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Introduction

“Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome, Venus Valentine!”

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

∞∞∞

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But when I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS THERE, in the dimly lit room that served as my sanctuary from the world—a small, cramped space where the paint was peeling off the aged walls. My eyes, the color of a clear summer sky, were worn and weary, reflecting years of hardships and unfulfilled dreams.

I sat on the edge of the bed, my fingers sifting through the papers spread out before me. The aroma of stale coffee clung to the air, a testament to the countless sleepless nights I'd spent pondering over my life's circumstances.
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A sigh escaped my lips as I held up one of the many test papers strewn across the bed, the bold red 0.0 GPA glaring back at me as if mocking my efforts. It was Cara's, my younger sister’s—again. My fingers traced over the scarlet letters, a cruel reminder of my failures. The scent of her perfume lingered on the paper, a heady mix of sweet and spice that somehow reminded me of better days.

My mind drifted, back when our lives were filled with chauffeur-driven rides, lavish parties, and countless luxuries—a distant dream, now blurred by the harsh reality of our present circumstances.

But the memories that haunted me the most were those of my father. He'd been my pillar of strength, a beacon of hope in a sea of uncertainty. His untimely demise had left me in charge, a role I was far from prepared for.

In the quiet stillness of my room, I allowed myself to remember the opulence of our Beverly Hills mansion, the comforting hum of luxury cars, and the soft rustle of designer clothes. It all seemed surreal now, as if it had been someone else's life. Our world had been turned upside down in the blink of an eye. I yearned for that life, yet I knew it was nothing more than a ghost of our past.

My attention shifted to the stack of bills sitting ominously on the corner of the bed. Tuition fees, utility bills, rent—they were relentless, piling up like a mountain that threatened to bury me alive.

I could almost taste the bitterness of desperation creeping at the back of my throat. I was sinking, drowning in a sea of obligations that never seemed to end.

Next to the bills was a list of gigs I had lined up for the week. The thought of the different roles I had to play made my stomach churn with unease. A waiter, a clown, a nude model. I'd done it all, traded my dignity for the promise of a few extra dollars. It wasn't exactly the life I had imagined for myself, but it was what I had. I was a chameleon, blending into whatever role I needed to fulfill.

I glanced at my reflection in the cracked mirror hanging by the door, taking in the tousled blonde hair, the gentle roundness of my face, the tired blue eyes staring back. I didn't recognize the man in the mirror. I saw a servant, a son burdened by the weight of his family's expectations.

In the silence, I let my thoughts wander to a different life, one where I was married, with a home and a family of my own. But that was a luxury I couldn't afford. My family needed me now, more than ever.

A soft knock on the door snapped me back to reality. It was Chloe, the youngest in the family—her face glowing with innocence. A smile tugged at the corners of my lips. Despite everything, she was my beacon of hope, my source of strength. I knew I had to keep going, for her sake, for all of us.

My life was far from perfect, but it was my reality, my burden to bear. I was Carlton, the man of the house, the backbone of the Brighton family.

In the fluttering twilight, she shuffled into my room, her chestnut curls bouncing as she moved. She held out a page to me, her green eyes sparkling with pride. The big, bold, scarlet A+ stamped on the top nearly made my heart burst. Her success was a radiant beacon in our grim reality, a testament to her resilience.

Through her hands, she communicated her joy, her fingers signing out her excitement. She was a silent songbird, born into serenity, deaf and mute, yet she carried a melody of her own. Her gentle signs spoke louder than words ever could.

In the moment of our quiet celebration, the shrill chime of the bell sliced through the air, like a blade cutting through my joy. It was Sarah, my mother, summoning me with that demanding ring that echoed off the narrow hallway. I exchanged a knowing glance with Chloe before rising from my perch on the old, worn-out bed.

As I moved out of my room, my chubby fingers traced over the worn-out wood paneling. The old house creaked in response, echoing my tired sigh. I entered her room, the heavy scent of her high-end perfume overpowering the stale air. She lay sprawled on the bed, her ash blonde hair spread out on her pillow. Despite the stress lines etched deeply into her skin, she clung to her vanity like a lifeline, her silk robe a faded reminder of our luxurious past.

[image: simple bedroom]

"My skin's itchy!" she whined, her icy blue eyes glaring at me, the silver bell clutched tightly in her hand. Her demand for Egyptian cotton sheets hung in the air, a bitter reminder of our bygone glory. Nodding in silent agreement, I stepped over to the mahogany cupboard to retrieve the replacement sheets.

As I busied myself with the task, I overheard my mother's conversation with Sydney, born after me and before Cara, who was seated at the foot of the bed, her brown eyes meeting our mother's icy glare. Her crimson hair was tied back in a messy bun, her casual outfit a stark contrast to our mother's faux glamour.

She was arguing about her boyfriend, Mark, again. A humble Uber driver, Mark was a far cry from my mother’s expectations. Sarah's admonishing tone filled the room as she argued about Sydney's boyfriend, Mark. An earnest Uber driver, Mark was far removed from the men our mother considered appropriate suitors for her daughters.

"We're from the Brighton family," her words dripped with arrogance, "We do not stoop so low." Her declaration echoed through the room, an echo of the elitism we could no longer afford.

Changing the sheets, I tasted the bitterness of our reality. My mother was a woman lost in time, clinging to the vestiges of a life that had long since passed us by. The crisp, fresh sheets felt cold against my fingertips as I pulled them taut over the mattress, the soft rustle of the fabric a stark contrast to the biting words exchanged between mother and daughter.

Sydney excused herself from our mother's presence, her cheeks flushed from the heated exchange. She made her way over to me, her soft hands joining mine in changing the sheets. She wore a simple white tank top and faded denim shorts, a far cry from the designer clothes she once had.

"I can't wait to finish nursing school and help out," she whispered. Her words hung in the air, a promise laced with the sweet scent of hope.

"I know, Sydney," I replied, my heart aching for her. I looked into her brown eyes, filled with determination and resilience. She was a Brighton, through and through.

Amidst the chaos, the bickering, and the seemingly endless sea of responsibilities, we were a family bound by our circumstances. As I looked around the room, I realized that this was my reality.

In this cluttered room, amidst the scent of stale perfume and the noise of ringing bells, there was family. It wasn't perfect, it was far from ideal, but it was ours. And I wouldn't trade it for anything else.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE ANTIQUATED BEVERLY CENTER bustled with activity as I walked in, clutching the 30-year-old Egyptian cotton sheets that my mother refused to sleep without. The fine weave had frayed in some parts, testifying to the decades of usage. I could remember the feel of it from my childhood, a tactile symbol of a more prosperous time. I navigated through the throng of people, finding my way to the small sewing shop tucked away in a corner.

The bell chimed as I walked into the shop, the familiar scent of thread and old paper filling my nostrils. The elderly woman at the counter looked at me over her spectacles, her fingers never pausing from the delicate lace she was mending.

She gave me an acknowledging nod, her hands held out expectantly for the sheets. As I handed them over, she pursed her lips, her seasoned eyes quickly assessing the condition of the fabric.

[image: sewing shop inside]

"It'll take about two hours," she said, her voice as crisp as the sheets in her hands. Her fingers traced the frayed ends of the fabric with a tender, almost reverent touch. I nodded, giving her a small smile of gratitude before leaving the shop.

The bustling mall outside the sewing shop seemed even more alive now. The sounds of chattering shoppers and crying babies, the smell of fast food, the taste of anticipation in the air—it all suddenly felt more vibrant. I made my way through the crowd, my eyes aimlessly darting from one store to another.

I passed by a jewelry store, the shiny trinkets glinting under the harsh lights. Couples stood side by side, their hands entwined as they peered at the sparkling merchandise. I looked at them and couldn't help but wonder if I could ever have that.

Would a woman ever look past my financial status, my height, my weight, my baggage? The thought of it made me feel a little queasy.

Turning away from the jewelry store, I found myself in front of a posh boutique. Dresses of all shapes and sizes filled the window display, each more extravagant than the last. The mannequins stood tall and elegant in their expensive attire, their grace mocking my situation. I wondered if I'd ever be able to afford such dresses for my sisters, to bring back some semblance of the life we once had.

Suddenly, my stomach rumbled, cutting through my thoughts. The tantalizing aroma of grilled meat filled my nostrils, making my mouth water.

I looked around, spotting a new Japanese restaurant across the path. The name, 'Kaiseki Senshi', was written in a beautiful gold script above the entrance. My eyes widened at the sight of the plush interiors and the sophisticated patrons, knowing that the price range would be well beyond my budget.

[image: japanese restaurant]

Resigned, I made my way to a Burger King located a few stores away. The smell of fried food and the sight of the familiar logo brought me some comfort. I stood in line, mentally rehearsing my order.

As I waited, my phone buzzed in my pocket, startling me. I pulled it out, my heart skipping a beat when I saw an unknown number flashing on the screen. Answering the call, I listened as a deep, smooth voice explained the job opportunity.

"A waiter, for a new drag queen club opening in West Hollywood." The base salary mentioned had my heart pounding in my chest. I'd heard that clubs in West Hollywood paid well, and the tips were even better. And it was only a bus ride away, an easy commute from Skid Row where we lived.

"Yes, I would love to come in for an interview," I found myself saying. The hope that had been simmering in my heart burst into a full-blown flame. The thought of earning more, of being able to do more for my family, was like a beacon in the storm.

As I ended the call and put the phone back into my pocket, I felt a surge of anticipation and excitement coursing through my veins. I looked around the mall, everything suddenly seeming more hopeful. The couples, the dresses, even the expensive restaurant—they all felt a little less daunting now.

Maybe, just maybe, things were about to change.

The morning sunlight had barely started to peek through the gaps in the drawn curtains when I began preparing my mother's breakfast. A bowl of cereal and a glass of milk, a humble start to the day. The kitchen, bathed in the soft early morning light, smelled of tranquility and warm toast.

Cara breezed into the kitchen just as I was pouring milk into the bowl. She wore a disheveled hoodie and ripped jeans, her platinum blonde hair contrasting against her attire.

"I need twenty," she declared, her voice as sharp as the cold milk I was pouring.

I met her gaze, my eyes hardened.
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"Not until you bring up your GPA," I told her, my voice firm.

She snorted, her eyes rolling.

"You cheap, miserly bachelor," she retorted, her laughter echoing in the small kitchen. With that, she turned on her heels and flounced out of the house.

Carefully balancing the breakfast tray, I made my way through the house. Chloe was struggling to tie her shoes in the hallway. I set the tray down on a side table and knelt down in front of her, my hands deftly tying the laces.

"Have a great day at school, sweetie," I said, my voice soft.

Chloe looked up at me, her eyes shining with adoration. She leaned forward and planted a small kiss on my cheek, a tender moment amidst the chaos.

As she waved goodbye, her tiny fingers formed the sign language phrase that she knew I loved - "take care".

Sydney appeared as Chloe left, a small smile playing on her lips.

"I need thirty bucks," she said, her voice hesitant.

"For some nursing books."

"Go ahead, take it from my wallet," I told her. Her face lit up in a thankful smile.

"Thanks, you're the best," she said before leaving.

Picking up the breakfast tray again, I trudged up the stairs to my mother's room. The smell of old perfume filled my nostrils as I gently nudged the door open. I found my mother stirring awake in bed, her disheveled blonde hair contrasting against the stark white pillowcases.

"Again with the cereal?" she grumbled, her voice hoarse from sleep.

"Can't we have eggs Benedict and a fruit spread for once?"

I swallowed the retort that threatened to spill out. Instead, I chose to share the good news.

"Sorry about that, mother. I'm going for a job interview later today," I said.

"The pay is good."

"Oh?" my mother's eyes sparkled with interest.

"What job?"

"It's a waiter job... for a drag show," I admitted.

Her laughter filled the room, a harsh contrast to my building excitement.

"Is that it?" she said, waving her hand dismissively.

"I thought it was something more impressive."

I stood there, the sting of her words lingering in the air. I felt the insult, the slight to my efforts, but I held back my words. Instead, I busied myself with fluffing the curtains, the coarse fabric rough under my fingertips.

As I turned towards the window, I saw Chloe boarding the school bus. The sight of my little sister, so full of hope and determination, brought a smile to my face. I would do anything for her, for all of them. Anything to make their lives better. And I was ready to start this new job. No matter what my mother thought of it.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE MORNING SUN wasn't yet peeking over the horizon, but I was already up, drawn from sleep by the anticipation of the day ahead. I made my way to the bathroom, my bare feet cold against the tile floor. The scent of mildew mixed with the remnants of my mother's perfume filled my nostrils, an odd but familiar scent that was so distinctly ours.

Turning the shower knob, I relished the sudden burst of steam that filled the room. I stepped under the cascade, the warm droplets hitting my skin, trickling down my chest and legs. The water was soothing, washing away the grime and weariness, the stress from my shoulders. I could feel each drop, each tiny bead of water that slipped down my body, its warmth seeping into my pores.

As I reached for the soap, the clean, sharp scent of peppermint filled my nostrils. The bar felt smooth and slick in my hands, its edges rounded from use.
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The sensation of it gliding over my skin, leaving a trail of suds in its wake, was almost therapeutic. I took my time, scrubbing every inch of my body, from my broad shoulders to my round belly, down to my chubby legs. I wanted to feel clean, inside and out.

Rinsing the soap off, I closed my eyes, the water sluicing down my body, taking the soapy residue with it. The sound of it, a rhythmic, soothing symphony, echoed in the small room. I allowed myself to enjoy the moment, the feeling of the water, the steam surrounding me, the sensation of being clean. It was a simple luxury, one that I savored.

Finally, I turned off the shower and reached for the towel hanging on the rack. The fabric was rough against my skin, a stark contrast to the warm water. But it was comforting, its coarse texture reminding me of my responsibilities, of the world outside the bathroom.

I wrapped the towel around my waist and stepped in front of the mirror. My reflection stared back at me, a slightly chubby, 33-year-old man with blonde hair and blue eyes. A man who had taken on the responsibilities of his family, a man who was determined to make their lives better. I took a deep breath, my chest expanding with determination.

My thoughts shifted to the day ahead, the interview that could potentially change our lives.

What was I going to wear?

What would impress the interviewer?

My eyes moved to the wardrobe, the hangers filled with clothes of various styles and colors. I needed to make an impression, to stand out. But what would work?

My fingers skimmed over several options—a black leather jacket, a pair of skinny jeans, a velvet blazer. But they all felt wrong, too loud, too flashy. Then my gaze landed on a pink collared shirt and white pants, a simple ensemble but one that could work in a night scene gay club. It was subtle yet striking, and gives the impression that I had no problems working with the LGBTQIA+ community members.

I pulled out the shirt, its fabric soft and cool against my skin. It was a pleasant shade of pink, not too bright, not too pale. It was just right. I held it up against myself, the color complementing my fair skin and blonde hair. It felt right.

Next, I picked up the white pants, their fabric crisp and clean. I remembered buying them on a whim, never imagining I'd be wearing them for a job interview at a gay club. But here I was.

The outfit came together perfectly, the pink shirt and white pants creating a balance of softness and sophistication. I looked at my reflection again, this time seeing a man ready to face whatever came his way.

The interview was set in a newly opened club called The Buzz located in the vibrant heart of West Hollywood. As I stepped inside, I was enveloped by a dimly lit room that radiated an eccentric charm. The walls were adorned with glittering decor, disco balls hung from the ceiling, and a stage at the end of the room hinted at the nightly performances that took place there.

I was greeted at the entrance by a man named Logan, who wore a casual blue shirt—his eyes and bald head shimmered with a mischievous light as he extended a hand to me.
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"You must be Carlton. Welcome," he said, his voice laced with a playful energy. The slight brush of his fingers against mine, though unintentional, sparked a strange sensation in me.

Another man, Julian, sauntered over to us. He was tall and slim with long black hair and expressive brown eyes. His soft pink lips curled into a flirtatious smile as he looked me over, giving me a wink that made my cheeks flush a bit. He was draped in a fitted black t-shirt and worn jeans that spoke of comfort and style, yet he carried himself with the grace of a drag queen who knew how to own the room.

"Carlton, is it?" Julian asked, his voice smooth and inviting.

"You're cuter than what your file photo showed." His comment, along with the way he coyly bit his lower lip, made a nervous chuckle bubble up from my chest.

As they led me through the club, I caught a whiff of a complex blend of scents, an intoxicating mix of sweat, spilled alcohol, and something musky, probably from a cologne. It wasn't an unpleasant smell, more like one that hinted at stories waiting to be unveiled. It was certainly different from the stale smell of fast food and unwashed clothes that clung to my usual workplaces.

I was introduced to several other employees, each with their distinct personalities. There was Riley, a soft-spoken individual with a fascination for vintage clothing. His shy smiles and quick, darting glances made me feel surprisingly at ease in the new environment.

And then there was Ashton, a flamboyant character who sported a myriad of colorful tattoos and radiated a raw, compelling energy. His laughter was infectious, filling the room and making me grin despite my nervousness.

As I sat for the interview, I couldn't help but take in the unique individuals surrounding me. Each of them, in their way, were true to themselves, unapologetic about who they were. I found myself feeling a bit envious, wondering what it felt like to be that free, that comfortable in one's skin.

I was startled from my thoughts when Logan, the man who had greeted me, asked, "So, Carlton, why do you want to work here?" I stared at him for a moment, my mind scrambling to form a response.

"I...I need a job," I began, then paused, taking in the expectant faces around me.

“Darling, that’s pretty obvious,” he jested.

“Have you ever worked as a waiter before?”

That time, I was sure of my answer and I had no hesitations in letting him know about my sterling experience of waiting tables.

“Great, we’ll give you a call,” he said.

My voice wavered towards the end, but I held their gazes, letting them see the sincerity in my eyes.
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“Thank you… for considering...”

A few smiles appeared on the faces around me. Julian gave me a reassuring nod, Ashton clapped enthusiastically, and even Logan seemed pleasantly surprised by my answer.

“What the hell, it’s not like we have anyone better, you’re hired!” Logan followed—causing my heart to drop to my stomach.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

MY HEART POUNDED in my chest as I stepped into 'The Buzz', the vibrant pulse of music and laughter hitting me like a wave. The scent of liquor and perfume filled the air, a heady concoction that hinted at the wild night ahead.

The club was a kaleidoscope of colors, lights dancing off the glitzy decor and sequin-draped patrons. I was immediately plunged into the thick of things. Donned in my pink collared shirt and white pants, I moved through the crowd, my hands full with trays of colorful, frothy drinks. Laughter bubbled up from tables, men draped over each other, their joyful voices rising above the thump of music.

It was unlike anything I had ever experienced. There was an energy here, an uncontainable vibrancy that permeated every corner of the room, pulsating in time with the rhythm of the night.

As I navigated through the crowd, tray of drinks in hand, I was met with winks and flirtatious smiles. I was not used to such attention, and it sent a rush of heat to my face. It was overwhelming, and yet, a part of me was thrilled. These people saw me, not as a caretaker, a brother, or a random waiter, but as Carlton, the man.

"Hey there, handsome!" a voice called out as I passed a lively group of men clustered around a table. I looked in the direction of the voice, coming face-to-face with a man grinning at me. He was tall, his hair a striking shade of blue, and he wore a sequined jacket that glinted under the club's lights.

"Hello," I replied, trying to sound confident. He winked at me, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

"Aren't you the freshest piece of meat around here?" he said, earning a round of laughter from his friends. I couldn't help but blush. No one had ever flirted with me like this.

"Well, I'm just here to serve," I managed, offering him a drink from my tray. He took it, his fingers briefly brushing against mine.

"Then serve me all night, darling," he said, raising his glass in a toast.

As I moved away from the table, a hand gently grabbed my wrist. I turned, finding a pair of green eyes looking up at me. The man attached to them had auburn hair and wore a suit so bright it could blind.
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"A drink for the gentleman," he said, pointing to a glass on my tray. I handed it to him, and his fingers brushed against mine. He held my gaze, a soft smile playing on his lips.

"Here's to a night of surprises," he said, raising his glass. I nodded, returning his smile.

As I moved through the club, I was greeted with more smiles and flirtatious comments. Each interaction was a jolt of adrenaline, a thrill I had never experienced before. There was an unspoken camaraderie here, an undercurrent of acceptance that made me feel oddly at home.

There was a sudden hush as the spotlight swung towards the stage. A figure, swathed in a brilliant beam of light, stepped out, drawing gasps of awe from the crowd. It was Vanilla Lace, the star of the show.

She was a vision, a blonde goddess wrapped in a glittering, form-fitting gown that hugged her curves and sparkled under the stage lights. Her hair was a cascade of golden curls, falling to her waist, and her makeup was immaculate, her eyes sparkling with carefully applied glitter, her lips a bright, enticing pink. Her long, manicured nails sparkled, matching the twinkling lights that adorned the club.

As the first strains of Mariah Carey's 'Fantasy' filled the room, Vanilla began to move. Her hips swayed with the rhythm, her lips synching perfectly with the lyrics. The crowd erupted into applause and cheers, their enthusiasm filling the room with a raw, contagious energy.
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I watched, entranced, as Vanilla glided across the stage. She moved with a grace that belied her size, her presence filling the stage. Each twirl, each flick of her wrist was met with roars of approval from the crowd.

As the song reached its crescendo, Vanilla threw her head back, her hands reaching for the sky. It was a moment of pure, unabashed joy, a moment where everything else seemed to fade away. I could feel the energy in the room peaking, the crowd feeding off her performance, their cheers reaching a deafening volume.

The energy in 'The Buzz' had reached a fever pitch by midnight, the rhythm of the music reverberating in my bones. The club was a swirling whirlpool of neon lights, laughter, and spilled drinks, the crowd pulsating like a single, large organism. I was navigating my way through a dense thicket of bodies when a man flagged me down, his voice cutting through the din like a knife.

"Excuse me!" His voice was smooth, a touch of authority lacing his words. He sat at a corner booth, his presence hard to miss despite his location. Two burly bodyguards flanked him, their size and stance creating an invisible barrier between us. The man himself was handsome, perhaps in his early forties, sporting a perfectly tailored suit that probably cost more than my entire month's rent.

I approached him, weaving my way through the crowd. As I drew closer, the details of his attire became more apparent. His watch was an expensive piece, glittering under the club lights, and a Chanel paper bag was nestled in the crook of his arm. It was a stark contrast to the vibrant, flamboyant fashion I had grown accustomed to since starting at 'The Buzz'.

"Yes, how can I assist you?" I asked, forcing my voice to rise above the music.

"I would like you to deliver this to Vanilla Lace," he said. He was calm, his voice betraying no hint of excitement, but his eyes sparkled with a mixture of anticipation and curiosity.

I blinked at him, momentarily taken aback.

"To... Vanilla Lace?” I echoed, trying to grasp the situation. He nodded, his lips curving into a small, appreciative smile.

"Yes, exactly," he replied. His tone was reassuring, as if he sensed my unease.

[image: (((25-years-old))) (((handsome italian guy))) ((((]

"Can you do that for me?"

I found myself nodding, agreeing before I could fully comprehend the task at hand. His smile widened, and he handed over the bag along with a hundred-dollar tip in my apron’s pocket. It was heavier than I expected.

I made my way to Logan, our manager for the night. Logan was busy coordinating the staff, but he turned to me as I approached.

"Logan," I began, explaining the situation and showing him the bag. His brows furrowed as he listened, but he didn't interrupt. Once I had finished, he looked at the bag and then back at me.

"You're to deliver it to Vanilla after the show," he confirmed. I nodded, gripping the bag a little tighter.

"Alright. Just finish up your orders for now. Your shift will end with Vanilla's."

As I turned to leave, I could feel a mixture of anxiety and excitement bubbling within me. I was going to meet Vanilla Lace, the star of the show, the radiant queen who had enthralled me and the entire club with her performance. I spent the rest of my shift in a daze, the anticipation turning my usual routine into a thrilling adventure. The club's noise seemed to fade into the background, my focus honed on the task at hand.

The night wore on, the club's energy unwavering. My nerves intensified as my shift neared its end, but I kept my focus, repeating Logan's instructions in my head. As the clock inched towards my shift's end, I felt a surge of nervous energy, my heart pounding in my chest. This was it. It was almost time.

The mirror backstage was smudged with fingerprints and streaks of dried makeup, but it served its purpose. I took a moment to check my reflection, nervously adjusting the collar of my pink shirt and smoothing down the material of my white trousers. I was a far cry from the glamorous drag queens who typically used this mirror, but I felt a sudden, uncharacteristic urge to make a good impression.

In my hands, the paper bag seemed to grow heavier. I swallowed, casting a final, cursory glance at my reflection before making my way to Vanilla Lace's dressing room. The door was decorated with a myriad of shimmering sequins, her name spelled out in glittery gold.

With a deep breath, I knocked lightly. A moment later, the door swung open, revealing Vanilla Lace herself. She looked even more stunning up close, her makeup immaculate, her eyes sparkling beneath the soft lighting of her dressing room. She was wrapped in a silk robe, her long blonde hair cascading down her back in loose waves. I found myself frozen, struck by her beauty and the sudden realization of the situation I was in.

"Well, hello there, handsome," she purred, leaning against the doorway. There was an undeniable magnetism to her, a radiant confidence that made her all the more alluring. She eyed the paper bag in my hands, an eyebrow arching curiously.

"And what do we have here?"

I quickly explained, relaying the request from the man in the suit. Her demeanor changed subtly, a flicker of irritation passing over her face. Yet she took the bag from me, her fingers brushing against mine.

"Can you turn around for a moment, sweetie?" she asked, her voice a touch softer. I looked at her in confusion, not entirely understanding her request.

"But we're both guys," I started, only for her to cut me off with a curt laugh.
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"Honey, I'm not just a drag queen. I'm a transgender woman. I've had my breasts done," she retorted, her words slicing through my ignorance like a hot knife through butter. I felt my cheeks heat up in embarrassment, my mouth opening and closing in a flustered apology. She rolled her eyes at me, but there was no real venom in her gaze.

Opening the paper bag, she pulled out a smaller bag. Her irritation seemed to melt away as she admired the gift, her fingers running over the material with a reverence I hadn't expected.

"Ugh, he thinks he can fix everything with a stupid bag after sleeping with some whore," she muttered, shaking her head. But even as she scoffed, her eyes never left the bag.

"Brandon Higgins," she said, almost fondly, answering the unspoken question on my lips.

"Owner of several casinos across North America. Arrogant, rich, and oh so attractive."

I watched her in silence, my initial awe of her presence slowly replaced by a deep curiosity. I'd entered the club that evening expecting a whirlwind of chaos, but I hadn't expected to find myself here, in the dressing room of a transgender drag queen, a world away from my usual routine. And while I was still nervous, there was an undercurrent of excitement, a thrill of the new and unknown that left me eager for more.

I was frozen under the soft touch of Vanilla Lace's manicured fingers as they traced the contours of my face, her eyes holding an intimate softness that was a stark contrast to the aloofness she had displayed on stage earlier.

"Thanks for delivering this, darling," she purred, her voice a silk veil against the background hum of the club. The edges of her red lips curled into a gentle smile as she leaned back, her hands diving back into the bag.

Out came a series of small, compact cases adorned with designer logos. Makeup. She pushed them across her vanity towards me, the gleam in her eyes mischievous.
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"Here, a token of my gratitude. Give these to your girlfriend," she said, the words trailing out in a wistful sigh.

I stiffened, a lump forming in my throat.

"I...I don't have a girlfriend," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. There was a flicker of surprise in her eyes as she took in my confession, her painted lips parting in wonder.

I found myself blurting out the rest of my situation, my hands fumbling with the makeup as I explained my responsibilities towards my sisters, my dreams and aspirations set aside to ensure their success. The words flowed out in a torrent, a confession of the struggles I bore.

Vanilla watched me with a peculiar expression, her gaze penetrating as she took in my story.

"You're a strange one, aren't you?" she mused, a soft chuckle escaping her lips.

"A martyr. But here," she added, her voice firm as she gestured towards the makeup.

"Give these to your sisters."

The following morning, the house was still bathed in the soft glow of the sun, my sisters just starting to stir from their slumber. I entered the shared room quietly, holding out the makeup to Cara, Chloe, and Sydney.

The reaction was instantaneous. Cara's face lit up with a joy I hadn't seen in a long time, her hands reaching out eagerly for the makeup. She declared herself the rightful owner of all the items, citing her status as the 'prettiest' as justification. I watched in amusement as she darted around the room, her energy infectious as she admired each product.

Chloe, too, was caught up in the excitement, clapping her hands together in delight as she watched Cara prance around. And Sydney, though initially hesitant, couldn't help but smile at Cara's antics. The room was filled with a radiant joy, a heartwarming scene that warmed me to my core.

My mother watched from her perch by the window, her eyes glazed as she took in the scene. There was a vague look of confusion on her face, but she didn't question it. Instead, she took a long sip of her tea, her gaze fixated on Cara's elated figure.

The sight of my sisters' happiness, their laughter echoing through the humble house, made the weight of my sacrifice feel a little lighter. They were worth it. Everything I was doing, all the hardship and struggle, it was all worth it for moments like these.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE SUMMER WAS IN FULL SWING and The Buzz was humming with energy, the liveliest drag queen club in West Hollywood. The past three months had gone by in a whirlwind, and I was quickly becoming an integral part of the establishment. I had grown accustomed to the heavy perfume that hung in the air, the constant blare of the music, and the glittery bedlam that filled the club each night.

As a waiter, I was a moving part of this technicolor jigsaw. Patrons flirted with me openly, their hands daring as they tried to capture my attention. And I played along, a hint of a smile, a light chuckle, careful not to push them away. They were our bread and butter, these joyous, raucous men, their laughter reverberating in the club, their pockets generous.

That night was no different. A tidal wave of flirtatious banter crashed against me as I navigated the club floor, my heart thumping in tune with the pounding music.

"Carlton, darling," one man cooed, his fingers lightly brushing my arm as I delivered his cocktail.

"You look even more delicious than this drink."

I laughed, a soft blush creeping onto my cheeks.

"Only the best for our valued patrons," I returned, my tone playful. The man laughed, a rich sound that echoed over the club's noise.

The night wore on, the frenetic energy finally dying down as the club closed its doors for the night. As the last patron stumbled out, Logan and the drag queens gathered around one of the tables, a collection of spent performers relishing the aftermath of a successful night.
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"Come on, Carlton, we're celebrating," Logan called out to me, a bottle of champagne in his hand. I hesitated, glancing at the clock, but ultimately succumbed, pulled in by their infectious camaraderie.

As we sat around the table, trading stories of the evening's antics, laughter filled the air. The performers recounted their moments on stage, the crowd's reactions, the tips they received. Logan chimed in, "Ladies, don't you dare think about leaving us, even with all those dollar bills you're making!"

In my slightly tipsy state, I was taken aback by the conversations that followed. Was I hearing right?

"You guys are making more than 500 bucks in tips?" I stammered, my eyes wide. The performers laughed, confirming what I had heard. Five hundred dollars. That was five times what I was making, an astronomical amount compared to my meager earnings.

The revelation sent my mind whirling, my heart thumping in my chest. I watched as the performers continued their revelry, the air around them electric, their joy uninhibited.

And all I could think was how that extra income would change the lives of my family. How it could bring a smile to my mother's face, provide for my sisters' needs, lift the burden off my shoulders. The possibilities were endless, tantalizing, and utterly terrifying.

With that thought firmly implanted in my mind, I returned to the laughter and banter, the alcohol making everything a bit fuzzier. But beneath it all, the seed of an idea was beginning to sprout, pushing its way through the soil of my fears and uncertainties. The world of drag, of performing, was a foreign landscape to me. But the lure of that extra income was too strong, the promise of a better life for my family too enticing.

It was a lot to take in, but there, in the dimly lit club, amidst the laughter and camaraderie, I felt something stir within me. I didn't know what the future held, but I knew that I was willing to explore this new avenue. If nothing else, it would make for a hell of a story.

Days later, it was one of those nights at The Buzz where the energy was so high it was almost palpable. You could taste it in the air, that heady mix of excitement and anticipation, a cocktail of glitter, sweat, and unabashed joy.

The club was packed to the brim, a sea of patrons dressed in sequined blouses and tight leather pants, shimmering in the disco lights. As the music filled the room, Vanilla Lace, the star of our club, strutted onto the stage.

"Vanilla! Vanilla!" The crowd roared, their enthusiasm reaching a fever pitch as she launched into her performance. The song of the night was 'Diamonds Are a Girl's Best Friend', the Marilyn Monroe classic that Vanilla had mastered to perfection. The air seemed to vibrate as her voice rose, her rendition of the song capturing everyone's attention.

I had seen her act night after night, but tonight, there was something different. A wild abandon seemed to have taken over me as I found myself singing along, my body swaying to the rhythm of the song. My apron, laden with drinks, swung around me, my feet slipping on the polished floor. The scent of the heavy perfume mixed with the aroma of the exotic cocktails, my senses heightened, a part of this pulsating energy.

My heart pounded in my chest, the adrenaline pumping through my veins. I didn't realize I was dancing until I caught Logan's surprised gaze on me. His eyebrows were raised, a smirk playing on his lips as he made his way towards me.

"Carlton," he said, leaning in so I could hear him over the music.

"I didn't know you could dance."

I stopped mid-step, my cheeks heating up. I glanced around, realizing that a few patrons had also turned their attention towards me. I shrugged, trying to play it cool.
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"Well, you know what they say. You catch the vibe when you're here night after night."

His laugh rang out, a genuine sound that blended with the music. He clapped my shoulder, his expression full of mirth.

"You got that right. You certainly caught the vibe."

There was something strangely satisfying about his words. For a moment, I allowed myself to bask in the unexpected praise, my body still buzzing from the music, the dance, the exhilaration of the moment.

I had always seen myself as just the guy who carried the trays, the person who served the drinks. But that night, amidst the music and the cheers, I realized I was more than that. I was a part of this world, this vibrant, loud, wonderfully mad world. It was intoxicating, liberating. A spark ignited within me, fanned by the flame of music and dance.

As I continued my shift, I couldn't help but let my body sway to the rhythm, my spirit soaring. I moved around the club, serving drinks, exchanging banter, and yes, dancing. The patrons seemed to feed off my energy, their smiles wider, their laughter louder.

As I climbed into bed that night, the scent of the club still lingering on my clothes, I realized how much I had changed. How this job, this club, these people had transformed me.

And for the first time, I found myself eagerly awaiting the next night, ready to step into the vibrant kaleidoscope of The Buzz once again. The feeling was akin to intoxication, a delicious blend of exhilaration and anticipation that filled me from within.

Yes, I thought to myself, I had indeed caught the vibe.

It was another night at The Buzz, the club was throbbing with music and energy. Patrons laughing and clinking glasses, the air thick with the smell of cologne and gin. I was enjoying a short break, leaning against the bar, my eyes glued to the stage where Julian, or as he was known on stage, Tina Temptress, was performing an electrifying rendition of 'Proud Mary.'

"Proud Mary keep on burnin', Rollin', rollin', rollin' on the river..." His mouth movements were soulful, hitting the high notes with ease and drawing a roar of applause from the audience. My shoulders began to sway in rhythm with the music, my lips moving in sync with the words. It was hard not to get lost in the beat, the lyrics, the sheer vibrancy of it all.

Suddenly, the energy shifted. It was time for Vanilla Lace, the club's star performer, to take the stage. The lights dimmed, and the anticipation built, the crowd waiting with bated breath for Vanilla to dazzle us with her performance. But as her introduction echoed through the club, the stage remained empty.

A sudden hush fell over the crowd, the music fading into a low hum.

"We apologize for the delay, ladies and gentlemen..." The host's voice rang out, an edge of nervousness in his tone.

A sense of dread washed over me as I pushed off the bar, making my way towards the backstage. The scent of makeup and hairspray hit me as I walked in, the air tense with worry. Vanilla was nowhere to be found.

"What do you mean she's gone?" Logan, our club manager, was standing in the middle of the room, his face ashen.

"She left with Brandon," one of the stagehands said, a tremble in his voice.

"She said she was going on a date and just... left."

"Brandon? Brandon Higgins?" I could hear the disbelief in Logan's voice. A collective gasp echoed around the room. Brandon was a well-known figure in the nightlife scene, notorious for his wealth, arrogance, and his love for beautiful women. And apparently, now drag queens.

"What are we going to do?" I asked, looking at Logan. He was pacing the room, pulling at his hair.

"We'll have to ad-lib," he said finally.

"Julian, you need to extend your set. And the rest of you, get ready to perform. We need to keep the show going."

The room burst into activity as everyone scrambled to prepare. I couldn't help but feel a pang of sympathy for Vanilla. She had always been the star of the show, the highlight of the evening. But now, her sudden disappearance had thrown everything into chaos.

As I returned to my duties, the sound of Tina Temptress’s powerful presence filling the club, I couldn’t shake off the feeling of unease. I wondered about Vanilla, about her sudden decision to abandon the club for a date. I wondered if she was okay, if she was happy. And I couldn’t help but hope, for her sake, that she was.
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But for now, the show had to go on. And so, it did. The night was a whirlwind of performances, laughter, and applause. The air buzzed with adrenaline as each performer tried their best to fill the void left by Vanilla.

And as I watched them from the sidelines, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride. We were a team, a family. And no matter what, we would keep the show going, for ourselves, for each other, and for every single patron who walked through our doors. Because that was what The Buzz was all about.

A month had passed since Vanilla Lace first vanished from the club, and since then, her attendance had become increasingly sporadic. I was working a lunch shift when Logan called for a meeting.

Vanilla showed up fashionably late, her Chanel purse slung carelessly over one arm, her silk gown rustling against the barstools as she moved. She was all high heels and sharp angles, her golden hair cascading down her back in a perfect waterfall of curls.

"The Buzz isn't just your playground, Vanilla," Logan started, his voice steady, but I could see the tension in his jaw. His outfit was a stark contrast to Vanilla’s lavish style. He wore a simple black shirt, jeans, and his worn-out boots—a testament to the countless hours he spent managing the club.

"This is a business, and we can't afford to have our star performer go AWOL."

"AWOL?" she scoffed, rolling her kohl-rimmed eyes.

"I've had more important matters to attend to, darling."

She tossed her hair, a haughty smile playing on her ruby-red lips.

"Like what? Dating your billionaire?" he shot back, crossing his arms over his chest.

"Like securing my future, Logan," she replied, her tone frosty.

"Something this dump of a club can't provide."

The words hung heavy in the room, a bitter taste lingering in my mouth. I glanced at the other drag queens, their faces masked with quiet disapproval. We were a team, a family, and Vanilla's disregard for us, for The Buzz, felt like a slap in the face.

Logan let out a low chuckle, shaking his head.

"I can get another Vanilla," he said, his words sharp.

"Don't think you're irreplaceable.”

A gasp echoed through the room, but Vanilla just laughed, her eyes flashing.

"People come here for me, Logan," she said, her voice ringing with confidence.
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"I'm THE star."

She glanced at her watch, a shiny Rolex that probably cost more than what I made in a month.

"Oh, would you look at the time," she said, standing up.

"I have a date with a billionaire. Something you losers can only dream of."

With a final, haughty toss of her hair, she stalked out of the club, leaving a wake of silence behind her. The scent of her perfume still lingered, a heady blend of roses and vanilla that was as overwhelming as her personality.

The meeting ended on a sour note, and we all went back to our jobs, our thoughts consumed by her words. The club felt colder, quieter, the usual buzz dulled by the weight of what had happened.

I couldn't help but feel a pang of disappointment. Vanilla had always been larger than life, a star in every sense of the word. But her recent actions had shown us a different side of her. A side that was selfish, that didn't care for the club or for us, her family.

By the end of the following month, the situation with Vanilla had escalated to a breaking point. The club was in a steady decline; our profits dwindling with each night she failed to show up. It was past midnight and only Logan and I were left, him with the club's finances, me with the cleaning duties.

The musky scent of sweat and spilled alcohol clung to the empty club, the air stale and heavy with the aftermath of the night's revelry.

He was hunched over the bar, his brow furrowed in concentration as he flipped through receipts and bills. I caught a glimpse of the numbers and swallowed hard. The reality was worse than I'd imagined. He had swapped his usual black shirt and jeans for a looser shirt, the collar undone, and the sleeves rolled up. His eyes were glazed, shadows dark under them.

"Vanilla's killing us," he admitted, running a hand through his hair.

"She is a star, and people come because of her."

"I know," I replied, uncapping a couple of beers and sliding one towards him. The cool glass sent chills through my fingers. I kept my apron on, the fabric heavy against my chest. The familiar smell of cleaning solution was clinging to it, a steady reminder of my role in this place.

He took a long gulp from his beer before turning to me with an odd look in his eyes.

"Take off your apron," he instructed, pointing at me.

Confused, I complied, placing the worn apron on a stool next to me. He studied me for a moment, his gaze sliding down my body before he cracked a small smile, amusement sparkling in his eyes.

"You know, you're built a bit like Vanilla," he started.

"Blonde, curvy..." He trailed off, his eyes gleaming with an idea.

My heart pounded in my chest as realization dawned on me. I laughed, convinced he was joking.

"You're not suggesting...?" I began, my voice trailing off when I saw the serious look on his face.

"I'll train you," he said decisively.

"You've got the basics. All you need to do is learn how to dance, move femininely, lip-sync...the whole nine yards."

"Are you insane?" I asked, unable to comprehend his words. The idea seemed ludicrous, impossible. I was a waiter, not a drag queen.

He stared at me, his eyes steady.

"Think about the tips, Carlton. Think about what you could make in a night."

My mind began to race, thinking about my sisters and my mother, our never-ending bills, our dreams. It was overwhelming, like diving into the deep end of a pool. It was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, but it was also terrifying.

A soft laugh escaped me, and I shook my head.

“A new star must be born!”

"I'll think about it," I finally said. As I went home that night, his words echoing in my mind, I couldn't help but wonder.

Could I really do it?

Could I become a drag queen?

The prospect was daunting, but the more I thought about it, the more the idea started to take hold. Maybe, just maybe, this was the break I’d been waiting for.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS AFTER Logan's startling proposal, I found myself standing in the dimly lit club during the day. The place had a completely different feel when it was empty and silent. The heady scent of cleaning solution mixed with residual traces of alcohol and perfume from the night before.

Logan, as large and imposing as a Roman statue, paced in front of me. His black tank top clung to his muscular frame, showing off his girthy arms shining from his sweat. His bald head gleamed under the club's muted lighting, a striking contrast to his intense eyes. His energy was contagious, sending nervous jitters through my body.
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We started with Madonna's "Vogue." He showed me the moves, his body swaying fluidly to the imaginary beat. He had a dancer's grace, making even the most complicated steps seem effortless. I followed along, my movements awkward and stilted in comparison.

"Now remember," he instructed.

"It's not just about the steps. It's about the attitude, the sass." He demonstrated, a sexy smirk on his lips as he twirled around. His voice echoed off the empty club's walls, creating an eerie sense of intimacy.

Next up was Janet Jackson's "Rhythm Nation."

This one was tougher, the choreography faster and more intricate. We moved through the beats, my muscles straining as I attempted to mirror Logan's perfect rhythm. Sweat trickled down my back, the taste of salt on my lips.

When Cher's "Believe" started playing, I felt a surge of confidence. I knew this song. It had played countless times during the nights at the club. He cheered me on, his laughter infectious. I let the music guide me, the rhythm pulsing through my veins like adrenaline.

But then, in the middle of our rehearsal, Logan stopped the music. He looked at me, an amused smile on his lips.

"You're dancing like a man," he said.

I blinked at him, my heart pounding from the exertion.

"But I am a man," I protested, wiping the sweat from my forehead.

He nodded. "True, but you're not just any man right now. You're a queen. You need to move like one."

His words hit me like a punch. I had been so focused on learning the steps that I had forgotten the real challenge—I had to dance like a woman.

"What does that even mean?" I asked, frustration creeping into my voice. My shirt was damp with sweat, and my muscles ached from the unfamiliar exertion.

Logan, still as composed as ever, simply smiled.
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"It means," he said, "that you need to let go. Don't think about what you look like. Think about how you feel."

I stared at him, his words sinking in.

Could I really let go of my inhibitions, my preconceived notions about myself?

Could I move and act like a woman, even though I was anything but?

The task seemed monumental, overwhelming.

But as I looked at him, I remembered why I was doing this. For my sisters. For my mother. For a chance at a better life. With a deep breath, I nodded at him.

"Alright," I said, determination strengthening my voice.

"Let's do this."

For the rest of the day, Logan taught me to walk, dance, and move like a queen. It was a lot of fun, filled with laughter and playful banter. But it was also hard, pushing me to break through my own limits.

After a week of grueling dance practices, it was time for the next step—makeup. I was nervous, unsure of how to react to this unfamiliar territory. Yet a part of me was also curious, excited even, to see the transformation that was about to take place.

Logan had set up a small vanity mirror on one of the club's tables. He had brought out a dazzling array of makeup—lipsticks, eyeliners, blushes, foundations, all neatly arranged. The smell of cosmetics, fresh and powdery, filled the air, and I couldn't help but marvel at the multitude of colors before me.

“You need a smooth canvas,” he explained—holding a razor and a bottle of shaving cream.

First, he shaved my face. It was an intimate act, his fingers gentle on my skin, careful not to nick me with the sharp razor. I held my breath, watching his focused expression in the mirror. His eyes were intent, yet soft, and a faint smile played on his lips as he worked. His touch was soothing, lulling, and my heart fluttered in my chest.

“You have really good skin,” he said with a wink—causing my heart to jump for an unknown reason. It was the very first time I’d seen his face that close and I never realized how attractive he was until that very moment. I wasn’t into men but I started appreciating every sharp contour of his face—so much so that my heart was beating a mile a minute.

When he was done, I ran my fingers over my face to distract myself from the unwelcome attraction, marveling at the smoothness. It felt different, yes, but not in a bad way. It felt clean, refreshing. I looked at Logan, and he gave me a warm, approving nod.

"Ready for the next step?" he asked, his voice light and teasing. His hand reached for a bottle of foundation, his fingers deftly working to squirt a dollop on a makeup sponge. The smell of the makeup was fresh, almost floral.

“This is one of the very many important skills that a Queen must possess. You have to take EVERYTHING in.”

For the next hour or so, he meticulously applied makeup on my face. He explained every step, teaching me the proper way to blend, highlight, and contour. I watched him in the mirror, my eyes following his movements, trying to memorize his techniques.

His hands were gentle, skillfully maneuvering the brushes and sponges on my skin. The feel of the soft bristles against my face was oddly soothing, calming even. It was a peculiar sensation, yet not unpleasant.

When he was done, I hardly recognized the person looking back at me from the mirror. My skin was flawless, my eyes defined and dramatic, and my lips painted a sultry red. The transformation was astonishing. I couldn't help but stare, taking in the details. My heart raced in my chest, a strange mixture of shock and excitement coursing through my veins.

Now it was my turn. I had to replicate the look that he had taught me. The task was daunting, my hands shaking as I reached for the makeup.

"Remember," Logan said, his voice soft and encouraging.

"It's not about being perfect. It's about expressing yourself. Don't be afraid to make mistakes, but don’t look like a clown either," he jested.

His words were comforting, easing the tension in my shoulders. I took a deep breath and started with the foundation, just like he taught me. The cool liquid felt strange on my fingers, but I pressed on, applying it on my face.

Slowly, painstakingly, I worked on my makeup, following his instructions to the tee. I made mistakes, yes, but I learned from them, gradually getting the hang of it.

By the time I finished, the sun was already setting, casting long shadows in the club. I looked at my reflection, a little uneven, a little flawed, but still beautiful in its own way. Logan's approving smile told me that I had done a good job.

"See, you're a natural," he said, his eyes twinkling.

"You're going to make a gorgeous queen, Carlton."

As I looked at my reflection, my heart fluttered with newfound confidence. I was far from perfect, but I was making progress. And for the first time, I felt a spark of excitement for what was to come.

For the future. For my future as a queen.

I turned to Logan, a smile spreading across my lips.

"Thank you," I said, my voice soft, heartfelt.

"For everything."

He smiled back, his eyes softening.

"No, thank you, you’re going to make this club a lot of money!" he said.

"Now, let's get you ready for your first performance."

And with that, we dove back into preparations, my heart pounding with anticipation and excitement.

A week later, I walked into The Buzz during daylight hours—already used to the new shift. It felt like walking into a theatre when the performance was over opposed to my reality as a drag queen that was just about to start.

I was met by the sight of Julian and Riley, both standing in the heart of the club. Julian was surrounded by an array of brightly colored wigs, a kaleidoscope of hues spread across the counter like a painter's palette. Riley, on the other hand, was accompanied by a rainbow of glitzy outfits, hung up meticulously on portable racks.

"Welcome to the day shift," Julian greeted, his lips curling into a mischievous smile as he swept a hand over his display of wigs.

"You think we don’t know about your little secret?"

I gave a nervous laugh, turning my gaze to Logan who simply nodded in agreement, his eyes filled with a blend of excitement and determination.

"We've got some work ahead of us, but you're in good hands," he assured me.

Julian was the first to lead me through the transformation. He gestured towards the array of wigs and began to explain the importance of selecting the right hairpiece.

"The right wig," he said, "can elevate your look, taking it from plain to fabulous. It's like the crown on a queen, a crucial piece of your image."

And so began my education in wigs. Julian moved from one wig to the next, fitting each on my head and then stepping back to examine the result.

Each wig felt different—the way they fell against my neck, brushed my shoulders, framed my face. It was an odd sensation, but not an unpleasant one. As each wig was placed atop my head, I could see a different side of myself reflected in the mirror.

Next, Riley took the reins, leading me into the world of shapewear and dazzling dresses. He started with the undergarments—corsets to cinch my waist, padded bras to create a bust, and hip pads to add curves where none existed naturally.
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“Fuck!” I let out.

The pressure of the corset, the unfamiliar weight of the pads, were all new sensations that left me feeling both awkward and amazed.

"Creating a convincing illusion is a big part of drag," Riley explained as he laced me into a particularly tight corset.

"We're artists, painting pictures with our bodies and outfits. And sometimes, the illusion can feel more real than reality itself."

Once I was properly shaped and cinched, he ushered me towards a rack teeming with dresses. Sequined gowns, sparkling miniskirts, and glimmering bodysuits all clamored for attention.

“Okay, this is insane,” I said as I walk past a mirror and saw the preview of my feminine persona.

With each outfit I tried on, I could see a transformation happening. The way the fabric hugged my new curves, the glimmer of sequins reflecting the room's light, the graceful fall of the hemline—all these elements worked together to create a character, a persona that felt simultaneously alien and familiar.

By the time we wrapped up, the day had turned into evening, and I was awash with a mix of exhaustion and exhilaration. Peeling off the layers of makeup, unfastening the corset, removing the wig—every step felt like saying goodbye to a character I had grown surprisingly fond of in a short span of time.

A cool evening breeze whisked through my hair as I stepped out of the club, the noises of the bustling night still humming in my ears. My body felt different, lighter, without the layers of makeup and the constraining corsets. I was myself again, at least for now.

I saw a figure leaning against the brick wall of the club, a lit cigarette dangling from their fingers. Vanilla Lace, out of drag and with her face scrubbed clean, was beautiful in a raw, unadorned way.

Her hair, normally an explosion of extravagant curls and waves, was pulled back into a simple bun. She was no longer the untouchable star on stage, but a person, just like anyone else.

"Hi, Vanilla," I greeted nervously, breaking the silence. A cloud of smoke blew out from her lips, before she gave me a soft nod.

"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you."

"It's okay," she replied, taking another drag from her cigarette. She tilted her head, scrutinizing me.

[image: (((25-years-old))) (((beautiful chubby blonde bun)]

"You're the waiter, right? Carlton?"

"Yes, that's me," I answered, my heart pounding in my chest. She had no idea about the plan Logan and I had.

"Are you performing tonight?"

"That depends," she sighed, flicking the ashes from her cigarette.

"If Brandon doesn't call."

The mention of Brandon sent a knot of tension through my stomach. If she didn't perform, it could mean my debut would come sooner than I thought. I wanted this, yes, but I couldn't shake off the jitters.

She squinted at me then, and I shifted under her gaze.

"Your eyebrows... they look different," she pointed out, smirking a little.

"They look... shaved."

"Oh, that..." I stumbled over my words, trying to come up with a believable explanation.

"I lost a bet with the queens. They, um, they shaved my eyebrows."

She let out a light laugh, shaking her head.

"Those queens are a riot. Well, just be careful around them. They love their pranks."

With that, I bid her goodbye and quickly excused myself, leaving her in the dimly lit alleyway, her silhouette illuminated by the faint glow of her cigarette.

As I walked to the bus stop, her words replayed in my mind, swirling with my own thoughts. I found myself on the bus, my mind a whirlwind of uncertainty, my heart pounding with anticipation and fear. I clung to the seat, the cold metal of the handle biting into my palm as I grappled with my decision.

On one hand, I was scared. Scared of the unknown, of the challenges, of the judgement. On the other, I saw an opportunity. An opportunity for a better life for me and my sisters, for a chance to explore a new side of myself, for a chance to step out of the shadows and into the limelight.

The cool night air swept through the open bus window, and I closed my eyes, feeling it brush against my newly-shaved eyebrows, the sensation unfamiliar and strange. As the city lights blurred past, I thought about Logan's earnestness, about Vanilla Lace's grace and star power, about the thrill of creating a persona from scratch.

I didn't have all the answers yet. But I knew that I was ready to take the leap, ready to plunge into the unknown. For my family, for myself.

I would soon walk into The Buzz, not as Carlton the waiter, but as a performer, ready to shine. As the bus pulled to a stop, I took a deep breath, feeling a sense of resolution settling within me. I would take on this challenge. And maybe, just maybe, I could become a star.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

UNDERNEATH THE DIM BACKSTAGE lighting of The Buzz, the chatter of the club growing louder as patrons trickled in, I found myself staring at my reflection. The transformation was almost complete—a platinum wig cascading over my shoulders, eyes lined with dramatic kohl and a glittering red dress hugging my shapely figure. It was nothing like my ordinary, everyday attire, yet in it, I somehow felt more myself than ever.

“Carlton,” Logan called, his eyes focused on my face as he put the finishing touches on my makeup. His hands were steady, the brush in his hand dancing across my face with an artist's precision.
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“Yes?” I responded, my eyes meeting his in the mirror.

He paused for a moment, setting the brush down and taking a step back to admire his handiwork. He was silent for a beat, a strange expression crossing his face.

"I'm into men," he began, his voice a murmur.

"But somehow, you're making me feel things I shouldn't be feeling when you're in this feminine persona. You're just... so… beautiful."

His confession hung in the air between us, a thin veil of electricity. His words were a compliment, but it was more than that. It felt like an admission, a revelation. My heart fluttered, my mind refusing. The close proximity we shared and the intimacy of the moment threatened to shatter the professional and sexual orientation barrier that separated us.

As if by instinct, I felt myself lean towards him, our faces drawing dangerously close. His eyes flickered down to my lips, and for a moment, the world around us seemed to fall away.

Just as our lips were about to meet, the dressing room door flew open, revealing Julian, out of breath and wide-eyed.

"Vanilla's here!" he announced, his gaze darting between Logan and me.

"She's performing tonight. What are we going to do?"

The moment was broken. Logan cleared his throat, taking a step back and smoothing his shirt. He was all business again.

"We'll proceed as planned. Venus Valentine will debut tonight," he declared, turning to me.

"That's your stage name. I think it suits you."

Venus Valentine. The name sent a thrill down my spine. I nodded, the initial shock of the impending debut giving way to a strange sense of calm. I was Venus Valentine, and tonight was my night.

Julian looked between us, his eyes wide.

"Are you sure about this? Vanilla's not going to take this lying down."

"We'll deal with Vanilla later," he said, giving my shoulder a reassuring squeeze.

"Right now, we focus on Venus. Are you ready?"

Was I ready? I didn't know. All I knew was that this was a chance, a moment I had been building up to for the past weeks. I looked back at my reflection, taking in the sight of Venus Valentine. And with a deep breath, I nodded.

"Yes," I said, my voice firm and steady.

"I'm ready."

Later that night on the backstage, a frenzied orchestra of movement and sound as I stood cloaked in my alter ego, Venus Valentine. Logan stood by my side, his hand a steady anchor on mine as the buzz of anticipation hung in the air. It was electrifying, the sense of anticipation palpable.

"Ladies and Gentlemen, please welcome, Venus Valentine!" the host’s voice echoed through the club. The crowd erupted into applause, the sound a vibrating pulse through the floor. I could hear the intro of Mariah Carey's "Heartbreaker" beginning to play, the rhythm like a heartbeat that echoed my own.

As the intro played, I noticed Logan's hand tighten around mine. Turning, I saw him locked in a tense conversation with Vanilla Lace. Her eyes were flashing, her hands on her hips. She looked livid. A shiver ran down my spine as she met my gaze, her eyes narrowing.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped onto the stage, the music swelling. The audience cheered, the noise fading into the background as I started my routine. I lip-synced along to the music, my body moving with a fluidity that I had painstakingly practiced. The words were etched into my memory, every beat a guiding force.

“Venus! Venus” the crowd cheered.
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As I moved on the stage, the world around me started to blur. All that mattered was the music, the rhythm and my performance. I swung around the pole, the momentum carrying me through a series of twirls and splits. My heart pounded in sync with the music, every beat a testament to the rush of adrenaline that surged through me.

Suddenly, the music shifted, a new track blending with the old. A familiar figure appeared on the stage, her entrance marked by a wave of deafening cheers. Vanilla Lace, in all her diva glory, stood at the other end of the stage, her eyes locked onto mine.
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“Vanilla! Vanilla!” the crowd cheered.

She moved with a practiced grace, her performance a seamless blend of precision and passion. She was a formidable presence, the embodiment of the star power she so proudly claimed to possess.

A showdown it was to be. I could feel the electricity in the air intensify as we both moved, our performances intertwining yet distinct. It was fierce, a battle of charisma, uniqueness, nerve, and talent.

At that moment, the world fell away. It was just the stage, the music, and the two of us. The crowd was wild, their cheers a cacophony of approval and anticipation. I could taste the anticipation, the thrill of the showdown making my heart race.

As we danced, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie. Despite everything, Vanilla and I were alike. We were both performers, drawn to the stage by a love for the craft and the thrill of the applause.

The music swelled, reaching its crescendo as we danced, our bodies moving in sync with the rhythm. The lights, the sound, the cheers, all melted into a symphony of sensation, an exhilarating cocktail of fear, excitement, and adrenaline.

And then, as quickly as it began, it was over. The music faded, the cheers grew louder, and I was left standing on the stage, panting and exhilarated. I looked at Vanilla Lace, her face a mask of shock and admiration.

That night, Venus Valentine was born. Amidst the applause and the lights, I found my stage, my voice. I was no longer just Carlton, the waiter. I was Venus Valentine, the drag queen. And I was just getting started.

However, she leaned closer—a fake smile etched on her face as she told me, “I’m going to destroy you!”

Backstage was a riot of colors and applause as I stepped off the stage. The air was heavy with the scent of makeup, sweat and victory. I was still Venus, my heart still beating to the rhythm of the show, the cheers of the crowd still echoing in my ears. The girls, my fellow drag queens, were swarming around me, their congratulatory voices a chorus of warmth and acceptance.

"You were amazing, Venus!" Tina Temptress aka Julian, the diva of the group, declared, her eyes glittering with genuine admiration. She had been one of the queens who had helped me prepare for my debut, sharing her knowledge and secrets generously.

"I knew you had it in you," Riley aka Nikki Deluxe added, grinning ear to ear. His words were like a balm, soothing my frayed nerves.

In the midst of the celebratory mood, the door of the dressing room slammed open. A wave of cold air swept in, bringing along with it Vanilla Lace. She was still beautiful, but her expression was anything but.

"Logan, what is this nonsense?" she demanded, her voice rising above the cheerful chatter. The room fell into an uneasy silence. Her eyes were fixed on me, her gaze colder than any frost.

"How dare you replace me with a...a waiter?" she spat out, her voice laced with venom. The air around us thickened, the tension almost palpable. The sense of celebration evaporated, replaced by a mix of fear and apprehension.

Logan stepped forward, his eyes hard as he met Vanilla's gaze.

"You haven't been coming to work regularly. We couldn't keep waiting for you."

"But to replace me with him?" She pointed at me, her voice rising.

"You should fire him!"

Tina Temptress stood up, her tall figure blocking Vanilla's view of me.

"Venus is a part of us now," she said, her voice firm.

"You don't get to decide who belongs here and who doesn't."

Vanilla turned her fury on each of us, her words harsh and biting. But for every insult she hurled, the girls defended me, their words a shield against her hostility.

Finally, Logan had had enough.

"You're fired! Get your ass out of here!" he declared, his voice echoing in the room.

A gasp echoed around the room, but Vanilla just scoffed.

"Let's see how long this dump lasts without me!" she shot back, storming out of the room.

Her exit was followed by a stunned silence, her harsh words still hanging in the air. But then, the silence was broken by the sound of laughter.

Logan, Tina, Nikki, and all the others, their laughter a testament to their resilience, their unity. At that moment, I knew I had found my place. I was Venus Valentine, and this was my family.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

EACH NIGHT AS I TOOK TO THE STAGE, I could feel myself growing more into Venus Valentine. The stage lights were my sunrise, the audience my ocean, their cheers the waves that pushed me forward.

Night after night, I let myself bask in the spotlight, feeling every beat of the music, every pulse of the crowd's energy. It was intoxicating. I was becoming a beacon in the West Hollywood drag scene.

And there in the crowd was Logan, night after night. His eyes were always on me, a silent promise of support. I could pick him out even among the sea of faces, his presence a steady constant that grounded me.

Every night, he would bring me a rose, its fragrance becoming a familiar comfort. I would take the rose from him, our fingers brushing against each other, and every time I felt a jolt of electricity. It was almost as if the rose was a symbol, a language that only the two of us understood.

Yet, we hadn't kissed. We hadn't even confessed our feelings to each other. But each time I saw him, I could feel my heart beating faster, my skin tingling with anticipation. It was becoming harder and harder to ignore what I was feeling for him.

My dresses would become more extravagant, the sequins on my gowns reflecting the stage lights, creating a spectacle that was becoming the signature of Venus Valentine. The beat of the music would take over, my body swaying and twirling to the rhythm, each movement a testament to my journey.

The taste of success was sweet. Every cheer, every round of applause, it felt like a validation, a proof that I was on the right path. Yet, there was a bitterness to it too. The fame, the popularity, it was all Venus'.

But where did it leave Carlton?

Was I losing myself in the dazzle of Venus Valentine?

There was a thrill in being Venus, a joy in the freedom that she offered. But at the end of the day, when the makeup was washed away and the dresses were packed away, I was still Carlton. The boy from California, the boy who had promised his helpless mother to take care of his sisters. The boy who was falling for his boss.

The fragrance of the roses that Logan gave me would linger in my room, a reminder of the silent promise that we shared. I would find myself lying on my bed, the rose in my hand, its petals soft against my skin.

I would lose myself in the scent, in the memories of the night, the sound of the music still echoing in my ears. The taste of the victory champagne would still be on my lips, the sweet effervescence a reminder of the highs of the night.

Hours have turned into days, days have turned into weeks, and weeks have turned into what felt like an eternity. In the glimmering artificial twilight of The Buzz, I was in the midst of one of Venus Valentine's signature performances. The song was a pulsing dance track that had the crowd riding high on energy and anticipation. Under the rotating lights, I moved with a grace and vibrancy that I knew could only come from the confidence that Venus brought out in me.
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As I descended from the stage, there he was, in all his splendor—Brandon Higgins… Vanilla Lace's very own billionaire boyfriend. He was beaming at me, his smile a picture of genuine admiration. I felt a strange mixture of apprehension and thrill. The man was undeniably handsome and, considering his connections, he could prove to be a beneficial acquaintance.

"Venus Valentine," he introduced himself, his voice oozing charm. He signaled one of his bodyguards and took a rectangular box, covered in bright orange with a logo that screamed luxury—Hermès. A gasp slipped through my lips as he opened the box to reveal a Birkin bag, a symbol of ultimate luxury.

The bag was exquisite, a creation of soft leather in a shade of dove grey, its hardware a polished gold. It was undeniably beautiful and breathtakingly expensive.

“I can't take this,” I heard myself saying, as I held the bag. The leather was cool and supple under my touch, the scent of its newness making my head swim. I looked up at him, my eyes wide with surprise and doubt.

"There's plenty more where that came from," he said, a smirk playing on his lips. His eyes were fixed on me, his intentions unclear.

In the nights that followed, Brandon would show up at my performances. Each night, he came bearing gifts—a pair of diamond earrings, a limited-edition Chanel perfume, a silk Versace dress.

Each item more lavish than the last, each one a glaring display of his wealth. I accepted them, storing them away in my closet at home, hidden under a layer of old clothes and knickknacks. Each time I added a new item, I couldn't help but wonder what Brandon's intentions were.

The scent of the Chanel perfume lingered in my closet, mixing with the smell of the silk and leather of the clothes and bags. Each time I opened the closet, I was met with a gust of luxury, the fragrances mingling together and creating a scent that was as intoxicating as it was terrifying.

I found myself lingering over these gifts when I was alone, turning them over in my hands, feeling the weight of them, the smoothness of the silk, the cool hardness of the diamonds.

With each gift, I was caught between a rock and a hard place. On one hand, I was Carlton, the struggling older brother who had to take care of his sisters. The gifts were a means to an end, a way to secure a better future for my family.

But on the other hand, I was Venus Valentine, a rising star who was falling for her boss. And the idea of accepting these gifts from another man felt like a betrayal to Logan.

During my off, the night was thick with a brooding quiet that hung heavily in the small confines of my room. Strains of a late-night television show leaked through the thin walls, but my focus was singular, my attention riveted to the opulence that lay spread out before me.

The gifts from Brandon—expensive, luxurious, unnecessary—were a tantalizing temptation, their allure an intoxicating perfume that filled the air. A sigh slipped from my lips, a sound of longing and confusion.

Ignoring the gnawing pit of guilt lodged deep within my chest, I picked up one of the dresses Brandon had gifted me, a slinky Dior number that shimmered in the dim light of my room. The fabric was soft, whispering secrets of glamour and elegance against my skin as I slipped it on, letting it drape over my body.

A flicker of something stirred within me as I saw my reflection in the mirror. I was not Carlton, the male version of an old maid and the struggling brother—I was not even Venus Valentine, the rising star. No, the person staring back at me was someone else, someone unrecognizable and yet oddly comforting.

I was draped in feminine luxury, and I found that I enjoyed it—a realization that was both frightening and liberating. Lost in my reflection, I didn't notice the soft creak of my bedroom door opening, didn't register the sound of a gasp until it was too late.
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Turning, I saw my mother, her face a mask of shock and surprise, her eyes wide and fixed on me.

The room felt like it was shrinking, the walls closing in on me as I scrambled for words, my mind a chaotic mess. She locked the door behind her, her gaze never leaving me.

"What the hell is going on?" she demanded, her voice shaking.

I had rehearsed this conversation in my mind a hundred times, spun the words in different ways, imagined her reactions. But in that moment, all my preparations slipped away. I felt bare, stripped of the armor that Venus provided me, left with nothing but my own vulnerability.

"It's..." I swallowed hard, forcing the words out.

"It's for the family, mom. I'm doing this for the family."

The confusion in her eyes was replaced by curiosity.

"Why would you need to wear women's clothes for the family?" she asked, her voice softer now.

I bit my lip, trying to gather my thoughts.

"It's complicated, mom," I said finally, taking a deep breath.

"I... I've been performing. As a drag queen."

The words hung in the air like a thick fog, silence wrapping itself around us. I watched as her eyes widened, her lips parting slightly in shock. But then, to my surprise, she did not erupt in anger. Instead, she moved towards my closet, opening it to reveal the multitude of expensive gifts.

Her hand traced over the silk of a Versace dress, her fingers catching on the diamond earrings.

"These... these are from Brandon Higgins," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

A gasp slipped from her lips, her gaze turning to me, surprise etched on her face.

"Brandon Higgins? The billionaire?" She paused, her eyes shining with something I couldn't quite place.

"I went to school with his mother. They're old money."

What followed next was a whirlwind. My mother, instead of being angry, was ecstatic. She was over the moon about the fact that I was attracting attention from someone like Brandon Higgins. To her, the name Brighton was meant to be associated with the likes of Higgins, not wallowing in a forgotten corner of the city.

Days later, the club had emptied for the night, the buzz of excitement that had filled the air replaced with a heavy silence. As Venus Valentine, I was bathed in the dull glow of the neon lights, the sequins of my dress reflecting a kaleidoscope of colors onto the darkened walls. I felt a touch of melancholy, my heart echoing the quiet emptiness of The Buzz.

Sitting at the bar, I was nursing a neat whiskey, my eyes staring into the liquid's amber depths when Logan joined me. He carried an air of seriousness around him, his usually bright eyes dull in the dim light. He ordered a scotch, his gaze never leaving me.

"I don't like it," he began, his voice cutting through the silence. His hands were wrapped tightly around the glass, knuckles white against the dark liquor.

"You and Brandon... it's getting too close."

I stiffened at his words, the whiskey in my glass rippling with the tremor that ran through me. I looked at him, his face set in a stern expression. I forced a laugh, trying to keep the atmosphere light.
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"They're just gifts, Logan. For my family, remember?"

He frowned, his eyes piercing into mine.

"And how long until the gifts aren't for your family anymore? Until they're for something else? For you?" The accusation in his voice was subtle, but I felt it, like a needle pricking at the bubble of our camaraderie.

I felt a surge of indignation.

"What are you trying to imply, Logan?" I retorted, my voice sharp.

For a moment, we were quiet, the tension between us palpable. Then, with a sigh, Logan leaned back, his gaze softening.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean it like that."

And then, before I could respond, he was leaning in. His lips met mine in a tender kiss, a stark contrast to our heated words. I was startled, my mind racing to keep up with the sudden shift in our dynamic.

Logan's kiss was insistent, his hand curling gently around the back of my neck. It was my first kiss as Venus Valentine and with a man, and I found myself lost in the new sensation. Despite my confusion, despite my anger, I found myself responding, my body moving instinctively to mirror his actions.

The world around us faded, replaced by the intoxicating feel of Logan's lips on mine. I could smell his cologne, a woody scent mixed with the smoky aroma of the club. I tasted the scotch on his lips, heard the soft sound of our breaths mingling in the silence.

“I don’t know what you’ve done to me, Venus,” he hissed.

His hand moved to cup my cheek, his touch gentle, as if I were something precious. The affection in his touch caught me off guard, and I found my heartbeat quickening, my breath hitching in my chest.

Slowly, we broke apart, our eyes meeting in the dim light. A flush spread across my cheeks, and for a moment, I was speechless. He smiled, a soft, apologetic smile, and it was then I realized—something had irrevocably changed between us.

I felt a strange mix of emotions—surprise, confusion, but mostly, an undeniable thrill. The tension between us was replaced with something softer, more intimate. The club around us, the gifts from Brandon, they all seemed trivial compared to the realization that was slowly dawning upon me—I wasn't just Carlton or Venus Valentine. I was someone who was capable of being desired, not just as a performer, but as a person, as myself.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD fluttered past like dandelion seeds on a summer breeze. Time had stretched and molded itself around my new life, molding me into a version of myself that felt more like 'me' than I'd ever experienced before. I was no longer Carlton. I was no longer just Venus Valentine. I was Venus Brighton, my family name proudly adorning the persona I'd grown into.

The changes had been more than just superficial. The hormones I'd started taking under the guidance of my psychiatrist had begun to work their magic, subtly altering my body in ways I hadn't thought possible. My skin was softer, my hips and chest were changing, and I noticed a certain gentleness in my mannerisms that hadn't been there before.

Logan, my rock through it all, was by my side, guiding me, holding me, supporting me in every possible way. His love was a beacon in the whirlwind of changes. We had grown from friends to lovers, our bond stronger and more profound than ever. His touch was different now, softer, more loving. He loved me for who I was—Venus Brighton.

But not everything was rosy. Home, which had been a haven, now bore the chill of my mother's disapproval. She had accepted my transformation with unexpected enthusiasm. She loved the idea of her son transforming into a beautiful woman, especially one who attracted the attention of a billionaire like Brandon. But Logan... Logan was a different story.

Logan wasn't Brandon. He didn't come from the aristocratic lineage that Brandon did, and in my mother's eyes, that made him unworthy of me.

She was polite to him, of course, but I could see the icy glares she threw his way when she thought I wasn't looking. It hurt, knowing that the woman I cared about couldn't accept the man I loved.

My sisters, on the other hand, adored Logan. They loved his charm, his humor, and the way he looked at me, as though I were the most beautiful woman in the world. They were thrilled with my transformation, their excitement palpable whenever they talked about Venus Brighton.

The transformation wasn't easy. There were days when I'd look at myself in the mirror and feel a pang of uncertainty. But then Logan would be there, his eyes filled with love and acceptance, and I'd remember why I was doing this. I wasn't changing for Brandon, or for my family. I was doing it for me—for Venus Brighton.

Logan and I would often spend quiet nights at my apartment, his arms wrapped around me, his breath warm against my neck. He'd whisper sweet nothings into my ear, his words a soft murmur that would lull me to sleep. Despite the chaos of my life, in his arms, I felt safe, loved.

I'd wear one of my favorite dresses, a Givenchy gown that Brandon had gifted me. It was beautiful, a work of art in its own right. Logan would always compliment me, his eyes sparkling with admiration.

He loved me in my glamorous attire, but he loved me even more when I was just Venus, without all the glitz and glamour. The path I was on was filled with twists and turns, but I knew it was my path.

Despite the challenges, the disapproval, the uncertainty, I knew I was doing the right thing. I was Venus Brighton, and I was ready to embrace whatever life had in store for me.

A month later, we were all gathered around the dining table, the heavy mahogany groaning under the weight of the feast my mother had prepared. It was a seemingly perfect picture—family and love, combined with the tantalizing aroma of home-cooked food. But there was an undercurrent of tension, an unspoken anticipation that hung in the air like an unsung melody.

Logan sat across from me, his face serene in the dim candlelight. I watched him, my heart pounding with a mix of love and anxiety.

My mother, resplendent in her emerald-green gown, her silver hair perfectly coiffed, sat at the head of the table, her gaze flicking between Logan and me.

As the dinner progressed, my mother's polite veneer began to crack.

"Logan," she started, her voice laced with false sweetness.

"Have you ever thought about doing something else with your life? Being a manager at some drag queen club... it isn't exactly a noble way to earn money."
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The words hit me like a slap. I stared at my mother, my mind spinning. Before I could respond, Logan started to speak, but I cut him off.

"And what about me, mother? I'm a performer at the very same club!"

My mother's gaze turned to me, her eyes hard.

"That's different, Venus. You're a performer, not a manager. And you... you have potential, you can be some sort of celebrity."

The argument escalated, words flying back and forth, anger simmering beneath the surface. My sisters watched silently, their eyes filled with sadness and confusion. The perfect picture was falling apart, breaking into a thousand pieces right before my eyes.

"I don't like Logan!" My mother's voice rang out, silencing the room.

"He doesn't belong in our circle."

He stood abruptly, knocking his chair back in the process. His face was a mask of hurt and embarrassment. Without a word, he turned and left, leaving us in stunned silence.

I felt a burning anger welling up within me, tears stinging at the corner of my eyes. My hands trembled as I stood, turning to face my mother.

"What more do you want from me?" I cried, my voice echoing around the room.

My words tumbled out in a torrent, a lifetime of resentment and frustration pouring forth.

"I've given you my whole life, mother! I've always put you and my sisters before myself, working tirelessly for our family! Now that I finally have a chance to be who I want to be, to love who I want to love, you're telling me it's not good enough?"

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest.

"I can't be your maid forever, mother. I have my own life to live."

My mother stood, her face a mask of stubborn resolve.

"This is not about you being a maid," she retorted.

"This is about you making the right choices. About you upholding the family name!"

I stood there, staring at my mother, a whirlwind of emotions coursing through me. I felt a deep disappointment, a profound sadness that the woman who should have been my biggest supporter couldn't accept me for who I was, for who I loved.

The room was quiet, the aftermath of our argument lingering in the air like a bitter taste. My sisters, teary-eyed, watched me silently, their faces reflecting their sorrow.

I looked around the room, at the faces of my family, at the home I had always known. I was Venus Brighton—a woman of courage, a woman of strength. But even the strongest hearts can break, and at that moment, I felt a crack forming in mine.

Without another word, I turned on my heels and ran after Logan. The night had dropped a velvet curtain around us, the starlight obscured by a thick blanket of clouds. A harsh rain started to fall, droplets drumming against the cobblestones, seeping through my dress, soaking my hair. But I didn't care.

The streets were deserted, the glow from the streetlights casting long, spectral shadows across my path. The smell of rain-soaked earth filled the air, a sharp contrast to the comfortable warmth of our dining room. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat a mantra—Logan, Logan, Logan.

I found him at the bus stop, hunched over, his head in his hands. The sight of him, so broken, so defeated, tore at my heart. The rain had soaked him through, his clothes clinging to his body, his hair plastered to his forehead.
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"Logan," I called, my voice barely audible over the sound of the rain. He looked up, his eyes reflecting the pain I felt in my heart. I approached him, my footsteps echoing against the concrete.

He tried to smile, but it was more a grimace than anything else.

"Your mother's right," he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper.

"Brandon... he's a better fit for you."

A wave of anger and frustration washed over me. I grabbed his shoulders, forcing him to look at me.

"No," I spat, my words fierce and determined.

"She's not right. She doesn't get to decide who's right for me. I do."

He blinked, his gaze flickering between my eyes.

"But, Venus—"

"No," I interrupted.
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"I love you, Logan. You, not Brandon, not anyone else. You."

He opened his mouth to speak, but I cut him off.

"You mean more to me than anything money can buy. You're the one who freed me from a life of lies, a life of loneliness. You're the one who stood by me when no one else would. You're the one I want to be with."

I closed my eyes, my heart pounding in my chest. I could feel the rain running down my face, mixing with the tears that had started to fall. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with the cold, crisp air.

"You're the one I love, Logan."

The world around us seemed to hold its breath, the rain falling in a steady rhythm, the only sound in the silence that had descended. I opened my eyes, staring into his. There was a softness there, a glimmer of hope that hadn't been there before.

“I never thought I could love a woman, but I do, I do love you, Venus,” he said.

Slowly, I leaned in, my heart pounding in my chest. I could feel his breath on my face, warm against the coolness of the rain. And then, our lips met in a kiss that tasted of rain and tears and love. It was a kiss that spoke of promises, of hope, of a future we could build together.

The rain continued to fall around us, but in that moment, I felt warmer than I had ever felt before. I was Venus Brighton, a woman who had found love in the unlikeliest of places. A woman who was ready to fight for what she believed in, for who she loved. A woman who wouldn't let anyone dictate her life or her choices. Not anymore.

We stood there, in the middle of the rain-soaked street, locked in an embrace that spoke volumes. Words were unnecessary—our hearts were communicating in a language only we understood.

“When’s the goddamn bus coming, I can’t wait to have you,” he jested before kissing me harder in the rain.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE RAIN DRUMMED an uneven rhythm on the roof of Logan's small apartment as we entered, our bodies soaked and hearts beating wildly. My hand was still firmly ensconced in his, our fingers tightly interlaced, as if we were afraid of letting go.

"I'm sorry," he began hesitantly, glancing around the modest space with a faint blush spreading across his cheeks. "This place is not..."

"Logan," I cut him off gently, squeezing his hand for emphasis, "It's perfect."

Our eyes met, and something in his gaze softened. We stood there for a moment, soaking wet and shivering slightly from the cold, but it felt like we were in our own little world. Then, without another word, he leaned in and pressed his lips to mine.

The kiss was gentle, almost hesitant at first, but it quickly deepened as we surrendered to the moment. The taste of rainwater on his lips was a fresh surprise, mingling with the familiar warmth of Logan himself.

As our bodies pressed together, our soaked clothing felt cold and uncomfortable, but it hardly mattered. Logan's hands traced down my sides, his touch light but electrifying. Our breaths became shallow, syncing to the rhythm of our racing hearts.

Suddenly, he pulled back, his eyes holding a question he seemed to struggle to ask.

"Venus, are you...are you sure about this? I don't want to pressure you into anything."

His sincerity touched me deeply. Nodding, I replied, "I'm sure, Logan. More sure than I've ever been about anything."

A sigh of relief escaped his lips, and he pulled me close once more. Our lips met again, this time with a newfound fervor. I reveled in the feeling, the sensation of being wanted, cherished, and loved. It was intoxicating.

Our soaked clothes were discarded haphazardly around the room as we made our way to his bed. The soft fabric of the sheets was a welcome contrast against our damp skin. We held each other close, our bodies pressed together as our lips danced in a tender exploration.

As we moved together, I felt an unfamiliar wave of anxiety. I've never done this before... The thought echoed in my mind, but Logan, as if sensing my apprehension, slowed down.

He pulled back slightly, looking into my eyes with a warmth that made my heart flutter.

"We don't have to rush this," he whispered, his thumb caressing my cheek in a soothing rhythm.

"I know you’ve never been with a man before. We can take our time."

His words eased my worry, and a soft smile graced my lips.

"Thank you."

We moved slowly, learning each other's bodies with patient, gentle touches. Each whisper of skin against skin sent waves of pleasure coursing through me. It was a dance of love, of trust, of mutual respect. Our world shrank down to just us, our bodies tangled together, as we discovered a new layer of our relationship.
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The scent of him, the warmth of his body against mine, the sweet words of love he whispered in my ear—everything felt so intensely beautiful. At that moment, I knew with absolute certainty that I was exactly where I was meant to be—in Logan's arms, loved and cherished.

And so, beneath the rhythm of the rain and the soft glow of the single lamp in the room, we made love. I’d never experienced what I did before meeting him—I wasn’t sure if it was because of the hormones, being Venus, or just simply, because Logan was my soulmate—it was an intimate dance of our souls, a moment where we truly became one.

As I lost myself in the beauty of our shared intimacy, I knew I had found something I never thought I would—a love that was profound, powerful, and wholly mine.

A week later, as I was deep in thought as to whether or not I should go back home and admit defeat to my mother as I missed my sisters terribly, the chilled evening air clung to my skin as I walked down the city sidewalk, the sequins of my evening gown shimmering under the streetlights. A few blocks away, the familiar neon lights of the club beckoned. However, before I could reach the comforting glow of the sign, a harsh voice broke through the stillness.

"Venus!"

The voice was unmistakable. A chill of dread snaked down my spine as I turned to find Vanilla Lace, her face shadowed under the dim glow of the streetlight. Her usual glam was replaced with a hollowed-out version of herself; smeared makeup, disheveled hair, and a bottle of what smelled strongly like vodka gripped tightly in her hand.

"A—are you okay?" I managed, trying to keep the tremor from my voice.

"You ruined my life!" She accused, pointing an unsteady finger at me.

"I did what?" I was shocked. "Vanilla, I didn't..."

"You stole my man!" She slurred, her eyes glazing over with what seemed like a mixture of pain and hatred.

Logan, who had been trailing behind me, caught up and stepped in, his protective instinct taking over. "Vanilla, you're drunk," he said, reaching out as if to steady her.

"Don't touch me!" Vanilla screamed, flailing her arms and making him step back. She swayed dangerously, her knees buckling under her.

"Vanilla!" I cried out, rushing forward, but it was too late. She collapsed onto the pavement, her body going slack as the bottle she was holding shattered on impact, the scent of alcohol filling the air.

Panic set in. "Call an ambulance!" I shouted at Logan, who was already fumbling for his phone.

The minutes until the ambulance arrived felt like hours. The flashing lights of the ambulance were a harsh contrast to the darkness of the night, casting long, foreboding shadows onto the pavement. The EMTs were efficient and quick, loading Vanilla into the ambulance with practiced ease.
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As the ambulance pulled away, siren wailing into the night, I was left standing there, my heart pounding against my ribcage. I felt Logan's arm come around me, pulling me close. His voice, soft and comforting, whispered in my ear, "It's going to be okay, Venus. It's going to be okay."

Yet, as I stared at the retreating ambulance, the chilling echo of Vanilla's accusations continued to reverberate in my head. Her harsh words seemed to have left a deep impression on me, igniting a flame of guilt and regret. I hadn't intended to ruin anyone's life, and I definitely hadn't stolen Brandon from her.

But as I looked down at the shattered bottle on the pavement, I couldn't help but wonder if I had indirectly contributed to her downfall. It was a thought that would continue to haunt me long into the night.

The cool summer air greeted us as Logan and I stepped out of the cab, our laughter spilling out the beautiful day. We were celebrating an incredible night from before at the club and Logan's grand dream to buy it one day.

But there was another matter at hand. My heart was pounding in my chest as I stood outside the home I had grown up in, the place I'd abandoned more than a month ago. This was it. I was ready to tie up the loose ends and prove to Vanilla Lace that I was not the person she thought I was by giving her every single gift that Brandon has given me.

The once familiar front door felt foreign under my touch as I pushed it open. The house was quiet, the only sound was the faint ticking of the grandfather clock in the hallway. I could feel Logan's hand gently squeezing my own, his silent support echoing loudly in the quiet.

As we made our way through the house, my sisters' bedrooms came into view. Both doors were slightly ajar and their laughter resounded through the cracks. I peeked in, and there they were, watching a movie in Cara’s iPad. Seeing them after such a long time was both overwhelming and soothing, like balm to a soul that had been hurting for too long.

"Venus?" Chloe signed, her eyes fluttering open to see me standing in the doorway. "I miss you!" her hands shaking and her eyes welling, tugging at my heartstrings.

"Yes, Chloe. It's me," I responded, my hands trembling slightly with the tide of emotions washing over me.

Sydney stirred next, sitting up in her bed, her eyes squinting at the figure in the doorway. "Venus!?" she said, her voice laced with disbelief and hope.

"Oh my God!" Cara's scream floated in from the other bed. Her words were simple but laden with such emotion that they were like a punch to my gut.

Their open affection, so sincere and heartfelt, brought tears to my eyes. The tears came unbidden, trailing down my face, reflecting the sorrow, relief, and love I felt.

I explained to them that I would just get my things but they swarmed around me—begging me to stay. Gathering my things was a silent affair, the echo of the reunion still fresh in the air. Every item I packed felt like a step towards my new life, a final break from my past. A past that had Vanilla's unwanted gifts.

Finally, after what seemed like hours, my mother appeared. Her usual strong demeanor was absent, replaced with an unfamiliar vulnerability. Her eyes were downcast, her usual fiery gaze extinguished.

"Mother," I began, my voice breaking slightly, but she interrupted me.

"I was wrong, Venus," she admitted, her voice quivering.

"I was wrong, and I'm sorry." She reached into a drawer and pulled out a check, which she extended to me. I took it in shock, my eyes widening as I saw the amount. It was a million dollars.
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"You deserve this," she explained, her voice barely a whisper.

"I sold the jewelry and... I want you to have it. I will take care of your sisters. I will be the mother they need." Her admission was punctuated by her falling to her knees, wrapping her arms around me in a hug.

This was the woman I remembered from my childhood—strong, loving, and caring. A woman who would do anything for her family. I felt a lump forming in my throat as I returned her hug, holding her tightly as the tears streamed down my face. It was a moment of catharsis, the past and the present colliding in a beautiful, painful mix of emotions.

Logan watched quietly from the sidelines, his hand gently squeezing mine in silent support. As my mother and I finally pulled away, I turned to him, his presence grounding me amidst the chaos of emotions.

"I'm sorry," my mother murmured, her gaze finally meeting Logan's. Her apology hung in the air, echoing in the silence of the room.

I felt Logan squeeze my hand again, a silent acknowledgment of her words. I smiled at him, a tearful but grateful smile, and for the first time, I felt truly free. Free to love Logan, free to be Venus, free to live my life on my terms. And that, that was worth more than any amount of money or gifts.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THERE WAS A TIME when I thought I was destined to be an Old Maid. That I'd forever be stuck in the cycle of monotony and sacrifices, always serving but never served. That was until Logan walked into my life. Or perhaps, I walked into his, clad in sequins and swaying to the rhythm of a life I'd only dared to dream about. Either way, our paths intersected and from then on, life was never the same.
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Three years have since passed like a beautiful dream, each day filled with surprises and love. My family, once struggling to keep the lights on, now glowed with newfound success and happiness.

Sydney, my sensible and dependable sister, was now a registered nurse. The once quiet and shy girl now walked with the confidence of a woman who was making a difference. Her hands, once soft and delicate, were now firm and healing, helping countless people in their darkest hours. The scent of antiseptic and the rustling of her scrubs became her everyday symphony, a testament to her resilience and dedication.

Cara, my creative and daring sister, finally graduated from her fashion course. She was always a whirlwind of energy and ideas, her passion for design burning brighter than any star. I would often watch her in awe as she transformed a simple piece of fabric into a work of art, her fingers dancing over the material with a gentle precision. The sound of the sewing machine, once a distant hum in our household, was now her anthem of success.

Chloe, my youngest sister and the baby of our family, was about to step into high school. Her world was filled with possibilities and adventures, her spirit as bright as the dresses she wore. The scent of freshly sharpened pencils and textbooks filled her room, an ode to the journey she was about to embark on.

Our mother, the matriarch and pillar of our family, had remarried a wealthy childhood friend and was happier than ever. The melancholy that once hung around her like a cloak had lifted, replaced with a radiance that was infectious. Her laughter, once rare, now filled our home with a warmth that was healing. The rustle of her elegant dresses and the gentle clink of her jewelry were a constant reminder of her transformation, a testament to her resilience.

Vanilla Lace, the queen who once graced the stage of The Buzz, returned to work alongside the girls. There was no star of the night anymore; we were all stars, each shining with our own unique light. We found solace in our shared stage, the scent of makeup and glitter filling the air, the murmur of anticipation from the crowd, the blinding lights and the pulsing music - all a part of our shared symphony of life.

Logan, my rock and the love of my life, was able to buy The Buzz. It was a shared dream, one that we nurtured with hope and determination, that finally bloomed into reality.

His laughter was my favorite sound, his smile my favorite sight, his scent my favorite perfume. The touch of his hand, always warm and comforting, was a constant reminder of our love.

Three years. A blink of an eye and yet a lifetime. The journey hadn't been easy, but it had been worth it. From a family on the brink of despair to a star on a stage, from a quiet Carlton to a fierce Venus, from lonely nights to Logan's loving arms—I had found my home, my stage, my love, and most importantly, myself.
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Because in the end, I wasn't destined to be an Old Maid. I was destined to be Venus Brighton, a star shining brightly on her own stage, loved and in love. And that, for me, was more than enough.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Old Maid? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Girlification 1.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Sissified in Mars

From a small male Earthling to the Queen of Mars, I, Elona Max, will tell you a story of Love, Sacrifice, and the Power of the Feminine Spirit.

Story 2 – Let’s Get Physical

With the help of my workmates from the Big Boys gym, I didn’t only unleash the talent I had for creating choreography, but I also discovered that I had the perfect body for tight pink leggings and sports bra.

Story 3 – Dangerous Disguise

The death toll was rising and I had to do something. With a series of ignored killings, I decided to go undercover and find the criminal in my blonde wig and high-heeled boots.

Story 4 – New Wardrobe

As I slipped into the character of Bonnie, I found myself captivated by the art of transformation. With each layer of makeup, every stroke of the brush, and the careful selection of wigs, lingerie, and clothing, I felt my true self emerging. The sensation of satin against my skin and the gentle sway of my hips in a skirt awakened a desire that I couldn't ignore.

Story 5 – Cyber Babe

As I became more and more obsessed with her, I found myself dressing up and transforming into her, embracing every curve and stitch of her digital persona.

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

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

Read Girlification 1


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


Sissy Store
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Many of my readers love dressing up. What inspired me to create the Sissy Store is the e-mails I’ve received from them wanting to emulate the characters in my story.

And the best way to do that? Dressing up of course! That’s why I made the Sissy Store, it’s a curation of my favorite finds online to provide you with an easier time in shopping for the best outfits available.

From wigs, breastplates, stockings, and down to shoes, toys, uniforms, lingerie, and more, you’ll find everything you need!

Visit The Sissy Store


Other Titles

[image: ]

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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Who said something about male flyers!? We’re going to dress you up as a girl cheerleader.”

Read Cheerleader By Chance
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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

[image: ]

“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 Old Maid – Curvy Feminization and Transgender Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1HZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JV.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HX.jpg
e
I .|flt||’|m“{| l

e
! “ﬂillm

‘ ikl ﬂum N
l\< | WM “ .n\\\lulm"lm( i n;t.. 4J

i -
I —a ——

.mm. i






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JY.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HS.jpg
.






OEBPS/image_rsrc1HR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JP.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K1.jpg
COMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTAL FEM

¥ LusTwooD 2 NIKKIC






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HJ.jpg
AR
"R\
R 2
\ 3 9
'\\ 8.
N RS
N \
QRN
A \






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JN.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J6.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1J5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JF.jpg
L @\k‘(\\\%&@
AT

\L\)\\S
5 Y
|

Aw"’
A= efﬂ;
Lus x.\m\a ﬁw\v
s ,}W.‘»ﬁ





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K0.jpg
SISSY TOYS & C
FOR FEMININ






OEBPS/image_rsrc1HU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JR.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HD.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1J2.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1HN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JT.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1K5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HE.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
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