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Introduction

“There’s something about that leather leotard that makes me just want to meow, purr, and lick milk.”

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

∞∞∞

I was often told that I was not chasing dreams—but fantasies and illusions. Luckily, I didn’t let my boss hamper my curiosity and creativity.

During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.

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 Miss Meow.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

My First Gift For You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE FABRIC SANG under my iron. Its heated whispers filled the small workspace, harmonizing with the soft hiss of steam, a strange symphony of my Monday routine. The material, a pale pastel, was far from exciting, the kind of thing that Dario Botticelli's name was renowned for.

Classic. Elegant. Boring.
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I glanced at the dress on the mannequin. It was stunning in its simplicity, I had to admit. Yet, the cream fabric buttons felt... flat. The thought of glossy black diamond buttons sprang to life in my mind's eye, their iridescence teasing the light and shadow of the room. I let the iron rest on its heel, my heart fluttering at the daring idea.

My hands sifted through the drawer filled with buttons of various shapes and sizes, until my fingertips brushed against a small pile of shiny, black diamond-shaped buttons. I closed my hand around one, its cool touch a promising sensation.

Pulling out a needle and thread, I set to work, carefully replacing one of the original cream fabric buttons with the selected glossy black diamond.

My fingers flew, comfortable in their expertise, threading and knotting with a practiced rhythm. The metallic whisper of the thread slipping through the buttonholes was like the soothing hum of a satisfied purr.

When it was done, I stepped back to appreciate my handiwork. Just one black diamond button on the cream dress turned it from a model of dull elegance into a statement piece. A triumphant smile spread across my face.

I looked around, excited to share my excitement with Dario.

I found him across the room, as imposing as ever, discussing fabrics with a man I didn't recognize. Dario's muscles rippled under his tightly fitted shirt as he gestured animatedly. His perfectly tailored trousers emphasized his toned legs, and his slicked-back hair completed the macho façade.

"Hey, Dario!" I called out, carefully holding the dress as I approached him. The scent of his woody cologne drifted towards me, mingling with the underlying musk of his gym sweat. His piercing eyes, dark and cold, flicked towards me, their hardened gaze causing an involuntary shiver to course down my spine.

He turned his attention back to his client.

"One second, please," he said smoothly. The man nodded, and Dario approached me.

"What is it, Kristoff?"

I held up the dress, excitement making my voice pitch higher.

"I just had an idea and tried it out. I replaced one of the buttons—"

"You did what?" His eyes flared, voice low but dangerous. I faltered under his gaze, my excitement slowly seeping away.

"I… I thought it could use a bit of...spark," I stammered, gesturing at the button.

"It's just one button. It's not even noticeable—"

"Give that here." He snatched the dress out of my hands, examining the glossy black button. I waited, my heart pounding, my breath trapped in my throat. The room fell silent, save for the ticking of the wall clock and the muted rustle of fabric.

His lips thinned, his gaze hardening further.

[image: glossy black button]

"This isn't a rave, Kristoff. It's high-end fashion. We don't need spark.'"

His words were sharp, slicing through my budding excitement like a well-aimed dagger. I recoiled, the impact leaving me momentarily breathless.

My cheeks flushed, a mix of embarrassment and disappointment. I muttered an apology and retreated back to my workspace, my enthusiasm snuffed out like a flickering candle.

As I picked up the iron again, its comforting warmth seemed dull and mocking. The dress on the mannequin stared back at me, my daring black button seeming more like an insult than an improvement.

I sighed, trying to rekindle the spark of creativity that Dario's harsh words had doused.

I pushed down the sting of rejection, turning back to my work. The hum of the iron, the scent of warm fabric, the grainy texture beneath my fingertips—all felt comfortingly familiar, yet tinged with a melancholy I couldn't shake.

A new resolve hardened in me. Dario Botticelli may not understand or appreciate my ideas, but I wouldn't let that smother my creativity. Not all change was bad. Sometimes, a touch of black in a world of pastel was just what was needed.

The hissing of the iron had long since died out, replaced by the quiet hum of the desk computer and the faint chatter of the store. I found myself staring at the chat window on my phone, rereading my last conversation.

His responses had been warm and witty, his interest seemingly genuine.

Until our first meeting.

He'd stopped responding after that. No more early morning texts, no more spontaneous selfies or flirty banter.

Just silence.

I glanced at the mirror hanging behind the desk. My outfit was nothing out of the ordinary— a vibrant purple button-up, a pair of fitted black trousers, and my favorite pair of white high-top sneakers.

It was expressive, it was me. Yet I found myself scrutinizing every detail, every color combination, every cut, and crease.

My fingers tugged at the collar of my shirt, the fabric soft but suddenly suffocating. A cloud of self-doubt descended, wrapping its cold tendrils around me.

Was it my dressing style?
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Was it too flamboyant, too bright, too... feminine?

Just then, the soft tinkling of the store's doorbell ripped me out of my thoughts. I looked up to see a man walking in.

He was tall and undeniably handsome, his shirt of white linen draped effortlessly over his well-built frame. It was casual, yet gave him an air of quiet elegance. A pair of tailored navy-blue trousers completed the look, setting off his tanned skin beautifully.

His hair was a deep brown, flecks of gold catching the light as he moved. His eyes, a stunning shade of green, roamed the room curiously, finally settling on me. A small smile pulled at his lips as our eyes met, a warmth in his gaze that made my heart flutter.

I blinked, realizing I'd been staring. Flushing, I busied myself with tidying the desk, casting surreptitious glances at the man as he perused the racks.

There was something familiar about him, something that tugged at my memory. And then it clicked. Brent Wilford, the face plastered across every newspaper and news channel, the man running for senator.

My heart raced as he approached the desk. He looked even more handsome up close, his charismatic presence filling the space around him. A whiff of his cologne hit me, a subtle mix of cedar and citrus, grounding and intoxicating all at once.

"I'm looking for a suit," he said, his voice smooth and deep, a hint of a smile still playing on his lips. His gaze, steady and warm, met mine again, leaving me momentarily breathless.

"Of course, Mr. Wilford," came Dario's voice from behind me, his tone unusually enthusiastic.

"I'd be happy to assist you."

My heart sank a little as Dario took over, leading Brent away towards the back of the store. I watched as they disappeared behind a rack of clothing, their voices fading into a distant murmur.

As the day wore on, I stole glances at them, my work forgotten. Brent tried on suit after suit, each one seeming to fit him better than the last. His laughter echoed across the room occasionally, a rich, warm sound that sent shivers down my spine.

Each look, each smile he sent my way made my heart flutter in a way I hadn't felt in a long time. And every time our eyes met, his held a warmth that made me wonder, could he possibly...?

But each time that glimmer of hope surfaced, the sight of Dario fawning over him squashed it. He was out of my league, a handsome, successful man with a bright future. And I was just an assistant tailor, stuck behind a desk, working for a man who didn't even appreciate a simple black button on a dress.

Still, I couldn't help but daydream. His voice, his smile, his scent filled my thoughts, creating a sweet illusion of possibilities. I clung to the feeling, the warm flutter in my stomach, even as the rational part of me screamed that it was pointless.
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"Actually," came Brent's voice, jolting me out of my thoughts, "could I have his opinion?"

My heart skipped a beat. "Me?" I stammered, my fingers tangling in my apron.

He nodded, his eyes bright and inviting. "Yes, you. I'd love to hear what you think."

I glanced at Dario, who shrugged, an eyebrow raised in quiet disbelief. Taking a deep breath, I walked over to where Brent stood, a slight tremor in my legs. The scent of cedar and citrus was stronger now, mixing with the heady scent of the fabrics surrounding us.

"Well..." I started, looking at the suit he was wearing. It was well tailored, no doubt about it, but it was missing something... that special something. An idea sparked in my mind, daring, just like the black diamond button.

"We have something else in the backroom, I think it might suit you better," I said, meeting Brent's gaze. His smile was encouraging, the warmth in his eyes melting my nerves.

Dario's eyebrows shot up, a perplexed expression on his face.

"We do?" he asked, clearly taken aback.

I simply nodded, walking over to the storeroom, my heart pounding in my chest. I emerged a moment later with a suit in hand. It was an elegant charcoal grey, but instead of the usual cream buttons, this one had small, iridescent ones. It was a subtle change, but the effect was stunning.

Dario's face was a picture of shock. "I don't think Mr. Wilford would..." he started, but his voice trailed off as he turned to Brent. His eyes were wide, his mouth slightly agape.

Brent looked from Dario to me and then at the suit. For a long moment, he was silent. And then, "This is fantastic," he said, his voice ringing out clear and enthusiastic.

"I want it in ten colors."

Dario's mouth opened and closed, much like a fish gasping for air.

"Yes... Yes, of course, Mr. Wilford."

Brent smiled at me, his gaze warm and appreciative. He reached into his pocket and handed me a business card.

"Call me when they're ready," he said, his voice a low rumble that sent a thrill down my spine.

After he left, the shop fell into a stunned silence. I could still feel the echo of his presence, his scent still lingering in the air, the warmth of his smile imprinted in my mind.

Dario's voice broke the silence, his excitement barely contained.

"That... That was amazing!"

I blushed, tucking Brent's card into my pocket. But instead of expressing gratitude, he quickly added, "Maybe he just has weird taste."

Despite the underhanded comment, I couldn't help but feel a sense of triumph. My ideas, my creativity had been appreciated. I had made an impression on Brent Wilford, of all people.

Dario continued, his voice giddy, "Ten suits, Kristoff. Do you know how much money we're going to make?" He started to count, his fingers dancing in the air as he calculated. The numbers seemed to make him even happier, his grin spreading wider with each imaginary dollar.

And even as he basked in the potential profit, I found myself lost in a different thought. A thought of Brent, of his appreciation, and of a possible future where my creativity wouldn't be brushed off as 'weird taste.' A future sparked by iridescent buttons and a senator-to-be's smile.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

AS THE LAST CUSTOMER of the day left the store, the excitement in me grew. I could finally start working on my latest creation—a glossy black leotard that had been swimming around in my imagination for days.

Dario lingered around, checking his watch impatiently as he waited for his boyfriend.

"I can't believe you're making that," he said, eyeing my design.

"Who would even buy it?"

His words fell on deaf ears. I was already engrossed in my work, the smooth texture of the fabric soothing under my fingertips. I loved the feel of it, the way it seemed to breathe life into my ideas.

His boyfriend arrived moments later, a muscular man with tattoos covering his arms. They exchanged a brief greeting before Dario turned to me.

"Close the store for me, will you?" he asked, already heading for the door.

"Sure," I replied absently, my focus solely on the leotard. I could hear the murmur of their voices, the faint clinking of keys, and then the door closing. The quiet hum of the air conditioning was the only sound left, a comforting background noise as I worked.

Hours slipped away as I carefully sewed the seams, adjusted the cut, and added the finishing touches. The black fabric glowed under the fluorescent lights, like a dark star amidst the surrounding pastels.

Finally, I held up the completed leotard. It was beautiful. Even Dario's skeptical words couldn't dampen my pride. My heart pounded in my chest, a wild rhythm that echoed my excitement.
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I carefully draped it over a mannequin, stepping back to admire my work. It was sleek, glamorous, a piece that dared to be different. My fingers traced the glossy surface, the fabric cool and smooth against my skin.

I could almost see it, a dancer or an artist wearing it on stage, their movements accentuated by the glossy black fabric. The very thought made my heart flutter with joy and anticipation.

"Maybe I should make boots and gloves to match," I murmured, already picturing the complete ensemble. I could see it in my mind's eye—high glossy black boots, opera-length gloves, the whole outfit screaming confidence and style.

The scent of the fresh fabric filled my senses, mixing with the lingering traces of Brent's cologne. A sense of satisfaction washed over me. I was doing what I loved, creating, bringing life to my ideas, no matter how unconventional they might seem to others.

With a final glance at my creation, I switched off the lights, the glossy black fabric shimmering one last time before being enveloped in darkness.

As I locked the store, my mind was already buzzing with new ideas, my heart filled with anticipation for the days to come.

Despite Dario's words, despite the naysayers, I knew in my heart that there was a place in this world for my designs. All I needed was the courage to make them come alive.

The morning sunlight filtered through the towering buildings as I made my way to the shop, a cup of coffee in one hand and a Subway sandwich in the other.

My heart was light, the lingering memories of the silent guy from the dating app replaced by thoughts of Brent. His warm smile, his appreciative gaze, and the way he believed in my creativity had all but consumed my thoughts.

As I unlocked the shop door, the scent of fresh fabric and aged wood welcomed me—a smell I had come to associate with dreams and determination. I couldn't wait to get started on the suits Brent had ordered. His faith in my skills was a shot of courage that I didn't know I needed.

However, as I stepped inside, I froze in shock. A man, definitely not Dario's boyfriend, was standing in the kitchen area, wearing only his briefs and brewing coffee.
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He was a handsome Latino, his hair a wild mess, clearly still rousing from sleep.

"Oh gosh, I slept too long," Dario's voice echoed from the backroom. He emerged a moment later, looking just as surprised to see me as I was to see the semi-naked man making coffee in our shop.

"Dennis, you should leave," Dario said, pointing to the door. The man—Dennis—only chuckled, poured himself a cup of coffee, and strolled out as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

I stood there, frozen, my mind reeling. Dario had been dating his boyfriend for over a year now. Seeing another man in the shop, especially in this state, was... unexpected.

Once Dennis had left, the shop was quiet again, the only sound being the soft hum of the air conditioning. Dario seemed unfazed by it all, merely heading to the backroom again.

For a moment, I just stood there, the warmth of the coffee seeping into my fingers, my mind still trying to process the strange start to my day. But then, as the shock wore off, I found myself pushing the morning's oddity aside. I had more important things to focus on—like the suits Brent had ordered.

I settled down at my work station, my fingers running over the smooth fabric, the noise and confusion of the morning slowly fading away. As I started to work, my mind filled with patterns and colors, cuts and seams, my heart beat in sync with the rhythmic hum of the sewing machine.

The coffee sat forgotten by my side, its warmth fading as the day wore on. I worked tirelessly, my thoughts now consumed by designs and tailoring, my hands skilled and steady as they transformed fabric into art.

Hours turned into more hours, the shop filled with the rhythmic sound of my work. The scent of fresh fabric, intermingling with the faint aroma of coffee, was comforting, familiar. It was the scent of creativity, of possibilities, of dreams taking shape.

Even as I worked, my mind kept returning to Brent. His words of appreciation echoed in my head, adding fuel to my creative fire. I could almost see him wearing one of my suits, his confidence complementing my designs.

The door creaked open as Dario sauntered into the workroom, his face as unreadable as ever. He didn’t bother knocking, just came right in, his usual show of dominance.

"I can feel your judgment," he said, leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed over his broad chest.

"No judgment at all," I replied, keeping my gaze focused on the suit I was working on. The truth was that I was judging, silently, but it was not my place to confront him on his personal life.

I could feel his eyes on me as I continued my work. My fingers glided over the fabric, pinning here, tucking there. The room was quiet, the tension between us a thick, almost palpable force.

Finally, I broke the silence.

"Does your boyfriend know?" The question hung in the air, heavy with implications.

He shrugged nonchalantly, the dismissive gesture doing little to hide the glint in his eyes.

"No, he does not. And he shouldn't."

I bit back a retort, keeping my eyes trained on my work. My mind was buzzing with unasked questions, with feelings I wasn't ready to face yet.

Finally, he sighed, running a hand through his styled hair.

"It's just natural for men," he said, as if that explained everything.

"You'd never understand. You're more... no offense, a femboy."

The words hit me like a punch in the stomach. I could feel my cheeks heat up, my fingers stiffen. But then I realized—he was right.

I was feminine, delicate. I enjoyed expressing my femininity, whether through my work or through the clothes I wore. And I saw nothing wrong in that.

"So how did your date go?" he asked, changing the subject abruptly. His voice was casual, but his gaze was sharp.

"How did you know?" I asked, caught off guard. I hadn’t mentioned anything about the date to him.

"I saw you guys in the coffee shop," he replied, smirking at my surprised expression.

I sighed, admitting the truth.

"I got ghosted." There was no point in hiding it.

"No offense," he said, clapping me on the shoulder.
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"Effeminate men have a small market. Maybe you should consider dressing up more manly. Come with me to the gym later. We'll work out together. You're so skinny."

I glanced at the black leotard I had made, currently on display on a mannequin. The garment was a testament to my creativity and my femininity, both of which I was proud of.

"No thanks," I replied, resolute.

He shrugged. "Well, if you don't act now, you'll be a cat lady in the future."

I laughed at his words, a genuine, unrestrained laugh. Maybe it was better to be a cat lady than an STD gym bro, I pondered.

“No thanks, I don’t want that kind of lifestyle,” I just said—seething with meaty judgment but not too blunt to humiliate him like he usually does to me.

His smirk faded as I returned to my work, a sense of triumph coursing through me. His words, meant to shame or belittle me, had no power. I was proud of who I was, of my femininity and my creativity.

And nothing Dario said could change that.

In the quiet of the workroom, with the sun setting outside, I felt at peace. The world outside could judge, could scorn or dismiss. But in here, surrounded by my work, I felt invincible.

Dario had left the room long ago, leaving me alone with my thoughts and my work. His words echoed in my head, a constant reminder of the judgment that awaited outside the workroom.

But for now, in this space, I felt free. Free to create, to express myself, to be who I was. And in that freedom, I found a sense of contentment, a sense of pride.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

DARIO WAS WATCHING ME from across the room, a smug smirk on his face as he observed me tidy up the reception area. The silence was thick and unnerving, and I couldn't help but glance his way every now and then, trying to decipher the cause of his mirth.

"Dario, what..." I began to say, but he cut me off with a dismissive wave of his hand.

"Finally," he drawled, dragging out the word as if he had been holding his breath. I frowned, confusion clouding my mind. Finally what? What was he so...

The door chimed softly as it swung open, drawing both our attentions. A man stepped in, and my heart skipped a beat. It was Josh, the man from the dating app, the one who had ghosted me after our first date.

"This is Josh," Dario announced, his eyes twinkling with mirth. He knew. Of course, he knew.

"I assumed the two of you met already. Don't forget to close the shop, Kristoff."

His laughter filled the room as he disappeared into the back, leaving me alone with Josh. My chest felt tight, and I had to remind myself to breathe.
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Keep it together, Kristoff, I thought to myself, maintaining my composure as I approached Josh. The room smelled faintly of Dario's aftershave, a sharp, masculine scent that was usually comforting. Now, it was just another reminder of Dario's insensitivity.

I swallowed hard, forcing a polite smile onto my face.

"Josh, it's... good to see you," I lied. My heart was pounding in my chest, but I did my best to hide my hurt and surprise.

Josh looked slightly taken aback but quickly covered it up with a grin.

"You too, Kristoff," he replied. The sound of his voice brought back memories of our first date, of the hope and excitement I had felt. Now, those feelings were replaced by bitterness and anger.

We stood there in silence, the air between us growing thicker with each passing second. I could still feel Dario's laughter echoing in my ears, a painful reminder of the humiliation I was experiencing.

Desperate to break the tension, I busied myself with arranging the garments on display, my hands shaking slightly as I adjusted the hem of a cream-colored blazer. The fabric was soft and plush, a stark contrast to the turmoil brewing within me.

"Don't let him get to you," I whispered to myself, steadying my hands. I couldn't let Dario see how much he had hurt me, how much he had gotten under my skin.

I kept myself busy, ignoring Josh as he browsed around the store. The hum of the city outside was a soothing background noise, drowning out the uncomfortable silence inside the shop.

Every now and then, I'd steal a glance at Josh, my mind a whirlwind of questions and accusations.

Why did he ghost me?

What was he doing here?

Was he in on Dario's sick joke?

I was so caught up in my thoughts that I didn't notice when Josh approached me.

"Kristoff," he said, his voice low and cautious.

I turned to face him, my heart pounding in my chest. "Yes?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He seemed taken aback by my coldness, but he quickly composed himself.

"I'm sorry," he said, a hint of sincerity in his voice.

I didn't know how to respond. I just stood there, looking at him. I wanted to believe him, but the hurt was still too raw, the betrayal too fresh.

In the end, I just nodded, giving him a curt smile.

"Thank you," I said, turning back to my work.

It was the longest shift of my life. I could feel Josh's eyes on me as I tidied up the shop, the silence between us heavy and uncomfortable.

The door to Dario's boutique closed with an agonizingly slow finality, the hollow click of the latch setting me free. The sound of Dario's laughter and Josh's half-hearted apologies still echoed in the silence they'd left behind.

I could taste the bitter aftertaste of their betrayal, heavy and sour on my tongue.

"Dario!" I finally exploded, the name erupting from me like a bullet. I was alone in the shop, the silence now an empty stage for my fury. The air was thick with the scent of betrayal, of fresh linen and Dario's expensive aftershave.
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I hated it. "You pompous, boring, corny, played-out, uninventive...!"

My tirade was punctuated by the sound of tearing fabric. I was holding a pair of enormous fabric shears, my fingers clenched around the cool, silver handles. With each vicious word, I slashed through one of his dull pastel dresses, each cut a release of pent-up anger and resentment.

I stormed into the backroom, my eyes wild and my heart pounding in my chest. Mannequins, once elegant and poised, now towered over me like a judgmental audience.

One by one, I pushed them over. The sound of their hollow bodies hitting the floor echoed around me, a chorus to my growing rage.

“Cat lady, you say! I’ll show you what a real cat lady is!” I screamed as I looked straight at the security camera.

I grabbed the black, glossy leotard I'd made from the rubble then I held it up to my body, looking at my reflection in the mirror. My eyes were wild, alight with a strange energy that made my heart pound even harder.

At that moment, I felt free. I felt alive.

I was still Kristoff, but I was something else, too. Something wilder, fiercer. I began to sew with fervor, creating a cat-ear headband, gloves, and boots to match the leotard. The sound of the sewing machine, once a monotonous drone, now a triumphant march.

I rummaged through drawers, pulling out lace lingerie and tucking my penis carefully. My look had to be seamless—perfect, and I didn’t want to settle for anything less.

The silk felt smooth and cool against my skin, a sweet contrast to the fury still burning in my veins. The leotard slipped over it, hugging my body like a second skin.

The boots were a snug fit, encasing my legs in sleek, black leather.

Then the gloves were a final touch, the best accessory to my metamorphosis.

The cat ears were cute and sexy—my version of what a crown should really look like.

Every nerve in my body was alive, crackling with an energy I had never felt before. I was giddy, trembling with exhilaration and anticipation.

Looking at my reflection, I saw a stranger.

I saw her.

I didn’t have a name for her yet—just a scratchy and burning feeling.

"I quit!" I screamed, my voice ringing in the empty shop. I took a huge, permanent marker from the counter and started writing on the cream-colored wallpaper in the lobby.

Soon after, I had a name for her. The pen glided over the paper, each stroke a defiant proclamation.

"I quit! -Miss Meow."
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My heart was racing, my breath coming in short gasps. The room was a whirl of pastel dresses and fallen mannequins. But in the middle of it all, I stood triumphant.

Finally, I grabbed the rolls of leather fabric, my fingers digging into the soft material. It felt so good, so satisfying. The scent of fresh leather filled my nostrils, grounding me in this moment of rebellion.

I left the shop, the door opened behind me. I laughed, the sound echoing in the quiet street. It felt good to laugh, to let out all the pent-up frustration and anger. I felt liberated, a weight lifted off my shoulders.

As I walked home, the city lights twinkled like distant stars. I clutched the rolls of fabric tighter, my fingers tingling with excitement. I was on fire, my heart pounding in my chest like a wild drum.

Back in my tiny apartment, I was sweaty and exhausted, but I had never felt so alive. I touched my reflection in the mirror, my fingers tracing the unfamiliar lines of Miss Meow.

For the first time, I saw myself not as Kristoff, the timid, overlooked assistant, but as Miss Meow, the fierce, unapologetic rebel.

I was sexy.

I was alive.

I was free.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP to the harsh light of morning, the white sunlight filtering in through my shoddy blinds. The musky scent of leather still clung to my skin, mixing with the sweet scent of freedom. My head was filled with echoes of last night's rebellion. I was different now.

I reached for my phone, the screen almost blinding me in the morning light. Messages from Dario flooded my screen, his words sharp and angry.

'What the fuck have you done, Kristoff?'

'I'm going to sue you!'

'You'll pay for every penny's worth of damage!'

A smirk tugged at the corners of my lips. 'Let him try,' I thought, deleting every angry message without a second glance. I felt an unprecedented level of audacity, an insatiable need to stand my ground.
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The sound of my own chuckles echoed in my small, dingy apartment as I sauntered towards the mirror. The sight of my reflection took me by surprise yet again.

The leotard, gloves, headband, and boots from the night before still adorned my body, hugging me in all the right places. 'Hello, Miss Meow,' I murmured to my reflection, a sense of pride washing over me.

With a newfound determination, I dialed my voicemail. My previous message – 'Hey, it's Kristoff Klaus, I'm not available at the moment, please leave a message' – felt like it belonged to a different person, a different life.

I cleared my throat, my heart pounding in my chest. I leaned closer to the phone, my breath coming out in short, shaky gasps.

"Meow!" I purred into the phone.

"It's Katrina Klaus. Kristoff is dead. Don't forget to send him flowers." The words came out in a sultry whisper, a voice I hadn't known I possessed until now.

With that task complete, I began to gather my belongings. Not much of my old life seemed important now. I packed my leather, the stolen fabrics from Dario's boutique, and my trusty sewing machine, the items that had been a part of my transformation.

The smell of the leather and the sound of fabric brushing against fabric filled the air, reminding me of the steps I had taken, the steps I was yet to take. My tiny apartment suddenly felt too small, too much like a cocoon that I had outgrown.

I made my way to the bus stop, my bags heavy with the remnants of my old life and the seeds of my new one. The Bronx was waiting for me, an unknown territory. My heart pounded in my chest with the thrill of it, the city rushing by me in a blur of color and noise.

I found a cheap apartment, not much better than my last one, but it was mine. The scent of the place was stale, but it was filled with potential, a blank canvas for Miss Meow to paint her new life on. I was no longer Kristoff Klaus, the overlooked assistant tailor.

I was Katrina Klaus.

I was Miss Meow.

I was free.

As I closed the door to my new apartment behind me, I couldn't help but let out a soft, triumphant "Meow." The sound echoed around my empty living space, a first declaration of my new life, my new identity.

I was ready to conquer the world, one catwalk at a time.

A month passed like a swift summer breeze, and Katrina had settled comfortably into her new persona. My hair had grown a little longer—soft waves embracing my neck.

My fingertips had learned the delicate art of makeup, the cool sensation of brushes sweeping across my skin, the smell of powdered cosmetics, and the satisfying click of lipstick tubes becoming familiar.

I had also taught myself to achieve a feminine silhouette, all curves and grace. The feeling of a corset tight around my waist, pushing and pulling my body into the desired form, was a unique mix of discomfort and satisfaction.

And there was something undeniably exciting about creating my own clothing, each piece a symbol of my journey.

Still, the question of how to make a living began to weigh on my mind. My old life as an assistant tailor, monotonous and stifling, was something I had no interest in repeating. My fingers were itching to create, but I needed a way to support my passion.
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So, I turned to the one place where I knew I would be accepted, understood—FindFemboys.com by Lilly Lustwood, the online community of femboys. My fingers flew across my keyboard, the clicks echoing in my quiet apartment as I shared my worries. The smell of stale coffee wafted from my cup, the bitter scent a sharp contrast to the sweet anticipation of receiving responses.

Many suggested different paths, but one suggestion caught my attention—prostitution. I hadn't ever been with a man in that way before. The thought was a heady mix of apprehension and excitement.

The word itself had a sort of forbidden allure to it, evoking a sense of danger, of the unknown.

The thought of men, their attention focused solely on me, was exhilarating. The idea of their warmth, their strength... it was terrifying, yet exciting. I could feel the heat creeping up my cheeks at the very idea, but my heart was pounding with a strange mix of anxiety and anticipation.

With a shaking hand, I navigated to a known escort site. The neon colors and suggestive photos on the screen were a stark contrast to the dim lighting in my room. The hum of my computer was the only sound in the quiet apartment, providing a rhythmic backdrop to my racing thoughts.

I filled out the profile slowly, considering each question, each field. I chose my name carefully, with a giddy kind of excitement.

'Miss Meow,' I typed, my heart pounding with the finality of it. I was no longer just Katrina Klaus, the timid femboy-turned-daring woman.

I was Miss Meow, an entity of my own creation.

The click of the 'Submit' button felt like a gunshot in the silent room, jarring and definite. It was done. I had crossed yet another line, taken another leap into the unknown.

It was terrifying, yet thrilling.

A week later, I stood in the tiny bathroom of my rented apartment, steam curling around me as I massaged shampoo into my hair. The scent of coconut and vanilla filled the air, sweet and comforting. The cool lather foamed between my fingers, trickling down my neck as I rinsed it out.

My mind was racing, a mix of anticipation and nerves as I prepared for the evening. A gentleman, or so his profile said, had invited me to his apartment. It was nearby, in the same rough-edged, city-bred neighborhood I was calling home.

After I stepped out of the shower, I started to choose my outfit for the night. I ran my fingers over the leather leotard, the material cool and slightly textured under my touch.

Paired with fishnet stockings that hugged my legs, knee-high boots with a daring heel, and matching gloves, it was my skankiest outfit—perfect for the night's endeavor.

Next, I set to work on my makeup. It was a meticulous process, a labor of love that transformed me from Katrina Klaus to Miss Meow. I could almost taste the sweet peach flavor of the gloss as I applied it to my lips, and the scent of my mascara, musky and slightly chemical, filled my nostrils as I applied it to my lashes.

My eyeliner was a sharp, precise line that winged out at the corners, my eye shadow a smoky blend of black and silver that made my eyes pop. The finishing touch was a dusting of blush, adding a flush of color to my cheeks.

Once I was satisfied with my makeup, I donned my outfit, the leather leotard hugging my body snugly, accentuating my waist and hips. The fishnets made a soft rustling sound as I pulled them on, and the boots clicked lightly against the bare floor as I stood.

Then, I faced my full-length mirror, my most expensive piece of furniture. My reflection stared back at me, a strange mix of familiar and unfamiliar.

"After this night, I'll buy a bed," I promised my reflection, a hint of a smirk playing on my painted lips.
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I left my apartment, my boots clacking against the concrete as I began to walk. The air was cool against my skin, a sharp contrast to the warmth of my apartment. The city was alive with noise and light, the sounds of traffic and distant music creating a cacophony that was oddly comforting.

The city, in all its grimy glory, seemed brighter, bolder. The smells were more intense—the sickly sweet scent of garbage, the tantalizing aroma of street food, the biting smell of exhaust. Each sound seemed louder, each sight more vivid.

I reveled in the feeling of anticipation, the knot of nerves in my stomach. It was a far cry from the bland monotony of Dario's store, the same repetitive routine day in, day out.

This was life. This was living.

Soon after, I arrived at my destination. The man who greeted me at the door was a handsome figure, his skin the color of dark chocolate and his physique muscular.

“It’s me, Jamal,” he said with a low sexy voice.

“Miss Meow,” I cooed—my panties already soaked in anticipation.

He was clad in a simple white wifebeater and gray sweatpants, but there was a raw masculinity about him that sent a flutter through my stomach. But once the door closed behind me, the façade dropped.

He started hurling expletives at me, his voice a rough bark that echoed through the sparsely furnished apartment. His words were like a slap to the face, taking me aback.

"Whore," he spat, and the bitterness in his voice was almost tangible. It tasted like bile in my mouth, acidic and vile.

“Easy!” I said. But he must’ve not heard me.

He didn't waste any time, yanking me to my knees with a sharp pull of my hair—disheveling my cat ears. I let out a sharp cry of surprise and pain, but it was quickly muffled as he shoved his you-know-what into my mouth.

His grip on my hair was like iron, holding me in place. I had no choice but to do as he commanded.

The whole ordeal was a blur, a cacophony of grunts and curses. The taste of him was raw and salty, an intrusion that made me choke and gag. His smell, a mix of sweat and cologne, was overpowering, making my eyes water.

“Ahhh!” I screamed—the sound bellowing in his tiny apartment.

When he finally released me, I collapsed on the floor, gasping for breath. I could still taste him in my mouth, the lingering saltiness making my stomach churn. My jaw ached from the forced act, and I could feel tears prickling at the corners of my eyes.

Without saying a word, he strode over to his pants, discarded on a chair nearby. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. I watched him, still sprawled on the floor, as he thumbed through the bills.

Then, he turned to me and slapped the cash onto my face. I flinched at the sudden contact, the paper crinkling loudly against my cheek. It was a painful, bitter moment, a reminder of what I had just done for mere fifty dollars.

"That's what you get for using teeth!" he spat out, his voice thick with disgust. He kicked open the door, a sharp crack echoing through the apartment. Then, he kicked me out as well, a harsh shove that sent me sprawling onto the pavement outside.

I lay there for a moment, the cold seeping through my outfit and biting into my skin. The city noises seemed louder now, harsher. I could hear the distant sounds of traffic, the murmur of voices from a nearby bar, the sharp clatter of heels on the pavement.
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Eventually, I picked myself up, the bitter taste of humiliation still fresh in my mouth. I was Miss Meow, I reminded myself as I began the walk back to my apartment.

This was just one night, one bad experience.

It didn't define me.

As I made my way back home, the city seemed to have changed. It was still the same city, with the same lights, the same noises, the same smells.

But it felt different, as if it had lost some of its shine.

I trudged up the stairs to my apartment, the fifty-dollar bill crumpled in my gloved hand. It felt heavy, a symbol of my degradation. The apartment was dark and silent as I entered, the bare furniture seeming to echo the emptiness I felt inside.

I removed my boots, the leather cool against my skin. I peeled off the leotard, the fishnet stockings, the gloves. I washed off my makeup, the water lukewarm against my face. I was no longer Miss Meow, not for tonight.

I crawled onto my foam bed, the material rough against my skin. My body ached from the encounter, each bruise a reminder of the harsh reality of my new life. I closed my eyes, the darkness enveloping me as I tried to forget the night's events.

As I drifted off to sleep, I could still taste him in my mouth, still hear his harsh words, still feel the sting of the cash against my cheek. I postponed buying a new bed. But beneath all that, there was a faint glimmer of resolve. I was no longer fully virgin. Albeit he was crass, I couldn’t deny that he was hot.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS had passed since that first night, two months that felt like an eternity. I was sitting at my small table in my apartment, a cup of coffee at my side, chatting with my online friend, Lilly. The aroma of the coffee wafted in the air, strong and slightly bitter, providing a semblance of comfort in the solitude of the morning.

"I don't know, Lilly," I typed on my laptop, "I don't think this is for me."

My fingers hovered over the keyboard, my mind turning over the words I wanted to say.

How could I explain the sinking feeling in my stomach, the creeping unease that shadowed me every time I met a client?

How could I tell her about the taste that never quite left my mouth, the way I scrubbed myself raw in the shower every time, the feeling of cheap dollar bills in my hand?

There was a pause, then her reply appeared on the screen.

"Well, why not go back to what you were good at? You were a tailor, right?" Her words seemed to shine on the screen, a beacon of hope amidst my sea of doubts. I felt a warmth spread through me at the thought.

Tailoring, creating, designing... those were things I loved, things I was good at.

Could I turn back to that?

Just then, a gust of wind blew through the open window, bringing with it the sounds of the bustling city outside. It also brought in an old, crumpled card that had been lying on the windowsill. It fluttered in the air before landing on the table in front of me. I reached out and picked it up, squinting at the faded text.
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The card belonged to Brent Wilford, the man who had once visited the store and left his card with me. A man who had wanted ten suits, ten suits that I had never made.

A spark of excitement ignited in my stomach. I could make those suits.

I had the skills, the talent, and now, the time.

"Lilly, you're a genius!" I typed quickly, my fingers flying over the keyboard. My heart pounded in my chest, the idea taking root and growing. This could be my way out of this life, a way to start anew.

I felt a rush of gratitude towards Lilly. Her suggestion, though simple, had opened up a world of possibilities for me.

I closed my laptop and got up from the table, my mind buzzing with plans. The thought of diving back into designing, of measuring and cutting and sewing, it thrilled me. I walked over to the corner of my apartment where I had stored all my fabrics and sewing materials, a corner that I had ignored for the past few weeks.

As I rummaged through the materials, my hands touching the cool, smooth fabric, a sense of familiarity washed over me. The sensation of the fabric under my fingers, the sight of the vibrant colors, the smell of the freshly laundered material, it all brought back memories of my time as Kristoff, the tailor.

I could imagine the suits already, elegant with a touch of sparkle, just like Brent had wanted. I would make them, and they would be fantastic. And perhaps, just perhaps, this could be my ticket to a new life, a life that didn't involve selling my mouth for a few dollars.

I had always valued my body, my virginity. The thought of losing it to someone not special, someone who saw me as nothing more than a commodity, it made me feel sick.

I had been preserving my bottom, keeping it for someone who would value me, love me. And perhaps, in this new life, I would find that someone.

With renewed determination, I sat down at my sewing machine, the familiar hum of the machine filling the room. The sun was setting outside, painting the room with hues of orange and pink. It felt like a new beginning, a fresh start.

I was no longer just Miss Meow, the sex worker. I was Katrina, and I was going to make a name for myself.

As I began to work on the first suit, the soft rustle of fabric and the rhythmic hum of the machine filled the room. My heart pounded in anticipation and excitement. This was it. This was my chance to reclaim my life, my dignity. And I was going to seize it with both hands.

With the first suit finished, I stood back, admiring my handiwork. The silky black fabric glimmered under the lights, creating a twinkling contrast against the stark white of my workspace. My fingers, still slightly pricked from the needlework, tingled with a sort of numb satisfaction.

The air was thick with the scent of fresh fabric and the slight tang of hot metal from the sewing machine. I took a deep breath, allowing the amalgamation of familiar scents to fill my nostrils.

I glanced at the clock on the wall. The hands pointed towards 6, indicating that it was time. With a lump forming in my throat, I reached for my phone. The numbers glowed on the screen as I dialed the familiar number. My heart thudded against my ribcage, echoing the rhythm of the ticking clock on the wall.

The phone rang, its trill slicing through the quiet room. Each ring felt like an eternity, making my heart race. The cool plastic of the phone felt hard against my ear, its edges digging into my skin. The sounds of my nervous breathing and the ticking clock filled the room, creating a cacophony of anticipation.

"Hello?" The voice on the other end was surprised but warm. It was Brent, the man who had expressed interest in my work, the man who I had ghosted without a second thought.

I swallowed, my throat dry, and I could taste the bitter remnants of the coffee I'd had earlier.

"Brent," I started, my voice shaky.

"I...I’m Dario’s assistant tailor...."

There was silence on the other end, and for a moment, I was afraid he'd hung up. But then he responded, "Well, that's a surprise. Kristoff, I thought you'd disappeared. Dario said..."

"I'm not Kristoff anymore," I blurted out, interrupting him. My heart pounded in my chest, the sound echoing in my ears. I could feel a bead of sweat trickling down my forehead, slipping past my brows and into my eyes.

"I'm Katrina."

The silence that followed was deafening. I held my breath, the taste of anticipation coating my tongue. The room seemed to shrink around me, the walls closing in, and all I could hear was my own heartbeat.

"Okay," Brent finally replied, the single word breaking the silence.

"Do you still want to make those suits?"

A wave of relief washed over me, so powerful that it made me dizzy.

"Yes," I said, my voice barely a whisper.

"Yes, I do."

"How soon can you have them ready?"

"A week," I responded, my voice more confident now. The room seemed to expand again, the tension easing. I could hear the faint hum of the city beyond my apartment, the distant sounds providing a comforting soundtrack.

"Alright then," he said, his voice relaxed.

"Meet me at the Four Seasons in a week. I'll see you then, Katrina."
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The call ended, and I was left standing in the silence of my apartment, the faint hum of the city my only companion. I looked around, my eyes landing on the finished suit, and a sense of accomplishment filled me.

Joy bubbled up inside me, so strong that I couldn't help but jump. My feet thudded against the wooden floor, the impact sending a jolt of excitement through me. I let out a whoop of joy, the sound echoing off the walls and filling the apartment.

A swarm of butterflies took flight in my stomach, their wings fluttering with anticipation. It was a sensation I hadn't felt in a long time, a sensation that made me feel alive.

I had a week, one week to prepare the suits and prove to Brent, and to myself, that I was more than just a pretty face.

Over the next week, I poured everything into the suits. The taste of coffee became a constant on my tongue as I fueled my late nights. The hum of the sewing machine was a lullaby and alarm all in one, guiding me through the hours.

The smell of fresh fabric, of leather and lace, of silk and satin, it all became my world. And through it all, the fluttering butterflies remained, a constant reminder of the upcoming meeting with Brent.

A week later, the apartment was dark, the only source of light was the blinking neon sign from the bar across the street. The tick-tock of the old wall clock echoed in the near silence, a constant reminder of the impending night.

I was lying on my foam bed, still dressed in my usual pajamas—an oversized black t-shirt that smelled faintly of lavender and a pair of comfortable cotton panties.

My skin felt itchy against the fabric, the realization of what was to come causing a restless energy to surge through me.

"What am I going to wear?" I murmured to myself, my eyes fixed on the ceiling as I visualized my limited wardrobe. My mind danced between two identities—Miss Meow, the daring, the seductive, the unapologetically confident, or Katrina, the elegant, the subtle, the nuanced. Two parts of the same coin, both me in every way, but each presenting a different side to the world.

A soft sigh escaped my lips, and I could taste the stale air of my apartment on my tongue. I was meeting him at the Four Seasons, a name that evoked images of white tablecloths, soft jazz, and the clinking of expensive cutlery.

It was a world away from the neon lights and threadbare carpets of my small apartment. I needed to dress the part.

My mind wandered back to Miss Meow, the daring seductress. She was the persona I put on when I wanted to feel invincible, bold, and sexy. Dressed in her skintight leotards and thigh-high boots, she was a force to be reckoned with.

But tonight wasn't about her, it wasn't about the quick flash of neon lights and dirty money. It was about me, Katrina.

In a sudden burst of inspiration, I thought of the perfect dress—a red turtleneck dress I had made a few months back. The dress was elegant, the rich, bold color a nod to my daring side.

The cut was both sophisticated and sexy, a perfect blend of Katrina and Miss Meow. The silk fabric felt luxurious to the touch, a stark contrast to the worn cotton of my pajamas.

Yes, this was the perfect dress. I was going to be Katrina, elegant yet daring and sexy.

I jumped out of bed, my bare feet touching the cold wooden floor. I could feel the splinters of wood beneath my feet, the cool sensation providing a stark contrast to the warm foam of my makeshift bed. I tiptoed across the room, the soft glow from the neon sign outside guiding my path.

The dress hung at the back of my wardrobe, untouched since I had last worn it. The sight of it made my heart flutter in excitement. I ran my fingers over the fabric, enjoying the softness against my skin. The silk was cool, an invigorating contrast to the stuffy air of my apartment.

I took the dress off the hanger and held it up against me, admiring the way the fabric draped over my body. The bright color was a stark contrast against my skin, making me look even paler. I could already imagine the heads turning, the whispers of admiration, the quiet envy.

The thought brought a small smirk to my face.

Standing in front of the mirror, I saw myself as Katrina for the first time. Not as Miss Meow, not as Kristoff, but as Katrina—elegant, bold, beautiful. The realization was like a punch to the gut, leaving me breathless.

With newfound determination, I began my transformation. I spent the next hour meticulously applying makeup, the brush against my skin a soothing sensation.

The taste of my cherry-red lipstick lingered on my lips as I applied a final layer of gloss. The smell of my vanilla perfume enveloped me, the sweet scent settling on my skin.

As I stepped into the dress, the silk slid against my skin, making me shiver with anticipation. The dress hugged my curves perfectly, enhancing my feminine silhouette. I twirled in front of the mirror, watching as the dress flared out around me.
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With a final glance in the mirror, I grabbed my suitcase with Brent’s order and headed towards the door. The click of my heels against the wooden floor echoed in the silence of my apartment.

As I stepped out into the chilly night, a gust of wind carrying the scent of rain hit me. The city lights blinked in the distance, the hustle and bustle a stark contrast to the quiet elegance of the Four Seasons that awaited me.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE MOMENT I stepped onto the sidewalk, I felt a shift in the atmosphere. Heads turned, whispers filled the air, and the city seemed to hold its breath as I strode down the walkway. The silky fabric of my red dress rustled against my legs, the faint hint of vanilla-scented perfume trailing behind me.

Men's eyes followed my every move, their gazes heavy on my figure. Their murmured 'good evening's brushed past my ears, each word laced with an undertone of admiration and desire. I could taste the sweet sense of victory on my lips, a slight smirk gracing my face.

Women too were watching, their expressions a mixture of envy and curiosity. I could see them sizing up my dress, their eyes lingering on my hourglass figure. I could almost taste their jealousy, a bitter tang that only added to my sweet victory.

As I reached the main road, three cabs screeched to a halt in front of me, their drivers leaning out of their windows with eager faces.
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"Lady in red, ride here, for free!" one called out, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. A flush spread across my cheeks, the heat sinking into my skin.

The attention, the desire, the respect—I was intoxicated by it all. I chose the first cab, the one with the most eager driver, his eyes twinkling with genuine admiration.

The moment I slid into the backseat, the driver showered me with compliments.

"You look stunning tonight, Miss," he said, his eyes meeting mine in the rearview mirror. The scent of his cologne filled the cab, a woody aroma that mixed pleasantly with my vanilla perfume.

"I've never seen a woman as beautiful as you," he continued, his words carrying the weight of sincerity. I could almost taste his compliments, sweet like honey on my tongue.

"Where can I take you, my lady?" His voice was low and soothing, a pleasant accompaniment to the hum of the engine.

"The Four Seasons, please," I responded, my voice firm but polite. He nodded and steered the cab onto the busy road, the city lights illuminating the night.

Throughout the journey, his comments kept flowing.

"Are you going to a party? Or a date?" he asked, his curiosity genuine. I felt my cheeks warm, the heat radiating onto my hands. I could smell the leather of the car seat underneath me, a familiar scent that contrasted with the novelty of the situation.

"I'm meeting a client," I answered, giving nothing away. His eyes twinkled with unasked questions, but he nodded and focused on the road.

When the majestic Four Seasons came into view, he pulled up to the curb and handed me a business card.

"Call me anytime," he said, his voice carrying a hint of hope.

"All the rides will be free for you." His words rang in my ears, a soft melody that made my heart flutter.

Before I could step out, he reached for my hand, pressing a gentle kiss on the back of it. The contact made me shiver, the warmth of his lips seeping into my skin.

"Thank you," I murmured, stepping out of the cab, the cool night air sweeping over my exposed skin.

As he pulled out my luggage from the trunk, a flock of hotel staff approached me, their eagerness palpable. The sight reminded me of bees swarming around a honey pot—their persistence both amusing and flattering.

"I'm just going to the restaurant," I told them, my voice firm yet polite. The taste of victory lingered on my tongue, a sweet reminder of the woman I had become.

Soon after, there he was. Brent Wilford, standing in the softly lit restaurant, looking even more handsome than I remembered. The sight of him sent a flutter through my chest, the familiar sense of nervousness creeping in.

His broad shoulders were encased in a perfectly tailored suit, his dark hair styled to perfection. He stood out in the elegant setting, like a polished gem in a sea of stones.

As I pulled my luggage into the entrance of the restaurant, our eyes met. His gaze was frozen, a look of surprise etched on his face. Then, as if a spell had been broken, he rushed toward me, his tall frame cutting through the crowd with ease.

He took my luggage from me, his forehead slightly sweaty, a rosy flush dusting his cheeks.
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"Wow, Krist—I mean, Katrina," he stuttered, his eyes raking over me.

"You look absolutely gorgeous." I could taste the sweetness in his words, his admiration so genuine that it was almost tangible. The scent of his cologne hit me, a fresh, masculine scent that made my heart skip a beat.

I laughed lightly at his remark, a shy giggle escaping my lips.

"Thank you, Brent," I replied, my heart pounding in my chest. I could hear the rush of my blood, the steady beat a rhythmic tune to my overwhelming emotions.

Pulling out the suits from my luggage, I presented them to him, my eyes never leaving his face. His eyes widened in awe as he took in the craftsmanship, the fine details, and the quality of the materials.

"Have dinner with me first," he said, his eyes meeting mine again. His request caught me off guard, but I found myself agreeing, a quiet 'sure' slipping past my lips.

As we settled down at a private table, the delicate aroma of Italian cuisine wafted in the air. I could hear the soft clink of silverware against porcelain, the murmur of hushed conversations surrounding us. The atmosphere was warm and intimate, the soft glow of the candlelight casting a romantic hue on everything.

Throughout dinner, we spoke about everything and nothing at all. He asked about my time away, my transformation, and my decision to leave Dario's shop.

I told him about that fateful night, the night I let out my frustration and anger, the night I let Miss Meow take over. I confessed how I vandalized the shop, how I wrote my resignation on the wall, and how I felt so alive doing it all.

His reaction was something I hadn't anticipated. He was taken aback, yes, but there was a glint of admiration in his eyes, a respect for the person I had become.

“I would’ve done the same thing,” he jested.

His words were filled with encouragement, with understanding, with acceptance. I could feel his warmth seeping into me, the familiar sense of security returning.

The main course arrived, a sumptuous plate of linguine alfredo, the creamy white sauce clinging to the strands of pasta, sprinkled with fragrant herbs. The rich aroma of garlic and parmesan filled the air, tantalizing my senses.

We dived in, the delicious taste exploding in my mouth. Every bite was a symphony of flavors, a delightful play on my palate.

Our conversations flowed smoothly, punctuated by shared laughter and heartfelt confessions. His stories about his travels, his work, and his dreams were fascinating, his words painting vivid images in my mind.

Every word he said, every story he shared, only made me fall for him more.

As we savored the decadent chocolate cake for dessert, I found myself telling him about my hopes and dreams, my plans for the future, my wish to start fresh.

I revealed my aspirations to establish my own fashion label, to let Katrina shine in the world of fashion. He listened attentively, his eyes sparkling with interest and admiration.

As the evening drew to a close, he reached into his pocket, pulling out a sleek checkbook. I watched him, my heart pounding in my chest as he started writing. He was quiet, his eyes focused on the checkbook in front of him. A part of me wondered what amount he was writing.
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"Well, I hope this can help you start out," he said, his voice warm. He extended the check to me, a small smile playing on his lips. My eyes widened as I took in the amount on the check. Pay to Cash. $15,000.

My breath hitched in my throat, my heart hammering against my ribcage. I could hear the deafening sound of my pulse in my ears.

"But it's only a thousand per suit," I managed to stutter out, my voice barely above a whisper. The shock was overwhelming, a wave of disbelief washing over me.

He simply shrugged, his eyes twinkling with amusement.

"Consider the extra as payment for the luggage and a capital investment," he said, a playful wink accompanying his words. I felt a blush creep up my cheeks, the warmth spreading through me.

He glanced at his watch, a look of surprise crossing his face.

"I have a poker game at the Rotary Club," he said, standing up. I watched him, a sense of sadness seeping into me as I realized our time together was ending.

His hand found mine, his thumb brushing over my knuckles before he pressed his lips to my hand in a soft kiss.

"Let's have dinner again soon, don't say no," he said, his voice soft yet firm. His gaze lingered on me for a moment longer, a silent promise in his eyes before he turned around and left.

I was left alone in the dimly lit restaurant, the weight of the check heavy in my hand. The realization of what had just happened crashed over me like a tidal wave. I had sold my designs, my work, to a famous politician. I had secured a deal that could potentially change my life forever.

The feeling was euphoric, a rush of exhilaration coursing through me. I wanted to scream, to let out all my excitement, but I knew better. Instead, a squeal of joy slipped past my lips, a sound so foreign yet so beautiful to my ears. It was a sound of happiness, of success, of accomplishment.

I could feel a wide grin stretching across my face, my heart threatening to burst out of my chest with sheer joy. The taste of victory was sweet, the exhilarating thrill of accomplishment intoxicating.

As I stepped out of the restaurant, the cool night air hitting my skin, I allowed myself a moment to take it all in. The sound of the bustling city, the soft glow of the streetlights, the faint music playing in the distance—everything felt different, brighter, and more alive.

I could smell the rain-soaked earth, the fragrance filling my senses. The scent was fresh, a reminder of the new beginnings that awaited me. The feeling of the cool air against my skin was refreshing, a welcome relief from the warmth of the restaurant.

The check in my hand was a promise of a new tomorrow, a beacon of hope in the dark. As I walked back to my apartment, the promise of a better future and the feeling of his warm lips against the back of my hand were all I could think about.

As I climbed the stairs to my apartment, I allowed myself to dream. I dreamt of my own boutique, of my designs being worn by celebrities, of my name being recognized in the fashion world. The dreams were big, ambitious, but I knew they were within my reach.

When I finally reached my apartment, I couldn't help but laugh. The events of the evening played in my mind, the memories fresh and vivid. The taste of the food, the sound of his voice, the sight of his smile—everything was etched in my memory, a reminder of the beginning of my journey.

As I laid down on my foam mattress, the thoughts of the night still swirling in my mind, I couldn't help but feel grateful. The challenges I had faced, the obstacles I had overcome, everything had led me to this moment.

I had taken control of my life, of my destiny, and it was the best decision I had ever made.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, my new bed had arrived. I remember feeling this overwhelming sense of joy and accomplishment. This was the first piece of furniture I had bought with my own money—not just any money, but money I had earned through my hard work.

Laying down on it for the first time, the soft mattress beneath me, was a feeling I could not put into words. It was a mixture of triumph and relief. It felt like coming home after a long, tiring journey.

As I lay there, staring at the ceiling, the thoughts I had been pushing away crept back into my mind. Brent had promised another dinner, but the silence that had followed our last meeting was deafening.

My phone was silent. No call. No text. No sign of Brent.

A part of me was disappointed, my hopes crushed under the weight of his broken promise.
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"Focus, Katrina," I murmured to myself, attempting to push away the disappointment. The smell of new fabric, the soft feel of my new bed beneath me, the light from my laptop screen—they were all comforting, grounding me in the present.

I was not one to waste my time moping around. Instead, I decided to focus my attention on something more productive. With my laptop in front of me, I started watching videos on how to create an online store.

The sound of the tutorial filled the small room—a comforting background noise as I listened and took notes.

The process was daunting, but not impossible. There was a lot to learn—website design, product photography, copywriting, marketing strategies.

But every step of the way, I could imagine my clothes displayed in the online store, a tangible representation of my hard work.

The vision was intoxicating—a boutique filled with my designs, customers around the world wearing my creations, my name becoming a brand. This was the dream, the goal I was working towards.

Days turned into nights as I poured myself into my work. The sweet smell of coffee became a constant companion as I worked late into the night, my fingers tirelessly moving over the fabric. The steady hum of my sewing machine was like a lullaby, soothing my tired mind as I worked.

There were moments of frustration, of self-doubt. But every time I felt like giving up, I reminded myself of the dream. The taste of victory was within reach, a constant reminder of why I was working so hard.

One by one, the pieces started falling into place. The website began to take shape, the photos of my designs adding life to it. The sound of my keyboard clicking late into the night became a regular occurrence, the glow from my laptop screen illuminating my dedicated efforts.

As I lay on my bed, watching the tutorials, the faint sound of traffic outside my window, I couldn't help but feel hopeful. Brent's silence had hurt, but it hadn't broken me. I was stronger than that, more resilient.

With each passing day, my online store grew closer to completion. I could almost taste the success, the sweet fruits of my labor. It was a taste that filled me with hope, with determination.

It was an uneventful Tuesday morning when my phone began ringing in the middle of my musings. The ID flashing on the screen was a surprise—Brent. I looked at it, torn between the urge to pick it up and the urge to ignore it. As it continued ringing, a battle of thoughts raged in my mind.

By the seventh ring, I had made up my mind.

"Hello?" I answered, trying to keep my voice steady. The familiar voice that greeted me was both a surprise and a relief. Brent's voice, filled with contrition, admitting his mistakes was strangely cathartic.

"I know, I'm an asshole," he started, "I'm sorry for not getting back to you." I wanted to say something smart or cutting, but all I managed was, "No, it's okay..." And I meant it. I was too busy building my life to harbor resentments.

The conversation took a surprising turn when he invited me over to his place for dinner. He offered to cook, which was unexpected. After a moment's hesitation, I agreed, providing him with my address for pick-up.

"I miss you," he admitted, making my heart flutter. And before I could say anything else, he hung up. I found myself staring at the phone in surprise, my mind reeling from the sudden turn of events.

Excitement bubbled up inside me, sending me into a fit of giggles. I rolled around on my new bed, the softness of the fabric against my skin a comforting contrast to the whirlwind of emotions I was experiencing.

As the afternoon wore on, I found myself standing in front of my wardrobe, contemplating my outfit for the evening. I wanted to look good, but not like I had tried too hard. After what felt like hours of contemplating, I finally decided on a simple, yet elegant, dress.

With my outfit decided, it was time to start getting ready. As I sat in front of my vanity, I could feel the butterflies in my stomach. The anticipation, the nerves, the excitement—they were all a heady mix that had me reeling.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the familiar scent of my makeup. The fragrance was a mix of powdery freshness and subtle hints of floral, a scent that always brought a sense of calm and familiarity.

The makeup routine was therapeutic, the steady movements of my brush against my skin grounding me. I blended and contoured, each stroke bringing me closer to the image I had in my mind.

Next, I moved on to my hair. My long, blonde hair had grown past my shoulders, providing me with countless styling options. After considering a few different styles, I finally decided on soft waves, a style that was elegant and effortless.

The sensation of the hairbrush moving through my locks, the sound of the hairdryer—they were all a part of the process, a ritual that had become second nature to me. The scent of the hairspray filled the room, a fragrance that always reminded me of a professional salon.

After what felt like an eternity, I was finally ready. As I stepped into my dress, the soft fabric grazing my skin, I felt a sense of accomplishment.

The look was perfect—a balance of elegance and sexiness.

The clock ticked closer to seven, and my nerves heightened. The anticipation of the evening was almost overwhelming. As I slipped into my shoes, I could feel a strange mix of anxiety and excitement.
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At exactly seven, he arrived. As I stepped out of my apartment, Brent was waiting, leaning against his car with a casual elegance that took my breath away. He was dressed simply in a shirt and cargo shorts, looking like he had just come from a leisurely round of golf.

"Hi," he greeted, planting a soft kiss on my cheek. It was a gentle peck, but it sent a jolt of electricity through me. The scent of his cologne was intoxicating—a musky, masculine aroma that was uniquely Brent.

He led me to the passenger seat, opening the door for me with a gentlemanly charm that had me blushing. He tossed a glance my way as he stowed the grocery bags in the back, a glint of admiration in his eyes.

"God, you're gorgeous," he murmured, causing my cheeks to flush a deeper shade of red.

The ride to his place was a journey of anticipation. His hand would occasionally brush against mine, sending a shiver of excitement down my spine. The low hum of the car engine was the only sound that filled the silence, giving me time to collect my thoughts and nerves.

We pulled up to a lofty residential building, the grandeur of the architecture leaving me in awe. I watched as he interacted with the staff, noting the respectful and friendly exchanges. They all greeted him like an old friend, and I could see their subtle glances of admiration and curiosity directed at me.

My heart was pounding as he led me to the elevator, the opulent interior gleaming in the soft lighting. I watched in shock as Brent pressed the 'P' button. We were heading to the penthouse—a fact that left me feeling slightly overwhelmed.

The elevator ride was a whirlwind of emotions. The soft music playing in the background was barely audible over the pounding of my heart. The scent of his cologne wafted in the enclosed space, adding to the heady anticipation building inside me.

As the elevator doors slid open, the sight that greeted me was breathtaking. His apartment was a masterpiece of interior design. The space was huge, the decor tastefully understated and elegant.

My eyes were drawn to the large windows, revealing a stunning view of the Manhattan skyline. I could hardly believe the sight—it was like something out of a dream. The city lights twinkled like stars, their soft glow casting a dreamy ambiance throughout the room.

"Make yourself at home," he offered, his voice a soothing balm to my fluttering nerves. As I took a tentative step into the apartment, I could smell a faint hint of something delicious—a tantalizing promise of the meal to come.

The apartment had an inviting warmth to it, a lived-in coziness that was strangely comforting. As I settled down on the plush couch, the soft fabric brushing against my skin, I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment wash over me.

Being here, with Brent, felt right. It was a moment of calm in the midst of my chaotic life, a respite that was both surprising and welcome. Despite the extravagance of my surroundings, I found myself feeling incredibly at home.

As Brent busied himself in the kitchen, the sound of his movements and the tantalizing aroma of food cooking filled the apartment. The scent was a delicious mix of herbs and spices, a testament to his cooking skills.

The sound of sizzling, the clatter of utensils, and the occasional laughter from Brent added a certain charm to the evening.

"Um, no offense, but how can you afford a place like this?" I asked, trying not to let my awe and curiosity get the better of me. We were around the same age and the splendor of his apartment was mind-boggling.

He laughed, a sound that made my heart flutter.

"I work hard," he replied, his voice laced with amusement. He shared how he had several businesses and had put in a lot of work to be where he was now.

"Oh," I replied, slightly taken aback. It wasn't that I didn't believe him, but the world he lived in was so far removed from mine.

His chuckle broke through my thoughts.

"Why do you look like you don't believe me?" he asked, a playful smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

I shrugged, blushing a little.

"I don't know. I guess I assumed you got it from your daddy's money or something."

He laughed again, the sound echoing through his lavish apartment.

"You have so much to learn about me, Katrina," he said, moving towards the kitchen.

"But first, you have to know that I'm an excellent cook."

As he stirred the sauce on the stove, a delicious aroma wafted through the air, making my stomach rumble in anticipation. He tasted the Bolognese sauce from a wooden spoon, a look of satisfaction on his face.
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"Try it," he suggested, holding out the spoon towards me. His eyes met mine, the intensity of his gaze making me blush.

"You do know that I'm not a girl, right?" I reminded him, although I was more reminding myself. The line between Kristoff and Katrina was becoming blurred, and the butterflies in my stomach weren't helping.

His gaze didn't waver.

"It doesn't matter what you are," he said, sincerity lacing his words.

Hesitantly, I took a step forward as he brought his sauce-laced finger to my mouth. The sauce was delicious—but his skin tasted even better—the flavors bursting on my tongue. As I glanced up at him, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a searing kiss.

His kiss was overwhelming, his touch electrifying. His hands cradled my face gently, his lips moving against mine with a fervor that left me breathless. The taste of him, of the sauce still lingering on his lips, was intoxicating.

The intensity of the moment had me forgetting where we were, forgetting who I was. Brent's kisses were passionate and all-consuming. His hands began to roam my body, each touch sending shivers down my spine.

His apartment seemed to fade away as the world narrowed down to just him and me. He pulled me closer, his arms strong and secure around me.

He led me to his bedroom, the sight of the luxurious bed making me feel a pang of nervous excitement. The thought of being with him was both exhilarating and terrifying.

“I’m a virgin!” I blurted out.

He chuckled and then reassured me, his voice a soothing balm against my nerves. He held my hand, his thumb caressing the back of it in a soothing rhythm. His touch was comforting, his warmth seeping into my skin.
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“I’ll take it slow…”

He was gentle, his actions slow and careful. He had lubricant and a condom prepared, a sign of his respect and consideration for me. His hands were soft and warm against my skin, his touch eliciting gasps from me.

“Mmm,” I couldn’t help but moan. Moments later, there was a gentle intimacy in the way he made love to me, a depth of emotion that left me breathless.

His kisses were tender, his touch electrifying. It was overwhelming and beautiful, a whirlwind of emotions that left me gasping for breath.

At first, I thought that I wouldn’t be able to handle the pain. But he was there with me—guiding me from point A to point B, then to point Z, with nothing but utmost passion, fervor, and gentleness.

All I could remember were the pleasurable sensations and I felt blessed for sharing my first time with him.

Afterwards, we lay entwined in his bed, the soft sheets a gentle caress against our bare skin. The Manhattan skyline gleamed outside, a picturesque backdrop to our shared moment.

His arms were secure around me—his soft breaths lulling me into a peaceful stupor.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS LATER, the euphoria was hard to ignore. I had just launched my online store, a milestone I had been striving for, for so long. There was a certain satisfaction in seeing my creations displayed online for the world to see. It was also coupled with the fact that Brent and I had been dating for a month now.

His company was intoxicating, his charm irresistible. It was a whirlwind romance, one that was both exciting and slightly overwhelming.

But now, another chapter of my life was unfolding. He had asked me to move in with him. The idea was thrilling and frightening all at once. I was stepping out of my comfort zone, leaving behind the familiarity of my apartment, to start a new life with him.

I began packing my things, sorting through my clothes and keepsakes, reminiscing about the journey I had embarked on as Katrina.

Each item brought back memories—some good, some bad—but all, leading me to where I was now.

While I was packing, the television was playing softly in the background. A news bulletin caught my attention and I stopped to listen. A hitman was on the loose, the newscaster warned, his face serious and his voice filled with urgency.

The screen flashed an image of the hitman caught on a security camera. His face was hidden by a mask, but the suit was unmistakable. It was one of my creations—one I had crafted for Brent.

My heart pounded in my chest as realization dawned.
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"The man in the purple suit was last seen leaving the mansion of Antonio Sollozzo, a wealthy alleged drug lord in Rochester," the news anchor continued.

I stared at the screen, my thoughts whirling. The suit was definitely one of mine. It was the same design, the same shade of purple.

But how did it end up on a hitman?

My breath hitched as the image of the mansion filled the screen. It was sprawling and luxurious, a picture of wealth and power. Now, it was a crime scene.

The news anchor continued, providing more details about the hitman and the crime. My mind was reeling with the implications. I was indirectly connected to a murder, and the thought was terrifying.

The smell of the room suddenly felt too strong, the sound of the news anchor too loud. I could almost taste the fear on my tongue, a bitter, metallic taste that had my stomach churning.

The texture of the cardboard boxes I was packing felt rough against my hands. I realized I was gripping it tightly, my knuckles white with tension.

The sight of the room, half-packed and messy, seemed incongruous with the severity of the situation. I was moving towards a new life, yet, in the background, a news anchor was describing a gruesome crime linked to one of my designs.

My mind raced with questions—was it a coincidence?

Or was Brent involved?

Suddenly, my new life with Brent didn't seem so appealing. The prospect of moving in with him—sharing my life with him, now seemed overshadowed by the news of the hitman and the murder.

I sat on the floor, the noise from the television fading into a distant hum. My mind was a whirlwind of fear and uncertainty. I had to figure out what was going on.

I had to talk to Brent.

Moments later, I stood in the doorway of his apartment, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and fear. I held onto my luggage, my grip tight around the handle as if it were my only lifeline.

I had already agreed to this, to moving in with him, and there was no turning back. If I changed my mind now, he would know something was wrong, and I couldn't risk that.

I tried to play it cool, forcing a smile on my face as he greeted me. His face lit up when he saw me, his eyes shining with happiness.

"I'm so glad you decided to live with me," he said, wrapping me in a warm hug.

His words echoed in my ears, conflicting with the gnawing fear in my mind. He was glad I was moving in, but what if he was the one who was involved with the hitman?

What if he was dangerous?

I pushed the thoughts away, focusing on unpacking my belongings.

The task was mundane, but my mind kept going back to the news story. I folded my clothes, placing them in the drawers, each item reminding me of the life I had lived before I met him.

I could still smell the familiar scent of my old apartment, a mixture of lavender air freshener and the hint of coffee that always lingered.

Brent's apartment had a different scent, a more masculine smell—a mix of his cologne and the subtle hint of leather from his furniture. It was a smell I had grown to associate with comfort and safety, but now it filled me with dread.

The silky fabrics of my dresses, the rough textures of my jeans, everything felt so familiar yet so alien in this new place. My senses were heightened, my mind trying to grasp onto anything familiar in the midst of this chaos.

The sounds were different too. The low hum of his expensive appliances, the subtle noise from the bustling city below his penthouse, the quiet ticking of his designer wall clock. They all served as a stark reminder of the change in my life.

I placed my toiletries in his bathroom, his premium products making my own look modest in comparison. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, the anxiety apparent on my face. My reflection stared back at me, her eyes wide with fear, her lips pressed into a thin line.

Suddenly, images of various scenarios started to flood my mind.
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What if Brent stabs me with a knife?

What if he smothers me with a pillow?

What if I was next?

My heart pounded in my chest at the horrific thought.

I shook my head, trying to banish the terrifying thoughts. I reminded myself to stay rational, to not jump to conclusions. But fear, once allowed to creep in, is hard to suppress. It wrapped around me, clouding my mind with horrifying thoughts.

Brent was sweet, he was gentle. He had been nothing but kind to me. But the man in the purple suit, my purple suit, was a killer. And the connection between the two was too hard to ignore.

I tried to focus on my surroundings, to keep my senses grounded. The cool marble under my bare feet, the warm glow of the room lit by the setting sun, the taste of the wine he had opened to celebrate my move—everything felt so normal, so mundane.

But the underlying fear made it all seem surreal.

I knew I had to be careful, to not let him know of my suspicions. I played the part of the happy girlfriend, but inside, my mind was a mess of fear and doubt. Each smile, each laugh was forced, my heart pounding with fear.

We were sipping on a fine Pinot Noir when he decided it was time to lay down some ground rules for our cohabitation. His eyes met mine over the rim of his wine glass, a hint of seriousness behind their usual warmth.

"There's just one thing," he began, his voice smooth, matching the elegance of the velvety liquid in our glasses.

"I'd prefer if you leave my bedrooms and the guest rooms alone. I'm just not comfortable with people going through my stuff."

I blinked at him, surprised by the specific nature of his request. He wanted me to leave his bedrooms and the guest rooms untouched? The rest of the house, the kitchen, the living room, the bathrooms, they were all fair game for my touch, but not the rooms?

The suggestion seemed innocuous enough, but I couldn't help but feel a surge of curiosity. A hint of suspicion creeped into my mind, stoked by the recent news about the hitman and the purple suit. It was like he had piqued the interest of the cat in me, the desire to discover the unknown.

The rest of the evening went by in a blur, my mind buzzing with questions.

I laughed at his jokes, I smiled at his stories, but all the while, my thoughts were consumed by the mystery of the restricted areas in our home.

I sipped on my wine, the rich flavors dancing on my tongue, but the taste seemed dull compared to the intriguing mystery he had presented. His words echoed in my mind, each repetition intensifying my curiosity.

Why did he not want me to go into his bedrooms?

What was in there that he didn't want me to see?

Was he hiding something?

Was there a connection to the man in the purple suit, my purple suit?
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My mind spun with questions, the answers just beyond my reach.

Later that night, I lay in Brent's bed, staring at the ceiling, my thoughts whirling.

Was I safe here?

Or had I just walked into a trap?

As sleep eluded me, I realized that I had to find out the truth. I couldn't live in fear, constantly looking over my shoulder. I had to know if Brent was innocent, or if he was a part of the terrifying world of hitmen and murder.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, the pattern of Brent's late nights had become more noticeable, more frequent. Each night, he'd come home later than the last, his explanations vague and unfocused. He claimed it was all political stuff, meetings running late and social events dragging on, but something didn't sit right.

My suspicions grew with every late-night return, and I couldn't help but feel a knot of unease settling in my stomach.

One afternoon, I was in the middle of prepping dinner when my phone buzzed on the counter. It was Brent. He informed me that he wouldn't be home until after midnight, and that I should go to sleep before him.

He reassured me that he had a key and that I didn't need to wait up.

"I love you, Kat," he said, his voice carrying a warmth that spread through the phone line and into my heart.

"I love you too," I replied, but my mind was elsewhere. After hanging up, I found myself standing in the middle of our kitchen, lost in thought.

What was going on with Brent?

Why was he always so late?

My mind raced, grappling with questions I couldn't find answers to.
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I put the knife down and turned off the stove. Cooking dinner seemed pointless now. The kitchen, once filled with the mouth-watering scent of garlic and herbs, now felt desolate.

I poured myself a glass of wine, hoping the liquid courage would help me face the mystery that had been gnawing at me for weeks.

The taste of the wine on my tongue, the soft hum of the refrigerator, the fading sunlight seeping through the window blinds, everything was tinged with a sense of unease.

The unanswered questions about Brent, about his late nights, about his off-limit bedrooms, they all loomed over me like a storm cloud, casting a shadow over my previously carefree life.

The cat in me stirred. Curiosity welled up inside me, pushing against the walls of propriety I had erected around myself. I found myself standing outside his bedroom, my heart pounding against my ribcage.

The thought of snooping around was tempting, but I knew I had to be careful. If Brent had something to hide, there was a chance he might have security cameras installed.

The thought of being watched sent shivers down my spine. I looked around, trying to spot any unusual objects, any signs of surveillance. The soft hum of the air conditioner, the distant sound of traffic from the street below, the echo of my own heartbeat in my ears, they all seemed to amplify the intensity of my situation.

I retreated to the living room, my mind buzzing with strategies. If I was going to snoop around, I needed a plan. I needed to be stealthy, careful. The stakes were too high for mistakes.

Each tick of the wall clock felt like a reminder of the precious time I had before he would return.

An hour later, I had my aha moment. It came like a lightning bolt, illuminating my mind with a spark of an idea. I picked up my phone and dialed his number.

"Brent," I began, my voice sounding steadier than I felt, "I've got a bit of an issue. My friend Bella just had her Lasik surgery and she needs me to assist her in the morning when her vision gets blurry. So, I was thinking I'd sleep at her place tonight. Is that okay?"

He seemed surprised but quickly acquiesced, "Sure, just turn the lights off before you leave." His casual response steeled my resolve. I needed to find out what was going on.

I hung up the phone and went to my closet. I pulled out my Miss Meow costume—a sleek, all-black outfit I had designed myself. The fabric was still as smooth as I could remember—hugging my body like a second skin. I could feel the latent power of the character I'd created coursing through my veins as I packed it into a tote bag.

I changed into modest clothes, careful to cover up as much skin as possible, and slipped my feet into comfortable sneakers. I turned off all the lights in the apartment, leaving it bathed in shadows. The once familiar space felt foreign and eerie, like a scene straight out of a suspense thriller—but it was perfect for snooping around.

I slipped out of the apartment and made my way to the lobby. My heart pounded in my chest with every step I took, a wild drum echoing my mounting anticipation. I found the powder room and quickly changed into my Miss Meow costume.

The transformation was instantaneous. The moment I zipped up the leotard, I felt a surge of boldness I hadn't felt in a long time. My reflection in the mirror looked back at me—fierce and unstoppable.

I replaced the customary cat headband with a black baseball cap, effectively concealing my long hair. I stared at my reflection, a small smile playing on my lips.
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"Meow," I whispered, a quiet proclamation of the character I had stepped into. I was no longer Katrina, the unsure girlfriend. I was Miss Meow, the fearless adventurer ready to uncover secrets.

I left the powder room and returned to our floor then I unlocked the apartment door and slipped inside, making sure to leave the lights off. The darkness was almost suffocating, pressing in from all sides, but I refused to let it deter me.

I knew this place, every nook and cranny, every corner and crevice.

My senses were heightened as I moved around the apartment. I could hear the soft hum of the refrigerator, the distant sound of cars on the street below, the faint ticking of the wall clock. The silence in the apartment was deafening, a hollow echo in the vast emptiness.

My fingertips traced the edges of furniture as I navigated through the space. The plush fabric of the couch, the cool touch of the marble countertop, the rough texture of the wooden coffee table—everything was familiar yet felt incredibly alien.

I moved with purpose, each step careful and deliberate, my heart pounding in my chest with a mixture of fear and exhilaration.

My mind was a whirl of thoughts as I started to snoop around. What would I find?

Would it confirm my worst fears, or would it put all my doubts to rest?

Every fiber of my being was focused on this singular mission, every sense attuned to pick up the slightest hint of anything unusual.

Despite the darkness, my eyes quickly adapted. I could make out the shapes of the furniture—the outlines of the doors. I moved silently, almost cat-like, my ears straining to catch any sound that might give me away.

The first room I checked was the guest room. With my heart in my throat, I pushed the door open, half-expecting an alarm to go off. Nothing happened. The room was pitch dark, and for a moment, I stood still, allowing my eyes to adjust.

Slowly, shapes started to form in the gloom. The room was sparsely furnished, with just a bed and a wardrobe. A sense of disappointment washed over me. It looked like any other guest room, but something felt off.

I walked around the room, my hands running over surfaces, my ears pricked for any sound, my nose taking in the smells. The room smelled like fresh linen and wood, a hint of something metallic lurking beneath.

My senses were in overdrive, picking up every minute detail.

Despite the disappointment of the first room, I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was amiss. I decided to move on to the next room, hoping to find something, anything that could shed light on Brent's late-night absences.

It was an arduous task, navigating through the apartment without any light, but I was determined. Each room brought with it a wave of anticipation, a rush of adrenaline. But each room also carried a heavy dose of disappointment.

By the time I reached the other guest room, my nerves were frayed—my fear replaced by an overwhelming sense of desolation.

Was I wrong about him?

Was my suspicion just a product of my overactive imagination?

I took a deep breath and pushed the door open. The darkness within beckoned me, whispering secrets and mysteries I was eager to uncover.

In the midst of the sea of darkness, I moved carefully, my senses on high alert. The subtle hum of the AC, the slight creak of the wooden floor beneath my feet, the cool fabric of the curtains - everything was a new piece in this complex puzzle.

My hands navigated across the room, trailing along the walls and the surfaces, a touch here, a brush there. I came across a painting hanging against one of the walls. It was a landscape piece, one I had seen countless times before.

But this time, as I touched it, it felt different.

I felt a slight give in the bottom right corner. My heart skipped a beat. I pushed a bit harder, and to my surprise, the painting swung open, revealing a hidden compartment.

My heart hammered against my ribs, echoing the thrill coursing through my veins.

The compartment was small, just big enough to hold a few objects. I reached in and my hand brushed against something cold, hard. My fingers closed around it and I pulled it out, squinting in the darkness. It was a gun.

The shock was instantaneous. The weapon felt cold and ominous in my hand, its weight a tangible reminder of the danger I had stumbled upon. I dropped it in shock, the metallic clatter echoing loudly in the silent room.

I quickly picked it up, my hands shaking.

Brent owned a gun. But why?

Before I could grapple with this new revelation, a noise from outside the room made me freeze. Voices. Two voices. One, unmistakably Brent's, the other, unfamiliar.

I strained to listen, my breath hitching in my chest. The words they spoke sent a chill down my spine.

Murder.

Drug cartels.

My blood ran cold.

My mind was a whirl of fear and disbelief. The footsteps grew louder, coming closer to the guest room. Panic rose within me. I had nowhere to go, nowhere to hide.

In a rush of adrenaline, I slid under the bed, my heart pounding against my chest like a wild drum. The room suddenly seemed much too small, the air too thin. I tried to slow my breathing, hoping to make myself as invisible as possible.

The door opened, and the light from the hallway spilled into the room. I could see their feet, one pair familiar, the other unfamiliar and menacing. My heart pounded in my ears, a wild rhythm that threatened to give me away.
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"Brent, what the fuck is this?" the unfamiliar voice asked. My heart skipped a beat. They had found the gun on the floor.

I held my breath, praying they wouldn't look under the bed. My pulse pounded in my ears, the scent of fear mingled with the dust under the bed.

The faint glow of the hallway lights, the creak of the floorboards, the distant sound of traffic, everything was amplified in that moment.

"Did she…" Brent replied, his voice sounding far too calm for my liking.

I could hear them moving around, their voices growing fainter, then louder again. My heart hammered in my chest as I lay there, trapped and terrified.

The world had suddenly shrunk to the small space under the bed, the dust tickling my nose, the cold floor beneath me, the thump-thump-thump of my heart.

The room was silent again, but for the muffled whispers of the two men. Then, a moment of sheer terror—a pair of feet stopped right by the bed, a moment of silence, then the bedsheet lifted.

For a moment, the world stopped. My breath hitched, my heart froze, and all I could hear was the rushing sound of blood in my ears.

I was hidden no more.

It was time to face whatever came next.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

MY HEART POUNDED in my chest like a trapped bird as Brent's voice echoed in the room. "What the fuck!? Kat? Is that you?!" His voice was filled with shock and disbelief. Shame washed over me like a cold shower. I crawled out from under the bed, my gaze cast down, unable to meet their eyes.

The sight of the man standing next to him was even more startling. He was clad in a police uniform, his sharp gaze scanning me with amusement. A soft giggle escaped him, his eyes dancing with mirth as he took in my leotard disguise.

The heat of embarrassment colored my cheeks a deep red. The room was silent save for the hum of the air conditioner, the scent of dinner still lingering in the air, and my quiet humiliation.

"Sorry," I mumbled, feeling my face burn, "it's just, I saw the news, and the hitman was wearing the suit I sold you."

I wrung my hands nervously, the fabric of the leotard itching against my skin, the smell of dust from the floor still lingering in my nose. I could still feel the cold imprint of the gun on my hand, an eerie reminder of what had led to this moment.

Brent sighed heavily, his face a mask of frustration.
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"I can't believe you snooped around."

The words cut through the silence like a knife. His disappointment was a tangible thing, it filled the room, replacing the scent of dinner with that of regret.

"I..." I began, but he raised his hand, silencing me.

"Let me explain," he said, his voice resigned. The lights from the chandelier above us reflected in his eyes, a glimmer of the man I thought I knew.

He explained that he was a detective, working on a case involving the Sollozzo cartel. My mind reeled at the revelation. The cool, suave man I had been dating was, in reality, a police detective.

Brent was just a disguise, a means to an end. His real name was Doug Sanders, and he was actually 35, older than he had led me to believe.

As he spoke, my disbelief grew. The ten different-colored suits I had sold him were part of an elaborate scheme to catch a hitman, to distinguish him from others who were only after the money.

And they had caught him.

They had the hitman in custody, waiting for him to reveal information about his bosses to end the reign of the drug cartel.

Sollozzo, the alleged victim, was not dead. The news of his death was a ruse, a performance meant to convince the world and the cartel. Sollozzo had retired from the drug trade and was now cooperating with the police.

The taste of the lies I had been fed turned sour in my mouth, the truth a bitter pill to swallow.

"I'm so sorry," I whispered, my voice barely audible. My eyes welled up with tears, shame and guilt threatening to spill over. I tasted the saltiness of my tears, felt the tightness in my chest, heard the disbelief in my own voice.

Brent, no, Doug, looked at me, his eyes softened.

"I think you should leave," he said, his voice gentle. The finality of his words hit me harder than anything else.

“B—brent…”

He looked away and I knew that this was it. My time in the penthouse, my life with him, was over.

I stood, my legs shaky, the taste of regret bitter in my mouth. I glanced around the luxurious penthouse, taking in the grandeur of the place, the scent of home that was no longer mine. The city lights outside the window twinkled in the distance, oblivious to the turmoil inside me.

With a final look at Brent, or Doug, or whoever he was, I walked towards the door. I could feel his gaze on my back, the cool air of the penthouse brushing against my exposed skin. The sound of my footsteps echoed in the room, a haunting reminder of the life I was leaving behind.
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Outside the penthouse, the cool night air hit my face, the scent of the city filling my nostrils. The noise of traffic felt jarring after the quiet of the penthouse.

I turned away, forcing myself to look forward—away from Brent, away from the life I thought I had. The city lights blurred past me, their bright glare reflecting off my tear-streaked face.

Home. I was going home. The realization settled heavily on me, but then, I remembered, I didn’t have a home. Dragging myself, I hailed a cab and looked for a motel nearby to spend the night.

There's something about memories. They cling to you, persisting even when you'd rather they didn't. For me, Brent was one of those memories. Brent, or Doug, as I later came to know.

But to me, he would always be Brent. My Brent.

The man who had been many of my firsts. The man who had accepted me, before and after. My 'the one that got away'.

Six months had passed, but time hadn't dulled the sharpness of those memories. I was living in a nicer apartment now. Not as grand as Brent's, of course, but it was miles ahead of my old dingy place.

It was tastefully furnished, filled with soft, warm light and the scent of fresh flowers that I had picked up the habit of buying for myself.

I was at my desk, working on my online store. Katrina Klaus – The Home of Sexy Suits, as I had named it. A name that was catchy and yet, unapologetically me.

My suits, catsuits, French maid dresses, and so much more, were being sold to customers far and wide.

The soft humming of my laptop, the sight of the orders pouring in, the taste of success, was more satisfying than I could have ever imagined.

The scent of freshly brewed coffee hung in the air, as I continued my work, my mind occasionally drifting to the memories of Brent. But, my reminiscing was cut short by a sudden series of dings from my laptop.

The sound was a welcome distraction, a break from the whirlpool of emotions that his memories often stirred within me.

One look at the incoming order had my heart skipping a beat. It was from Dario, my former boss. Ten colors of leotards. The request seemed oddly familiar, a haunting echo of the past. There was a personal note attached, asking me to personally deliver it to his store.

Shock coursed through me, an electric jolt that left me momentarily breathless. It had been so long since I last heard from Dario. The soft glow of my laptop screen suddenly seemed too bright, the humming too loud, the taste of my coffee too strong.

For a few seconds, I just sat there, staring at the order, letting the reality of it sink in. The past and the present colliding in an unexpected twist of fate.

Dario, my past, was reaching out to me, in my present. The realization was both overwhelming and unsettling.

Then, slowly, a smile spread across my face. It felt strange, this unexpected reconnection, but it also felt right. Like a missing piece of a puzzle falling into place.

It was, after all, a long time since that chapter of my life had ended.

I moved my cursor over to the 'Accept Order' button, a sense of determination filling me. I was not the same person that Dario knew. I had grown, matured, become more independent.

It was time to face my past and show Dario just how far I'd come.

As I clicked the button, a sense of excitement washed over me. The thought of meeting him again, of stepping into my former workplace, brought a rush of emotions. The scent of my old store, the chatter of the customers, the soft rustle of fabric, the memories flooded back.

At that moment, I realized just how much my past had shaped me. Brent, Dario, my former dingy apartment, my struggling days, they all had a part in my journey. And now, here I was, a successful business owner, living in a nice apartment, making a name for myself in the fashion industry.

A sense of peace washed over me, the taste of my past and my present, intertwined in a complex dance of life. Life had come full circle, and I couldn't help but smile. After all, it had been a long time.

It was after lunch when I found myself standing in front of Dario's boutique, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. The familiar sign and the stylishly displayed outfits in the window—they all seemed both foreign and familiar at the same time.

I was dressed in a simple, yet elegant black dress that hugged my body, showcasing my curves. A pair of red stiletto heels added a pop of color, a touch of boldness that was so inherently me. My hair was bone straight and laying sharply down my shoulders, while my makeup was minimal, accentuating my natural features.

An air of confidence surrounded me, but beneath the surface, I was a bundle of nerves.

In my hands, I held a paper bag, containing the ten colored leotards Dario had ordered. The bag crinkled in my grip, a stark reminder of the purpose of my visit. I could feel the fabric of the leotards through the bag, the familiar texture providing a strange sense of comfort.

Taking a deep breath, I knocked on the door. The sound echoed around the quiet street, and for a moment, everything seemed to still.

To my surprise, the door swung open almost immediately, revealing a warm and inviting Dario. His familiar face broke into a smile, lighting up his eyes in a way I had never seen before.

It was disorienting to see this softer side of Dario, but it also felt incredibly genuine.

"I'm so proud of you," he said, his voice filled with warmth.

"And wow, you're gorgeous."

He took a step back, taking in my appearance with an appreciative eye. His words, his tone, they took me by surprise. This was a Dario I had never seen, a Dario I had never known.
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“I’m sorry about that night,” I said. All he did was shake his head and smile.

"Ah, my beautiful and successful protege," he continued, his smile never wavering. He reached out, touching my arm lightly. His touch, though unexpected, wasn't unwelcome. It was comforting, a connection to my past.

"I also owe you an apology, Katrina," he said suddenly, his gaze dropping to the ground.

"For the way I treated you before. I was wrong, and I'm sorry." His voice was sincere, filled with remorse. The smell of his cologne, something woody and rich, wafted over me. It was so distinctively him.

His words struck a chord within me, resonating with a past filled with hurt and misunderstanding. Tears welled up in my eyes, the salty taste creeping onto my lips as a single tear escaped. Dario looked up at me then, his own eyes glistening.

Without another word, we moved towards each other, our arms wrapping around each other in a heartfelt hug. The feel of his warm body against mine, the sound of his quiet sigh, it was a moment of reconciliation, a moment of healing.

Pulling away, we both wiped at our eyes, the moment heavy with unsaid words and emotions.

"Aha, show me the goods!" he suddenly exclaimed, his mood shifting from serious to jovial. The abrupt change brought a smile to my face—laughter bubbling up from within me.

As I pulled out the leotards from the bag, the vibrant colors contrasting against the simplicity of the paper bag, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment. The silky fabric, the sexy yet elegant design, each one was a testament to my journey, a representation of my growth.

“Maybe I can start a leotard line… pastel colors,” he pondered—causing me to chuckle.

His appreciative gaze fell on the leotards, his fingers brushing over the fabric, his expression thoughtful. His praise, his acceptance—they were the ultimate validation of my efforts.

As he began to speak again, his voice was tinged with a hint of amusement.

"The leotards, they aren't actually for me," he confessed, his gaze meeting mine once more. The revelation caught me off guard, my mind spinning with questions.

"My premier client requested them," he continued, his hands gesturing towards the back room. A mysterious smile playing on his lips, he added, "And he wants to give them to the love of his life."

Before I could respond, the door to the back room creaked open, and out stepped a man dressed in a detective's uniform. My heart skipped a beat, the familiarity of the figure before me sending a wave of emotions coursing through me.

It was Brent, or rather, Doug. His eyes met mine, a mix of joy and sorrow reflecting in their depths. It was as though time had frozen, the world around us fading into the background. All I could see was him, all I could hear was the pounding of my own heart.

Without a word, he closed the distance between us, his arms enveloping me in a hug. The feel of his body against mine, the scent of his cologne, the warmth of his presence, they were all so familiar, so comforting.

Tears welled up in my eyes, the overwhelming emotions choking me up.
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"I thought I could live without you," he confessed, his voice barely above a whisper. His words echoed in the quiet room, a raw declaration of his feelings.

"Brent—I mean, Doug, you have no idea how much—" I started, but before I could finish, he cut me off with a kiss. The taste of his lips against mine, the feel of his hands on my back, the sight of him so close, it was all so intoxicating.

Our kiss was passionate, filled with longing and desire. It was as though we were the only two people in the world, lost in our own bubble. The world around us ceased to exist, the only sound was our breaths mingling, the only smell was of us, the only taste was of each other.

Pulling back, he looked into my eyes, his own filled with love and promise.

"I love you, Katrina," he whispered, his thumb wiping away a stray tear from my cheek. His words filled my ears, the sincerity in his voice melting my heart.

"And I love you, Doug," I responded, my voice choked with emotion. My hands found their way to his face, my fingers tracing his features, committing them to memory.

He cupped my face, his thumbs stroking my cheeks gently.

"I promise you," he said, his voice firm, "I will never let you go again."

His promise reverberated in the room, a declaration that was as much a plea as it was a vow. I could see the determination in his eyes, feel the steadiness of his hands, and hear the conviction in his voice.

And as we stood there, holding each other, it was as though everything fell into place. The past, the misunderstandings, the hurt, they all seemed insignificant in the face of our love.

As I nestled into his embrace, my senses filled with all things Doug, I realized that this was where I was meant to be.

With him.

Forever.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

Three months had passed since that fateful day at Dario's store. Three months of revelations and changes, of love and companionship. The police, with Doug's help, had finally managed to pin down the names of the big bosses they were after. Sollozzo, now a police informant, was a critical asset to the operation.

Doug and I were living together again, but this time, not in the penthouse that served as his former disguise. His senatorial candidate persona had vanished as quickly as it had appeared.

Now, he had a new project, a new disguise—Rob, the mailman.

As I watched him rest on my lap in our apartment, his chest rising and falling steadily, I couldn't help but smile. My mind was buzzing with ideas, thinking about the potential designs for his mailman uniform.

The possibilities were endless, and the creative designer in me was thrilled.
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"Doug," I started, my voice filled with excitement. He opened his eyes, looking up at me with an amused smile.

"How about something with sequins?" I proposed, my fingers tracing patterns on his arm.

He let out a laugh, the sound echoing in the room.

"Sequins, Kat?" he questioned, his brows furrowing in mock confusion.

"Absolutely," I confirmed, nodding my head enthusiastically. I could almost visualize it, the way the sequins would catch the sunlight, adding a bit of sparkle to his uniform.

"And rhinestones?" I added, my tone suggesting that it was more of a statement than a question. The idea of Doug, dressed as a mailman with sequins and rhinestones, was amusing, to say the least.

His laughter filled the room, the sound music to my ears.

"Rhinstones, too?" he echoed, his eyes twinkling with amusement.

"Why not?" I teased, poking his sides playfully.

"Maybe even some feathers."

His laugh grew louder, his body shaking under my touch.

"Feathers?" he questioned, his voice filled with incredulity.

"Now that would be something to see."

His hands found mine, his fingers tickling my palm.
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"Oh, you think I won’t do it?" I shot back, pretending to look affronted. His teasing was infectious, a stark contrast to the serious, determined man I had come to know.

"No," he confirmed, pulling me down towards him. His lips met mine in a sweet, loving kiss, the taste of him making me forget about our silly conversation.

The sensation of his lips on mine, the feel of his arms around me, the taste of him, it was all so familiar, so comforting. His scent filled my nostrils, a mixture of his cologne and the natural musk of his skin.

I could hear the beat of his heart against my chest, the steady rhythm a comforting melody. His hands moved up my back, his touch sending a shiver down my spine.

Pulling back, he looked at me with a grin, his eyes filled with love and amusement.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Miss Meow? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Girthy Girl

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

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

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

Story 3 – Island Princess

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

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

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

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

Story 5 – Royally Switched

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“My wife and I wanted the world. Little did we know, I had to channel my feminine side to attain that goal.”

Read Desperate Housewife


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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

	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]


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

[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]

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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Miss Meow – Curiosity Caught the Femboy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
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