmth in his demeanor that made it hard to reconcile with the person I knew from my past.

“This is just a quiet dinner,” Hans said, pouring us both a glass of wine.

“I wanted to thank you for being so understanding last night. I know it wasn’t the most pleasant situation.”

“None of it is your fault.”

“I feel responsible because those idiots came to see me,” he explained—not knowing that John and Sally were just accomplices.

“Thank you,” I said, accepting the glass he offered.

“I appreciate it.”

Hans raised his glass to me, his eyes twinkling with sincerity.

“To new friends.”

“To new friends,” I echoed, clinking my glass against his. As I took a sip of the wine, I couldn’t help but wonder what was really going on beneath that charming exterior.

The dinner was simple but elegant—roast chicken with vegetables, a side of potatoes, and a light salad. Everything was cooked to perfection, and Hans was a gracious host, asking me about myself and making small talk throughout the meal.

The candlelight flickered softly as I tried to compose myself. The food was exquisite, the wine was perfect, but I could barely taste any of it. My mind was spinning, trying to stay in character while also keeping track of every word Hans said.

“So, Bianca,” he began, his tone casual but curious.

“Tell me about yourself. Where are you from?”

I hesitated for just a second before slipping into the story I’d prepared. “I’m from New Jersey,” I said, smiling as I sipped my wine.

“I’ve been in the city for a few years now.”

Hans nodded, looking genuinely interested. “And what do you do?”

“I’m a… well, I’m a… masseuse,” I replied, hoping it sounded convincing. “I work at a small spa downtown. It’s nothing fancy, but I enjoy it.”

“Sounds like a peaceful job,” Hans said, smiling.

“I could use a good massage myself after all the stress of this campaign.”

I chuckled softly, trying to keep the conversation light. “Maybe I could give you a discount,” I teased, batting my eyelashes just enough to keep up the act.

Hans laughed, the sound warm and sincere.

“I might take you up on that.”

I decided it was time to steer the conversation away from myself. The less I had to lie, the better. “But enough about me,” I said, leaning in slightly.

“Tell me about you, Hans. I’ve seen your face all over the city, but I don’t really know much about politics or anything.”

Hans seemed to appreciate the shift in focus. “Well, politics can be pretty complicated,” he said, swirling his wine in his glass. “But it’s really about helping people, making sure everyone has a fair chance. I’ve been working hard to make sure my campaign is about positive change, especially when it comes to bullying. That’s something I’m really passionate about.”

My heart skipped a beat at the mention of bullying, but I kept my face neutral, nodding as if I was just learning this for the first time.

“Bullying?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

“I think I saw some ads about that, and a few interviews. You seem really committed to it.”

He paused, setting his glass down as he looked at me, his expression growing more serious. “I am,” he said, taking a deep breath. “To be honest, Bianca, I have a personal reason for it. I was the bully.”

I blinked, my heart racing. “You were?”

He nodded slowly, his gaze distant as if he was looking back on something painful.

“Yeah, I made a lot of people’s lives miserable. But it wasn’t because I enjoyed it. At home, I was the one being bullied—by my father. He used to call me dumb, useless, a pathetic jock and that he’d rather sell his company than have me inherit it. I guess I took all that anger and frustration out on the kids at school.”

I felt a strange mix of emotions swirling inside me—anger, disbelief, and, weirdly enough, a twinge of sympathy. I knew I had to keep playing along, so I leaned forward slightly, my voice soft.

“That sounds really hard, Hans. I’m sorry you went through that.”

He gave me a small, sad smile. “Thanks, but it doesn’t excuse what I did. There’s one person in particular that I think about a lot.”

He paused for a bit to chew his chicken then continued. “His name was Ray. I made his life a living hell. I spread a rumor that he was into one of the jocks, and then I asked my friends to beat him up when it got out of hand. It’s something that eats at me every night.”

Hearing my own name coming from Hans’s mouth was like a punch to the gut. The pain from those years hit me all over again, and for a moment, I felt a surge of pure, raw anger. But I forced myself to stay calm, to keep the act going.

“That’s… awful,” I said, my voice trembling slightly, though I hoped it sounded like sympathy.

“Do you ever think about apologizing to him?”

He looked down at his plate, his expression conflicted. “I’ve thought about it a lot, but I don’t even know where he is now. And honestly, I don’t know if it would even help. What I did was inexcusable. But I’ve been trying to make up for it, in my own way.”

I swallowed hard, my mind reeling. This wasn’t the Hans I’d expected. The guilt in his voice, the regret—it was real. And yet, it didn’t erase what he’d done, not to me or to anyone else. But hearing him say my name, knowing that he thought about what he’d done to me, stirred something complicated in me.

“Isn’t that a bit of a hypocrisy, though?” I asked carefully, trying to gauge his reaction.

“I mean, standing up against bullying when you were the one doing it?”
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Hans sighed deeply, nodding, avoiding my gaze and looking out the window. “You’re right. It is. But I’m trying to make sure that kids today don’t go through what Ray went through. If I can prevent even one person from feeling the way he did, maybe I can make some kind of amends.”

I stared at him, my emotions a tangled mess. On one hand, I still hated him for everything he’d put me through. But on the other hand, there was something about his honesty, his willingness to admit his mistakes, that made it harder to see him as the villain I’d always imagined him to be.

“I guess that’s all anyone can do,” I said softly, feeling more confused than ever.

“Try to be better.”

He looked at me, his eyes filled with a mix of sadness and determination. “That’s what I’m trying to do. But I’ll never forget what I did to Ray. I just hope that wherever he is, he’s okay.”

For a moment, I didn’t know what to say. The anger that had flared up inside me was still there, but it was tempered by the realization that he was genuinely remorseful. It didn’t excuse what he’d done, but it complicated everything I’d thought about him.

“Maybe he’s forgiven you,” I said, not entirely sure why I was saying it.

He smiled faintly, though it didn’t reach his eyes.

“I hope so, Bianca. I really do.”

We finished the rest of our meal in a comfortable silence, but the words we’d exchanged hung heavy in the air. As I looked across the table at him, I realized that this dinner had taken a turn I hadn’t expected. I’d come here to gather evidence, to set him up, but now I was faced with the reality of who Hans Huntington really was—a man who had done terrible things, but who also carried the weight of those actions every day.

When the meal was over, he stood up and leaned clsoer, his demeanor as respectful and kind as it had been all evening. “Thank you for listening, Bianca,” he said softly.

“I don’t usually talk about these things, but you seem like somebody who can keep secrets… and I’m glad I did.”

I nodded, still trying to process everything. “Thank you for trusting me with it.”

As we finished dinner, the conversation between Hans and me lingered in the air, heavy with unspoken thoughts and emotions. I could feel the tension, the strange connection that had formed between us during the meal. It was confusing, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it. But I knew I had to stay focused on the plan.

Before we parted ways, I turned to Hans with a smile that I hoped seemed casual.

“Would it be alright if we took a selfie?” I asked, trying to keep my voice light.

“I’d love to keep a memory of tonight.”

Hans hesitated for a moment, his expression a bit awkward.

“A selfie? Sure, I guess that’s fine.”

I pulled out my phone and leaned in close to him, holding it up to get us both in the frame. My heart was racing, the proximity between us making my pulse quicken even more. I could smell his cologne—subtle, but undeniably masculine. I took a deep breath and smiled for the camera, snapping the picture.

As I lowered the phone, I realized just how close we were. He turned his head slightly, and for a moment, our faces were inches apart. I could feel his breath on my skin, see the intensity in his eyes. There was a pause, a heartbeat where everything seemed to freeze.

Was he about to kiss me?

The thought sent a shockwave through my system, and I quickly stepped back, breaking the moment.

“Thank you for the dinner, Hans,” I said, my voice a little shaky.

“I really appreciate it.”

He blinked, as if coming out of a trance. He nodded, his expression shifting back to that of a polite host.

“Of course, Bianca. It was my pleasure.”

I offered him a small, almost shy smile before excusing myself and heading for the door. My heart was pounding so hard I could barely think straight.

What had just happened?

Had I really been about to kiss Hans Huntington—the same man I’d hated for years?

As I left The Plaza and walked to the bus stop, the confusion only deepened. I’ve never been attracted to men and Hans had most definitely never been attracted to me—not when I was Raymond, anyway. But there had been something in his eyes, something that sparked in that moment. And what terrified me most was that a part of me had wanted to kiss him back.
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When I got home, I felt like I was on autopilot. I barely remembered stripping off the tight, revealing outfit, peeling away the layers of makeup, and stepping into the shower. The hot water pounded against my skin, but it did nothing to wash away the whirlwind of emotions inside me.

I leaned my head against the shower wall, letting the water run down my face. Why had I felt that way? Why had there been that moment where I wanted to close the distance between us, to feel his lips on mine? It made no sense.

Hans was the enemy, the person who had tormented me in high school, the man I was supposed to destroy. So why had a part of me wanted something so different?

I closed my eyes, trying to sort through the conflicting feelings. Was it just the intensity of the situation? The fact that I’d been pretending to be someone else, playing a role that had somehow bled into my real emotions? Or was it something deeper, something I wasn’t ready to face?

The idea of abandoning the plan, of letting go of the revenge I’d been so focused on, crossed my mind for the first time. Could I really go through with it after what had happened tonight? Could I hurt someone who had shown genuine remorse, who had, in that fleeting moment, made me feel something I hadn’t expected to feel?

But then the memories of the past came flooding back—the humiliation, the pain, the betrayal. Hans had ruined my life, and I couldn’t just forgive that. Not after everything he’d done. But that didn’t explain why I felt the way I did tonight, why there was a small, nagging part of me that didn’t want to hurt him anymore.

I finished my shower and dried off, wrapping myself in a towel as I stood in front of the mirror. My reflection looked tired, worn out, as if the weight of everything was finally catching up to me. I stared at myself, trying to find the answers in the eyes that stared back.

What was I going to do? Could I really go through with the plan, knowing what I knew now? And more importantly, why had I wanted to kiss Hans Huntington? Was it just part of the act, or was there something else at play?

I shook my head, trying to push the thoughts away. I couldn’t afford to get distracted, not now. But no matter how hard I tried, that moment in Hans’s suite, the almost-kiss, kept replaying in my mind.

As I climbed into bed, my thoughts continued to swirl. I pulled the covers up to my chin, closing my eyes and hoping sleep would come quickly. But the questions, the doubts, and the confusing feelings wouldn’t let go.

I rolled over, staring at the wall as I tried to sort through it all.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS HAD PASSED since that strange, intense dinner with Hans, and I found myself in my small bathroom, carefully painting my nails a soft, understated pink. The color was a far cry from the bold red I’d worn the last time I’d seen him, but it felt right for the occasion. Hans had invited me to a charity event, and he’d asked—almost shyly—if I could dress a bit more modestly this time.

I couldn’t tell if he was trying to be respectful or if he was simply trying to avoid any potential scandal. Either way, I was determined to play my part perfectly.
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I set the nail polish brush down and admired my work, blowing lightly on my fingers to help them dry faster. My skin was smooth and freshly waxed, a task I’d taken on myself this time. Sally and John weren’t around to help today, and I didn’t mind. This felt like something I needed to do on my own.

The bathroom was small, the kind of space where you had to squeeze around the sink to get to the shower, but it was mine. I glanced at my reflection in the mirror, the remnants of the old me slowly fading away. Each time I became Bianca, it was like stepping further into a role that I was beginning to understand—and maybe even feel comfortable in.

I walked into my bedroom, where the outfit I’d chosen for the evening was laid out on the bed. Hans had asked for something more modest, and I’d taken that to heart. Gone were the tight skirts and plunging necklines.

Tonight, I would be elegant, poised, and entirely different from the Bianca he’d met before.

The dress was a soft lavender, knee-length, with a fitted waist and a slightly flared skirt. It was feminine without being overtly sexy, a balance that felt right for the event. The fabric was light and airy, almost like wearing a cloud. I picked it up, feeling the smooth material between my fingers, and slipped it over my head. It fit perfectly, hugging my body in all the right places without being too revealing.

Next, I sat down at my vanity, pulling out the makeup I’d carefully selected for the night. This time, I kept things simple. A light foundation to even out my skin tone, a touch of blush to add some color to my cheeks, and a soft, neutral eyeshadow that brought out the color of my eyes without overpowering them.

I lined my eyes with a thin, precise stroke of eyeliner, just enough to define them, and finished with a coat of mascara to make my lashes look long and full.

For my lips, I chose a nude lipstick, something subtle and understated. I didn’t want to draw too much attention to myself tonight—just enough to make an impression.

As I finished my makeup, I couldn’t help but think about how much things had changed in such a short time. Just a few weeks ago, the idea of doing any of this would have seemed impossible. But now, it felt almost natural. I was becoming Bianca, not just in appearance, but in mindset too.

Finally, I turned to the last piece of the transformation: the wig. This time, I’d chosen a simple one, with soft waves that framed my face and fell just below my shoulders. It was a more conservative look, one that matched the tone of the evening. I adjusted the wig carefully, making sure it sat just right, and gave myself one last look in the mirror.

The woman staring back at me was elegant, poised, and entirely different from the bold, brash persona I’d adopted before. This was a Bianca that Hans hadn’t seen yet, and I hoped it would make the right impression.

I reached for the simple pearl clip-on earrings I’d picked out and fastened them to my ears, completing the look. A delicate silver bracelet and a matching necklace added just the right touch of sophistication without being too flashy. I slipped into a pair of nude heels—modest but still flattering—and stood up, taking in the full effect.

“Alright, Bianca,” I whispered to myself, feeling a mixture of excitement and nerves.

I grabbed my clutch, a small, elegant piece that matched the dress, and slipped my phone inside. As I checked my reflection one last time, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride. I’d done this on my own, without Sally and John’s help, and I looked every bit the part I was meant to play.

Hans had never seen me like this before. Tonight, I would be a different kind of Bianca—one that could fit into his world without causing a scandal. But even as I prepared to step into that role, the conflicting emotions from our last meeting lingered in the back of my mind. The almost-kiss, the strange connection that had formed between us—it was all still there, simmering just beneath the surface.
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The hotel lobby was grand and buzzing with activity when I arrived. The chandeliers above cast a warm glow, and the polished marble floors gleamed beneath my heels as I stepped inside. I was nervous, but I kept my head high, trying to project the calm elegance I’d so carefully crafted.

Hans was waiting for me near the entrance to the ballroom, looking dapper in a classic black tuxedo. His eyes lit up when he saw me, and as I approached, he reached out, gently taking my hand in his. To my surprise, he lifted it to his lips and kissed it softly, his touch warm and gentle.

“Bianca,” he said, his voice filled with admiration. “You look absolutely stunning. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look more beautiful.”

A flutter of butterflies erupted in my stomach, catching me off guard.

“Thank you, Hans,” I replied, offering him a shy smile.

“You’re too kind.”

He shook his head slightly, still holding my hand. “I mean it. You’ve outdone yourself tonight.”

For a moment, I felt a strange warmth between us, something that made me almost forget the real reason I was here. But before I could dwell on it, Hans offered me his arm, and I took it, letting him lead me toward the event.

The function room where the auction was being held was just as elegant as the rest of the hotel. As we approached, I noticed the crowd of paparazzi gathered near the entrance, their cameras already flashing as they spotted us. My heart raced, and I instinctively leaned closer to Hans.

“You said you didn’t want any rumors,” I whispered, glancing nervously at the photographers.

Hans looked down at me, his eyes softening.

“I don’t care about the rumors, Bianca. Not anymore. I feel like I could do a better job if you’re with me.”

His words sent another wave of butterflies through my stomach, and for a moment, I felt like I’d already won. Everything was falling into place—Hans was practically handing me the evidence I needed on a silver platter.

In just a few hours, Sally and John would be posting the photos and details of Bianca and Hans online, and the fake escort profile would do the rest. People would dig into who Bianca was, and before long, there would be a full-blown scandal.

But even as I thought about the success of our plan, my feelings were conflicted. Hans was so genuine, so sincere in his admiration for me—no, for Bianca. It made me question everything, made me wonder if I was really doing the right thing.

As we entered the room, I took in the sight of the elegant decor and the well-dressed guests milling about, chatting quietly as they admired the auction items displayed on tables around the room. The event was to raise money for victims of bullying who had been diagnosed with depression. The funds would help create a center where they could explore their passions and regain a sense of purpose. It was a noble cause, one that tugged at my heartstrings, making the evening even more complex.

Hans led me through the crowd, introducing me to a few of the other guests, all of whom greeted me warmly. It was clear that he was well-respected here, and I couldn’t help but notice the way people looked at him—with admiration, even gratitude. The butterflies in my stomach fluttered again, but this time, they were accompanied by a pang of guilt.

We stopped at one of the auction tables, where he pointed out a beautiful painting of a serene landscape.

“This piece was donated by a local artist who was bullied throughout his childhood,” he explained, his voice gentle.

“He found solace in painting, and now he’s using his art to help others who’ve gone through similar experiences.”

“It’s beautiful,” I said, admiring the delicate brushstrokes and the peaceful scene. “It must mean a lot to him to be able to give back like this.”

Hans nodded, his expression thoughtful. “It does. And that’s what tonight is all about—helping those who’ve been hurt find a way to heal and move forward.”

As he spoke, I felt another wave of conflicting emotions wash over me. The man standing beside me was so different from the one I remembered, the one who had tormented me in high school. And yet, I couldn’t forget what he’d done. But hearing him talk about the cause, seeing the sincerity in his eyes, it was hard not to feel something for him—something that went beyond the plan I’d come here to execute.

We continued to walk through the room, and I could feel the eyes of the other guests on us, some curious, others admiring. Hans kept me close, his hand resting lightly on the small of my back, and I found myself leaning into his touch more than I intended.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Bianca?” he asked, his voice low as he leaned in to speak to me.

“I am,” I replied, and it wasn’t entirely a lie. Despite everything, there was a part of me that was enjoying the evening—the attention, the glamour, the feeling of being part of something important.

“I’m glad,” Hans said, his gaze lingering on mine.

“It means a lot to me that you’re here.”

I smiled, but it felt strained, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. The plan was working, but at what cost?

Was I really ready to go through with it, knowing what I knew now?

As the night went on, I found myself more and more conflicted. On one hand, I couldn’t shake the anger and resentment I felt toward Hans for what he’d done to me all those years ago. But on the other hand, the man standing beside me was so different from the boy I remembered—more mature, more thoughtful, more… human.

The event continued, with the auction raising more money than anyone had anticipated. Hans was in high spirits, and his mood seemed to infect those around him. But as I stood by his side, watching the night unfold, I couldn’t help but wonder what I was really doing here.

When the event finally began to wind down, Hans turned to me with a soft smile.
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“Bianca, would you like to join me for a nightcap? I’d love to spend a little more time with you.”

My heart raced at the invitation, and for a moment, I considered it. But the weight of the plan, the knowledge of what was about to happen, made me hesitate.

“I’m not sure if that’s a good idea,” I said softly, my voice trembling slightly.

Hans seemed to understand, nodding slowly. “I won’t push you, Bianca. But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to get to know you better.”

The butterflies in my stomach were back, but this time, they were accompanied by a sense of dread. I couldn’t help but wonder if I was making the right choice.

“I’ve had a wonderful evening, Hans,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Thank you for inviting me.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” he replied, his smile genuine.

As we walked out of the event together, the paparazzi still hovering nearby, I felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff. In just a few hours, the world would know about Bianca and Hans, and the scandal would be all over the news.

We continued walking to the car and I was smiling, trying to keep up the act, when suddenly, my heel caught on the edge of the pavement. Time seemed to slow down as I felt myself losing balance. I tried to steady myself, but it was too late. I slipped, crashing to the ground in a heap of lavender fabric and tangled legs.

The sound of laughter hit me like a punch to the gut. I looked up, dazed, to see the people around us—guests, passersby, even the paparazzi—laughing, their cameras flashing as they captured every humiliating second. It was like a nightmare come to life, a cruel replay of the bullying I’d endured so many years ago.

The laughter was so loud, so overwhelming, that it drowned out everything else. I could feel the heat rising in my face, the tears welling up in my eyes as the memories came flooding back—the taunts, the jeers, the feeling of being so small, so powerless.

Hans was beside me in an instant, his concern evident as he knelt down to help me up.

“Bianca, are you okay?” he asked, his voice gentle, his hand reaching out to steady me.

But something snapped inside me. The humiliation, the memories, the overwhelming sense of being trapped—it all bubbled up to the surface, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Don’t touch me!” I screamed, pushing him away with all the strength I could muster.

Hans looked stunned, his hand dropping to his side as he tried to process what had just happened.

“Bianca, I’m just trying to help—”

But I didn’t hear the rest. I didn’t care. I just needed to get away, to escape the laughter, the cameras, the prying eyes. I kicked off my shoes, abandoning them on the pavement along with my clutch—with only my phone in my hand and ran as fast as I could. I didn’t look back. I didn’t care about anything except getting as far away as possible.

Tears streamed down my face as I sprinted down the street, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The city blurred around me as I ran, the sound of my own heartbeat pounding in my ears. I felt like I was being chased, like I was back in high school, trying to outrun the bullies who always seemed to be one step behind.

I didn’t stop until I was four blocks away, my legs burning, my lungs screaming for air. I collapsed against a building, pressing my back to the cold brick as I tried to catch my breath. The tears kept coming, and I let them, not caring if anyone saw.
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Suddenly, my phone buzzed in my hand, and I saw a text from Sally.

Is it okay to post?

I stared at the message, my heart still racing, my emotions a tangled mess. The anger, the humiliation, the confusion—it all swirled together, making it hard to think clearly. But I knew what I had to do. This was the plan. This was why I’d come this far.

I took a deep breath, wiping the tears from my face with the back of my hand. My fingers hovered over the screen for just a moment before I finally typed out my response.

Yes.

I hit send, feeling a strange sense of finality as the message went through. The wheels were in motion now, and there was no turning back. The world would know about Bianca and Hans, and the scandal would explode.

But as I stood there, still shaking from the fall, the laughter echoing in my mind, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d just made the biggest mistake of my life.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED since the scandal broke, and the fallout was worse than I could have imagined. Hans Huntington’s once-untouchable reputation had taken a nosedive, his poll numbers plummeting by 30%. The fake story about him hiring escorts had spread like wildfire, tarnishing his image and bringing his campaign to the brink of collapse.

But while the world reveled in his downfall, I was spiraling in a completely different way.

Hans hadn’t stopped texting me all week. Each message was filled with confusion, hurt, and betrayal.

How could you do this to me, Bianca? he’d written. I trusted you. Why would you make up such a story? What did I do to deserve this?

The messages were relentless, each one a reminder of what I’d done. But it wasn’t just the texts that haunted me—it was the fact that I hadn’t been able to answer any of them. I’d shut down, stopped going to work, and isolated myself from Sally and John.

The plan had succeeded, but the victory felt hollow.
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Now, I found myself sitting in the office of a psychologist, trying to make sense of the chaos that had taken over my life. The room was warm and inviting, with soft lighting and comfortable chairs, but I felt anything but at ease.

Dr. Elaine Parker sat across from me, her expression calm and patient. She was a middle-aged woman with kind eyes and a reassuring presence. I’d barely spoken since I walked in, but she didn’t push.

She just waited, giving me the space to find my words.

Finally, I took a deep breath and began to speak.

“I… I did something really terrible,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I ruined someone’s life. And now… I don’t know what to do.”

Dr. Parker nodded gently, encouraging me to continue.

“Why don’t you start from the beginning? Tell me what happened.”

I hesitated, the weight of my actions pressing down on me. But I knew I couldn’t keep it inside any longer.

“There was this guy… Hans Huntington. He used to bully me in high school. He made my life hell. So, when I found out he was running for office, I came up with a plan to get back at him. I created a fake identity—Bianca. I got close to him, gained his trust, and then… I leaked a story that he was hiring escorts. It wasn’t true, but people believed it.”

As I spoke, the reality of what I’d done hit me all over again. I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes, but I blinked them back, trying to stay composed.

“And now?” Dr. Parker prompted gently.

“Now…” I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Now he’s sending me texts, asking why I did it. He’s hurt, confused, and he doesn’t understand. And the worst part is… I don’t know how to explain it to him. I don’t even know if I understand it myself.”

Dr. Parker leaned forward slightly, her gaze steady.

“You said you created a fake identity—Bianca. How did that make you feel?”

I paused, caught off guard by the question. “At first, it was just a role, something I did to get close to him. But… the more I played the part, the more I started to feel… different. Happier, even. I liked being Bianca. I liked dressing up, putting on makeup, the way people looked at me. It was like I was someone else, someone more confident, more… free.”

Dr. Parker nodded thoughtfully. “It sounds like being Bianca allowed you to explore a side of yourself that you hadn’t before. It gave you a sense of empowerment, a way to express yourself in a way that felt more authentic.”

“Maybe,” I said, my voice trembling.

“But it’s not just that. I’m also… confused. About Hans. I know I should hate him for what he did to me, but… I don’t. I actually feel something for him. And I don’t know why.”

Dr. Parker took a deep breath, her expression gentle but serious.

“Raymond, what you’ve described is a complicated mix of emotions. On one hand, you have the trauma of being bullied, which has fueled your desire for revenge. On the other hand, there’s the possibility that the persona of Bianca has allowed you to explore your gender identity in a way that feels more authentic to you.”

I felt a lump form in my throat.

“Are you saying that… I might actually be…?”

Dr. Parker nodded slowly. “It’s possible that what you’re experiencing is a deeper exploration of your gender identity. Many people find that when they allow themselves to express a different side of who they are, they discover things about themselves they hadn’t realized before. This could be a sign that you’re beginning to understand yourself in a new way.”

I sat there, trying to process what she was saying.

“But what about Hans? How could I have feelings for him after everything he did?”

Dr. Parker leaned back in her chair, her expression thoughtful.

“It’s not uncommon for people to have complex feelings toward those who have hurt them, especially when that person shows genuine remorse. You mentioned that Hans has been texting you, asking why you did what you did. It sounds like he’s genuinely trying to understand, and that may have sparked feelings of empathy—or even attraction—in you.”

“But I ruined his life,” I said, my voice breaking.

“How could I ever tell him the truth?”

Her eyes softened. “I think that’s a decision only you can make, Raymond. But if you’re seeking closure, it might be worth considering. Telling Hans the truth could be a way to come to terms with everything that’s happened—not just for him, but for you as well.”

I felt the tears finally spill over, and I wiped them away with the back of my hand.

“I don’t know if I can do it. I’m scared.”

“It’s okay to be scared,” Dr. Parker said gently.

“But it’s important to remember that healing—both for you and for Hans—comes from honesty. You might find that telling him the truth, even if it’s difficult, is the first step toward moving forward.”

I nodded, though the idea of confronting Hans terrified me. But I also knew that Dr. Parker was right. I couldn’t keep running from this, couldn’t keep hiding behind the persona of Bianca. I had to face the truth, even if it meant facing my own fears.

“Where do I start?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Parker smiled softly.

“Start with what you’re feeling right now. Be honest with yourself, and when you’re ready, be honest with Hans. It won’t be easy, but it’s the only way to truly move on.”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. The path ahead was uncertain, and the thought of confronting Hans with the truth was terrifying. But deep down, I knew that it was the only way to find the closure I so desperately needed.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, my voice still shaky but filled with a new sense of determination.

“I’ll try to figure out what to do.”

Dr. Parker nodded, her expression filled with understanding.

“Take your time, Raymond. And remember, you don’t have to go through this alone.”
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As I left the office and stepped out into the cool air, I felt a strange mix of fear and relief. The week of turmoil, the guilt, the confusion—it had all led me here, to this moment of truth. I couldn’t keep pretending. I had to face who I was, who I wanted to be, and what I was going to do about Hans.

Soon after, I boarded the train, finding a seat near the back where I could be alone with my thoughts. I was dressed as Raymond today—no makeup, no wig, just the old, familiar clothes that somehow felt both comforting and suffocating at the same time. As the train rattled along the tracks, I thought about what I needed to do, about the people who had been there for me through all of this.

Sally and John. They had been by my side through it all, never questioning, always supporting. But I’d kept them in the dark about how conflicted I really was, about the growing feelings I had for Hans, feelings that made no sense but were impossible to ignore.

When I finally reached Sally’s apartment, I stood outside the door for a moment, gathering my courage. I wasn’t sure how they’d react to everything I needed to tell them, but I knew I couldn’t keep hiding from the truth.

I knocked softly, and a few seconds later, the door swung open. Sally stood there, her eyes widening in surprise when she saw me. “Raymond…” she whispered, taking in my tear-streaked face. She didn’t say anything else—she just pulled me into a tight hug, holding me close as if she could somehow absorb all the pain and confusion.

I clung to her, letting the tears fall freely. A moment later, I felt John’s arms wrap around us both, his presence warm and steady. We stood there for what felt like forever, just holding onto each other, the silence between us filled with unspoken support.

Finally, Sally pulled back slightly, her eyes searching mine.

“We’ve been so worried about you,” she said softly.

“You just disappeared. Are you okay?”

I nodded, though the tears kept coming. “I… I’m trying to figure things out.”

“Come inside,” John said, his voice gentle as he led us into the apartment.

“Let’s talk.”

We settled onto the couch, and I wiped my eyes, trying to find the words to explain everything that had happened. The doorbell rang, and John got up to answer it, returning with a bag of Chinese food that he set on the coffee table. The familiar smell of takeout filled the room, a comforting reminder of simpler times.

As we unpacked the food, Sally glanced at me, her concern evident.

“Raymond, what’s going on? You don’t have to go through this alone.”

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of their attention on me. “I went to see a psychologist today,” I began, my voice trembling slightly.

“I’ve been… struggling. With everything that’s happened. And I needed to talk to someone who could help me make sense of it.”

Sally and John exchanged a worried glance, but they didn’t interrupt. I could see the questions in their eyes, the concern, but they waited for me to continue.

“I told her everything,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“About Hans, about Bianca, about the plan. And she made me realize some things I’ve been avoiding.”

Sally reached out, placing a hand on my arm. “Like what?”

“Like… like why I felt so comfortable as Bianca,” I said, my words coming slowly as I tried to piece it all together.

“Why I felt happier, more… myself. And why I can’t stop thinking about Hans, even after everything he did to me.”

Sally nodded, her expression softening with understanding.

“Raymond, when did you first start feeling like this?”

I hesitated, then looked up at her, the question that had been gnawing at me finally coming to the surface.

“Sally… how did you know you were trans?”

Her eyes softened, and she leaned back slightly, taking a moment to gather her thoughts. “It wasn’t something that happened overnight,” she began. “It was a process, a series of realizations over time. I always felt like something was off, like I wasn’t quite fitting into the role I was expected to play. And the more I explored who I really was, the more I understood that I was meant to be Sally, not Sean.”

I listened intently, every word resonating with something deep inside me.

“When I was Bianca, I felt… right. Like I was finally being who I was supposed to be. But I’m scared, Sally. I don’t know what this means.”
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She nodded, her gaze compassionate. “It’s okay to be scared, Raymond. This is a big thing to process, but you’re not alone. It sounds like you’re beginning to understand something important about yourself. It might take time, but you’ll get there. But really, it feels so good when you look at yourself in the mirror and feel beautiful, right?”

I shivered, the realization sending goosebumps down my arms.

“It feels the same,” I admitted, my voice shaking. “Like when I was Bianca, everything made sense. But it’s all so confusing.”

I then shifted the topic to Hans, how I felt about him, and how I knew that I made the wrong decision to keep going. John, who had been quietly listening, finally spoke up.

“If you already had feelings for Hans, why did you tell us to post the story? Why go through with it?”

The question hit me hard, and I felt a fresh wave of tears threatening to spill over. “I tripped,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “When we were leaving the hotel, I fell, and everyone laughed. The paparazzi, the guests—they all laughed at me, just like in high school. It all came back, the humiliation, the bullying. I panicked. I felt like I was being bullied all over again, and I just… I couldn’t handle it. So I ran, and in that moment, I told you to post it because I wanted to hurt him the way he hurt me.”

Sally’s hand tightened on mine, her eyes filled with empathy.

“Raymond… I’m so sorry you went through that. But what’s your plan now? What do you want to do?”

I looked down at my hands, my fingers trembling. “I have to tell him the truth,” I whispered, the words feeling both terrifying and necessary.

“He deserves to know why I did what I did.”

John looked like he wanted to argue, but he held back. “We’ll be there with you,” he said finally.

“You don’t have to face him alone.”

But I shook my head, knowing this was something I had to do on my own. “No. I appreciate it, but this is something I have to do by myself. I need to face him, and I need to do it alone.”

Sally’s eyes were filled with worry.

“What if he hurts you, Raymond? You don’t know how he’s going to react.”

I sighed, feeling the weight of what I was about to do pressing down on me. “Maybe I deserve it,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

They both stared at me, shocked by my words, but neither of them argued. Instead, they simply nodded, their support unspoken but deeply felt.

We ate in silence after that, the air between us heavy with everything that had been said. But despite the fear and uncertainty, there was a strange sense of peace in knowing what I had to do. It wouldn’t be easy, and I had no idea how Hans would react. But it was the only way to find closure, the only way to move forward.

When the meal was finished, Sally reached over and gave my hand a reassuring squeeze.

“Whatever happens, Raymond, we’re here for you.”

John nodded, his expression serious. “You’re not alone in this.”

I smiled weakly, grateful for their support. “Thank you,” I said softly. “I don’t know what’s going to happen, but I know I have to do this. And I’m glad I have you both with me, even if I have to face Hans on my own.”

As I left Sally’s apartment that night, I felt a mixture of fear and resolve. The path ahead was uncertain, and the confrontation with Hans loomed large in my mind. But for the first time in a long while, I felt like I was moving toward something real, something that could finally bring me the peace I’d been searching for.

And maybe, just maybe, I’d find the answers I was looking for along the way.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS HAD PASSED SINCE that evening at Sally’s apartment, and now the day I’d been dreading—and needing—was here. Last night, after hours of staring at Hans’s unanswered texts, I finally broke my silence. My fingers trembled as I typed the message, the words feeling like they were being pulled from somewhere deep inside me.

If you want to know why I did that, I’ll meet you at Windsor High, under the bleachers of the football field. 2 PM.

It was the place where it all began—where Hans and his friends had tormented me, where I’d felt the full force of their cruelty. And now, it was where I would finally confront him with the truth.

By the time I hit send, it was nearly midnight, and I couldn’t sleep after that. I spent the night tossing and turning, my mind racing with a thousand different scenarios, each one more nerve-wracking than the last. But as the hours ticked by, my resolve hardened. I had to do this. For me. For closure.
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Now, it was 1 PM, and I was standing in front of my mirror, getting ready. I’d chosen an outfit similar to the one I wore the first time I met Hans as Bianca—the tight mini-skirt, the white top that clung to my body, the fishnet stockings, and the sky-high patent leather platform heels. It wasn’t just a look—it was armor. It was the version of me that had felt the most confident, the most in control. And I needed all the confidence I could get today.

My hands were steady as I applied the makeup, each stroke of the brush deliberate and precise. I started with the foundation, creating a flawless base, then moved on to the eyeshadow, choosing dark, smoky colors that made my eyes look intense and unflinching. The eyeliner was thick, the wings sharp, and I finished with several coats of mascara, making my lashes long and dramatic.

I applied a bold red blush to my cheeks, the color stark against my pale skin, and then moved on to my lips. I chose the same garish shade of bright red lipstick, outlining my lips carefully before filling them in. The effect was striking—unapologetically bold, just like the woman I was trying to be.

Finally, I reached for the wig, the one with the long, wavy hair that framed my face and fell past my shoulders. I adjusted it until it sat perfectly, then took a step back to look at myself in the mirror.

Bianca stared back at me—strong, confident, and ready to face whatever came next. But beneath the layers of makeup and the flashy clothes, Raymond was still there, trembling with nerves and fear.

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of what I was about to do pressing down on me. I needed something to steady my nerves, something to push me over the edge into the role I needed to play. I walked over to the kitchen, grabbed a bottle of whiskey from the cupboard, and poured myself a shot. The amber liquid glistened in the glass, and I hesitated for only a moment before knocking it back, the burn in my throat bringing a fleeting sense of calm.

“Alright, Bianca,” I whispered to myself, setting the glass down with a clink.

“Time to go.”

I grabbed my small clutch, the one that looked similar to the one I’d abandoned in my panic the night I ran away from Hans, and headed out the door. The walk to the bus stop felt surreal, the world around me both hyper-focused and distant at the same time. The sun was shining, casting everything in a harsh light that made the day feel too bright, too exposed.

As I walked down the street, I could feel the eyes on me—people turning to stare, some with curiosity, others with judgment, and a few with open lust. I kept my head high, refusing to let their stares break my composure. This was Bianca’s world, and I needed to own it, even if I was terrified underneath.

The nerves were getting worse with each step, my heart pounding in my chest, but I forced myself to keep moving. The bus stop came into view, and I saw the usual crowd of people waiting, most of them too engrossed in their phones or conversations to notice me. But a few heads turned as I approached, their eyes lingering on my outfit, my makeup, my walk.

I kept my face impassive, my steps deliberate. Inside, I was a mess of anxiety, but I couldn’t let that show. Not today. Not when everything was on the line.

Soon, the bus arrived, and I boarded, finding a seat near the back where I could be alone with my thoughts. The ride to Windsor High was short, but it felt like an eternity. I stared out the window, watching the familiar streets pass by, each one a reminder of the life I’d left behind, the person I used to be.

When the bus finally pulled up to the stop near the school, I felt a surge of adrenaline. This was it. The final confrontation. I stepped off the bus, the school looming in the distance like a ghost from my past.
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As I walked toward the football field, the memories came rushing back—the jeers, the taunts, the way they’d laughed at me when I’d tried to stand up for myself. But I pushed those thoughts aside, focusing on the here and now.

By the time I reached the bleachers, it was 1:55 PM.

The field was empty, the bleachers casting long shadows in the afternoon sun. I took a deep breath, steadying myself, and then made my way underneath, where the old memories of hurt and pain seemed to linger in the air.

I leaned against one of the metal supports, my heart pounding as I waited. Every second felt like an eternity, the nerves twisting tighter and tighter in my stomach. And then, finally, I heard footsteps approaching.

Hans appeared from around the corner, dressed casually in jeans and a simple shirt. He looked different—less polished, more vulnerable. His eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, we just stared at each other, the weight of everything between us heavy in the air.

“Bianca…” he began, his voice uncertain, filled with a mix of emotions I couldn’t quite place.

“Why here? Why now?”

I swallowed hard, the words catching in my throat.

“Because this is where it all started,” I said, my voice trembling despite my best efforts to keep it steady.

“And if you really want to know why I did what I did… you need to understand who I really am.”

Hans took a step closer, his expression conflicted.

“Then tell me,” he said softly.

“Please, Bianca, just tell me the truth.”

I turned my back on Hans, feeling the weight of the moment pressing down on me like a thousand pounds. My heart was racing, my palms sweaty, but I knew I couldn’t let myself falter now. This was it—the moment I had been dreading and needing in equal measure.

“Do you remember the name Raymond Sawyer?” I asked, my voice shaky but growing stronger with each word. I didn’t wait for his response; I didn’t need to.

“He was the boy you and your friends tormented every single day in high school. You probably didn’t even think about him after you graduated, but he never forgot.”

I clenched my fists, the memories flooding back as I forced myself to continue.

“Every day, you made his life a living hell. You called him ‘Sewer,’ like he was something filthy, something you could just flush away. You’d chant it—‘Sewer, Sewer!’—while your jock friends laughed and joined in. And almost every week, you’d drag him here, under these very bleachers, and beat him up. You’d spit on him, tell him he liked Benjie, some sick joke you made up.”
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I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes, but I blinked them back, my voice growing more intense with each word.

“He’d go home every day with bruises on his arms, his legs, everywhere. He’d wear hoodies and jeans to hide the marks, the pain. And all the while, he’d ask himself—what did he do to deserve this? What did he do to deserve being treated like trash?”

My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest. I couldn’t bear to look at Hans, couldn’t bear to see his face as I laid everything out, raw and exposed. But I kept going, the words pouring out of me like a flood that had been dammed up for too long.

“They’d pinch his fat, call him names, torment him day after day. And he never knew why. He never understood why he was the one they chose to hurt. All he knew was that every single day, he felt like he was dying a little more inside.”

I heard a faint sound behind me—a choked sob, a desperate gasp. But I couldn’t stop. I had to finish the story.

“And now, all these years later, he’s still carrying that pain. Still wondering what he did wrong, why he wasn’t good enough. And when he saw you again, when he realized you were running for office, all that pain came rushing back, and he wanted to hurt you the way you hurt him. He wanted to make you feel even a fraction of what he felt every single day.”

My voice broke on the last word, and I felt my legs trembling, the weight of everything threatening to bring me to my knees. But then I felt something—something that made me freeze in place.

Arms wrapped around my legs, tight and trembling. I looked down, my breath catching in my throat.

Hans was on his knees, his face pressed against my feet, his shoulders shaking with sobs.

“I’m sorry,” he choked out, his voice raw and desperate.

“I’m so sorry. Please, please forgive me.”

I stood there, stunned, unable to move, unable to process what was happening. This wasn’t what I expected. I’d braced myself for anger, for violence, for the same cruelty I’d known all those years ago. But instead, Hans was there, clinging to me like a lifeline, his tears soaking into the ground beneath us.

“I didn’t know,” he cried, his voice filled with agony.

“I didn’t know it would haunt you like this. I didn’t know it would destroy you. Please, Raymond—Bianca—whoever you are, I’m begging you. Forgive me. I’ve been carrying this guilt for years, and seeing you again, knowing what I did… it’s been eating me alive.”

Tears streamed down my face as I looked down at him, overwhelmed by the raw emotion pouring out of him. I never imagined Hans would react like this, that he would break down, that he would beg for forgiveness like his life depended on it.

Slowly, I knelt down beside him, my own body shaking with sobs I couldn’t hold back. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him close, and for the first time, I let myself cry for everything I’d been holding in. The pain, the anger, the fear—it all came rushing out as we clung to each other, two broken people trying to find some way to heal.

“I didn’t know what else to do,” I whispered through the tears.

“I thought… I thought it was the only way to make you understand. But I didn’t want this. I didn’t want to hurt you like you hurt me.”

Hans buried his face in my shoulder, his tears hot against my skin.

“I’m so happy I saw you again,” he sobbed.

“I’ve wanted to find you for so long, to tell you how sorry I am. I didn’t know how to fix it, how to make it right. But seeing you now, knowing you’re alive, that you’ve survived… it’s all I could have hoped for.”

We stayed there for what felt like forever, holding onto each other as if letting go would break us. The years of pain, of hatred, of guilt—they all melted away in that moment, leaving behind only the raw, human connection between us.

Finally, I pulled back slightly, looking into Hans’s tear-streaked face.

“I don’t know if I can forgive you,” I said, my voice trembling.

“But I think… I think this is a start.”

Hans nodded, his eyes filled with a mix of sorrow and hope. “Thank you,” he whispered.

“Thank you for giving me a chance to make things right.”

We sat there under the bleachers, the place where so much pain had been inflicted, and for the first time, I felt like I could breathe again. The path ahead was still uncertain, and there was so much we needed to figure out. But in that moment, we were just two people, trying to find a way to heal.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since that day under the bleachers, and my life had transformed in ways I never could have imagined. I was no longer Raymond, the boy who had been tormented and bullied. I was Bianca, a girl embracing her true self, one step at a time. The journey hadn’t been easy, but it was one I was finally ready to take.

I’d been on hormones for three weeks now, and while the changes were subtle, they filled me with a quiet sense of joy. My skin was softer, my emotions felt more in tune with who I was becoming, and the mirror reflected someone who was finally starting to look like the person I’d always felt I was inside.
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Gone were the flashy, over-the-top outfits I’d once worn to feel powerful. I no longer needed to dress like a hooker or wear the exaggerated breastplate to feel confident. I was happy with my humble beginnings as a girl transitioning. Sally had given me some of her old clothes from when she was starting out—simple tops, skirts, and dresses that fit my smaller frame perfectly. Sally had grown into her own body, with the curves and confidence that came with years of hormones and surgeries, but she knew what it was like to begin where I was now.

I’d been applying for jobs, trying to get back on my feet after being fired for going AWOL. But even with the uncertainty of my future, I felt a sense of peace. For the first time, I was focusing on myself, on my transition, and on building a life that was true to who I was.

Today was election day, and I was spending it with Hans in his hotel room. We were enjoying a quiet lunch together and he had insisted on taking the day off from campaigning, saying he wanted to spend it with me instead of worrying about the results. It was something that both surprised and touched me.

I watched him across the table, his focus entirely on our conversation, not on the election. He didn’t seem interested in the outcome, which struck me as odd, given how much he had invested in his campaign.

“Why aren’t you more worried about the election?” I asked, picking at my salad.

“Shouldn’t you be glued to the TV, watching the results come in?”

Hans looked up at me, a small smile playing on his lips. “I’ve done everything I can,” he said simply.

“Whatever happens, happens. But right now, I want to enjoy this moment with you. That’s what matters to me.”

His words made my heart flutter, and I couldn’t help but smile back.

“You’re really something, you know that?”

He chuckled, reaching across the table to take my hand.

“I could say the same about you, Bianca.”

We continued our lunch, talking about everything and nothing at all, just enjoying each other’s company. The conversation flowed easily, and I felt a warmth in my chest that I hadn’t known before—a feeling of being truly seen and appreciated for who I was.
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As we were finishing our meal, the TV in the corner caught my eye. The news was on, and they were broadcasting the current election results. I noticed the headline: Hans Huntington Leading in the Polls. His supporters came back after an influx of campaigns about him being only human and that he had needs too, surfaced on the web and he had regained his sure slot in the senate seat.

“Hans, look,” I said, nodding toward the TV. “You’re leading.”

He glanced at the screen, his expression unreadable. For a moment, I thought he would react, show some excitement or concern. But instead, he picked up the remote from the table and turned the TV off, his attention returning to me.

“I told you,” he said softly, “I want to enjoy my moment with you. The results can wait.”

His words made my heart swell with emotion. I reached across the table and squeezed his hand, feeling a deep connection that went beyond words.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. “For everything.”

Hans smiled, his eyes warm and sincere. “No, Bianca. Thank you. You’ve given me something far more important than any election. You’ve given me a second chance. A purpose to continue living.”

He suddenly stood up, gently tugging on my hand to get my attention. I turned to face him, surprised by the serious look in his eyes.

“Bianca,” he began, his voice soft but filled with an intensity that made my heart skip a beat, “no matter what happens today, do you promise to be with me? To stay by my side, through everything?”

I blinked, taken aback by the suddenness of his question. My mind raced, trying to process what he was asking.

“Hans… I—”

But before I could fully grasp what he was saying, I realized that my answer was already clear.

“Yes,” I whispered, feeling the weight of the promise settle in my chest.

“Yes, I promise.”

He smiled, a genuine, heartfelt smile that made my heart swell with love. He pulled me close, his lips brushing against mine in a kiss that felt like the sealing of a vow.

“I love you, Bianca,” he murmured against my lips.

“I love you too, Hans,” I replied, my voice trembling with emotion.

We exchanged a few more tender kisses, our connection deepening with each one, when suddenly, the doorbell to the suite rang. The moment was interrupted by the sound of voices outside—an influx of reporters, their excitement palpable even from behind the door.

Hans looked at me, his expression calm but determined. “Stay with me,” he said, his hand holding mine tightly.

“No matter what happens, don’t let go.”

I nodded, squeezing his hand as we moved to the couch. We sat down together, my hand in his, both of us bracing for whatever was about to unfold as the butler opened the door.
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Soon after, a group of reporters flooded into the room, cameras flashing, microphones thrust forward as they bombarded Hans with questions.

“How do you feel about leading the race, Mr. Huntington?”

“What’s your next move if you win?”

“Do you have any response to the allegations about Bianca?”

The last question hung in the air like a dark cloud, and I felt my heart sink. The room was buzzing with energy, but all I could focus on was the way Hans’s grip on my hand tightened, his expression unchanging.

He took a deep breath, the room growing quiet as everyone waited for his response.

“I have an announcement to make,” Hans said, his voice steady, though I could sense the tension in it.

“I’m withdrawing from the race.”

A collective gasp went through the room, the reporters exchanging shocked glances. For a moment, no one seemed to know how to react.

“What?” one of the reporters finally asked, her voice incredulous.

“You’re leading! Why would you withdraw now?”

Hans looked at me, his eyes filled with something I couldn’t quite place. Then he turned back to the reporters, his voice calm but resolute.

“Because I don’t deserve it,” he said simply.

“I entered this race with good intentions, but I’ve realized that I’m not ready. There are things in my past that I need to address before I can truly serve the people. I want to run again someday, but only when I’m fully prepared, when I’ve made amends for the wrongs I’ve done.”

I stared at him, stunned by his words. This wasn’t what I expected, and it took everything in me not to break down right there. Instead, I squeezed his hand, letting him know that I was there, that I supported him.

The room buzzed with shocked whispers, but Hans remained calm, his focus unwavering.

“And there’s something else I need to say,” he continued.

“Bianca is not a prostitute. She’s not a clout chaser, and she’s not someone who should be bashed or judged. The truth is, Bianca is the woman I love, and she’s the reason I’m making this decision today.”

The reporters were stunned into silence, their cameras still flashing, but their voices muted as they processed his words.

Hans took another deep breath, his gaze meeting mine as he continued.

“Years ago, I was a bully. I hurt people in ways I’m deeply ashamed of. And I’ve carried that guilt with me every day since. But today, I’m making a commitment to spend the next few years rebuilding my relationships with the people I’ve hurt, making amends for what I’ve done. And I’m starting with Bianca, the most important person in my life.”

I felt tears welling up in my eyes, overwhelmed by the sincerity in his voice, the depth of his commitment. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, couldn’t believe that Hans was willing to sacrifice everything for me.

And then, to my utter shock, he slowly got down on one knee, still holding my hand as he reached into his pocket with the other. The room went completely silent, all eyes on us as he pulled out a small velvet box and opened it to reveal a beautiful diamond ring.
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“Bianca,” he said, his voice trembling slightly, but his eyes never leaving mine.

“I’ve made a lot of mistakes in my life, but loving you isn’t one of them. You’ve shown me what it means to be better, to strive for something greater. Will you marry me? Will you be by my side as we both work to become the people we were meant to be?”

Tears spilled down my cheeks as I stared at him, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst. I’d never imagined this moment, never thought that after everything we’d been through, we could find our way here.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice choked with emotion.

“Yes, Hans, I’ll marry you.”

A cheer went up from the reporters, their cameras capturing every moment as Hans slipped the ring onto my finger. He stood up, pulling me into his arms as the room erupted in applause.

We kissed, the world around us fading away as I clung to him, feeling the weight of everything we’d been through, everything we’d overcome.

“I love you,” Hans whispered against my lips, his voice filled with a tenderness that made my heart soar.

“I love you too,” I replied, my voice steady, my heart full.

And as we stood there, surrounded by the chaos of the world, I knew that this was the start of something beautiful—something worth fighting for.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD PASSED since that unforgettable day when Hans proposed, and life had taken on a new kind of normalcy. I was no longer just Bianca, the girl who had been through hell and back—I was about to be Bianca Huntington, engaged to the man who had once been my tormentor and was now my greatest supporter. My hair had grown out, now reaching my shoulders, and every day I felt a little more like the woman I was always meant to be.

Hans’s family had embraced me with open arms. His mother had been the first to welcome me, her warmth and kindness putting me at ease right away. Even Hans’s father, a man who had been hard and distant during Hans’s childhood, had softened with time. He’d become almost doting toward me, much to Hans’s amusement and surprise. We often joked about it, but there was something deeply comforting about being accepted so completely by his family.

But there was one last step I needed to take, and that was the hardest of all—coming out to my own family. They lived in Philadelphia, a few hours away, and I hadn’t seen them since the start of my transition. I’d been putting it off, afraid of how they might react, but Hans had encouraged me to take the leap. “They’re your family,” he’d said.

“They love you, and they deserve to know the real you.”
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And so, here I was, standing on the doorstep of my childhood home, my heart pounding in my chest. Hans was by my side, his presence a steadying force as I reached out and rang the doorbell. The sound seemed to echo in the quiet neighborhood, each second feeling like an eternity.

The door opened, and there they were—my mother and father, looking older than I remembered but still the same in so many ways. We stood there for a moment, just staring at each other, the weight of what I was about to say pressing down on me.

But before I could speak, my mother stepped forward, her eyes filling with tears. Without a word, she pulled me into a tight hug, her arms wrapping around me as if she’d been waiting for this moment her entire life. My father joined in, his embrace just as strong, and I felt myself melt into their warmth, the fear and anxiety I’d been holding onto finally dissolving.

“We’ve been waiting for this moment,” my mother whispered, her voice thick with emotion.

“Ever since we saw you on TV.”

I pulled back slightly, shocked. “You… you knew?”

My father smiled, his eyes soft with love. “Of course we knew, Bianca. You’re our child. We’ve known for a long time—we were just waiting for you to be ready to tell us.”

I blinked back tears, struggling to find the words.

“But… how did you know it was me?”

My mother laughed softly, wiping her eyes. “Bianca, we know you. We’ve always known you. We recognized you the moment we saw you. We were just waiting for you to come home.”

The words hit me like a wave, and I felt the tears spill over, unable to hold them back any longer. I’d been so afraid of this moment, so worried about how they might react, and here they were, welcoming me with open arms.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner,” I said, my voice breaking.

“I was scared.”

My father shook his head, pulling me close again.

“You don’t have to apologize, Bianca. We’re just glad you’re here now.”

We stood there for a while, just holding each other, the silence between us filled with understanding and love. Finally, my mother stepped back, her eyes shining with tears. “Come inside,” she said, her voice warm and inviting.

“Let’s sit down and talk.”

We made our way into the living room, the familiar smell of home bringing back a flood of memories. My parents sat down on the couch, and I took a seat across from them, feeling both nervous and excited. Hans sat beside me, his hand on mine, giving me the strength to continue.

As we sipped our coffee, my mother started to share stories from my childhood, stories I hadn’t heard in years.
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“You always wanted dolls,” she said with a laugh, her eyes twinkling with the memory. “You would beg us for them every Christmas, every birthday. But we… we didn’t understand. We thought we were doing what was best for you, trying to make you fit in.”

My father nodded, his expression more serious. “You used to sneak into the basement to play with your mother’s old dresses. We’d find you twirling around in them, so happy. But we… we repressed it. We didn’t want you to grow up different, to face the challenges that come with that.”

I listened, my heart swelling with a mix of emotions. I’d always known, deep down, that something had been missing, that I’d been denied a part of myself. But hearing my parents acknowledge it, hearing them say they’d seen it too, made me feel both sad and grateful.

“Whenever we denied you, you’d go straight to the kitchen to eat, you kept eating to get rid of your anger,” he explained.

“We were wrong,” my mother said softly, reaching out to take my hand. “We should have let you be who you were. But we were scared, Bianca. Scared of what the world would do to you. We just wanted to protect you.”

Tears welled up in my eyes again, but this time they were tears of relief.

“I understand,” I whispered.

“I don’t blame you. I just… I just wanted to be myself.”

“And now you are,” my father said, his voice filled with pride.

“And we’re so proud of you, Bianca. You’ve become the person you were always meant to be.”

We spent the rest of the afternoon talking, laughing, and reminiscing about the past. It was like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders, the fear and anxiety replaced with a deep sense of peace. I was home, truly home, for the first time in years.

As the sun began to set, I found myself standing on the porch with my parents, the warmth of their acceptance wrapping around me like a blanket. Hans stood beside me, his arm around my waist, and I felt a sense of contentment that I hadn’t known in a long time.

“We’re so happy for you, Bianca,” my mother said, her voice filled with love.

“And we’re so happy to see you happy.”

I smiled, feeling the tears prick at my eyes again.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “We’ll be back during the holidays.”

[image: Mage media]

As we said our goodbyes and made our way back to the car, I felt a sense of closure, a sense of completeness that I hadn’t felt before. My journey was far from over, but I knew now that I wasn’t alone. I had Hans, my friends, and I had my family. The past might’ve been filled with nothing but pain and bitterness, but I something to look forward to, the future as Mrs. Bianca Huntington.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy His Name Is Bianca? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Sweet Femboys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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 Sweet Femboys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“You’re my idol but… I don’t think I can dress up like a girl for you.”

Read Fan Girl


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


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

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

“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 Name Is Bianca – A Vengeful Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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