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Introduction

“I was an inch close to ending it all until he showed me that there was more to life… the beautiful life that I didn’t know I deserved.”

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

∞∞∞

Thank you for everything… see you on the other side. Those were my last thoughts right before he came and showed me how royally beautiful life was… the second time around.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Beauty Queen.


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 REMEMBER THE DAY as though it was etched into the very rocks I studied—a day of relentless sun, unyielding as the truth that now haunted my every step. There I was, in the heart of Arizona's Painted Desert, a place where nature painted history in layers of time.
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My name is Gabriel Meyer, but most just call me Gab. There, amidst the sprawling boulders and ancient geological formations, I sought refuge in my work, an archeologist piecing together life's prehistoric puzzle.

The St. Mary's Orphanage, where I spent my childhood, always encouraged my fascination with the past. It was safer, they said, to dig into history than to delve into the heartache of my own story-orphaned young when a plane crash stole my parents.

But history, I learned, always has a way of mirroring the present.

A week had passed since Amanda left. Eight years of togetherness, dissolving like sand through my fingers. As I brushed away the sediment from a fossil, I couldn't help but recall her words, each syllable a chisel to my heart.

"You're just not… masculine enough," she had said, her eyes void of the warmth I once knew.

"I need a man. I need adventure! Someone exciting… not someone who thinks Olive Garden dinners are how memories are made. I’m just not… in love with you anymore."

I tried to focus on the fossil—a fragment from a time long forgotten. But the desert around me seemed to echo her words, amplifying my solitude. The heat was a tangible thing, wrapping around me like a blanket, as if the sun itself tried to offer a comfort no human could. The rustle of the wind through the sparse vegetation was like a hushed whisper, a reminder of conversations and laughter now lost.

I sat there, surrounded by the grandeur of ancient rocks, feeling smaller than ever. My tools felt heavy in my hands, the weight of my own perceived inadequacies making each movement laborious.
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"Why am I not enough?" I murmured to the unyielding stones, my voice a mere wisp in the vastness.

The fossil in my hand was a mere distraction from the turmoil within. My thoughts spiraled, a relentless vortex of self-pity and regret.

"Eight years," I muttered to the indifferent rocks, "and for what?" The memories of Amanda's departure, like relentless waves, eroded the remnants of my self-worth. Her words, sharp and unyielding, echoed in the barren landscape: "You're just not masculine enough."

I stood up, my movements sluggish, weighed down by a heart heavy with sorrow. The desert around me stretched endlessly, a vast expanse of solitude that mirrored my own isolation.

"What’s the point? What's there to live for?" The question slipped from my lips, a whisper lost in the vastness.

I walked to the edge of the cliff, peering into the abyss below. The wind whipped around me, as if urging me on.

"Everyone leaves," I thought, my heart aching with a familiar sting. "Maybe the next life will be better." The edge beckoned, a final escape from the pain that clung to me like a second skin.

Closing my eyes, I inhaled deeply, the scent of dust and ancient earth filling my senses.

"Thank you for everything," I murmured, my voice barely audible over the howl of the wind.

"See you on the other side." My heart pounded in my chest, a drumbeat of finality.

But then, the unexpected sound of rapid footsteps broke through my despair. My eyes snapped open. There, staggering towards me, was a man. He was tall, his brown hair matted with sweat, his body clad in a sweatshirt, jeans, and sneakers. He looked utterly exhausted, each step a battle against collapse.
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In a heartbeat, my own troubles seemed to fade into insignificance. I rushed to him as he stumbled, his body giving way just feet from me. He collapsed onto the rugged ground, his breaths ragged and desperate.

I scrambled to my bag, my hands shaking as I grabbed a bottle of water. Kneeling beside him, I gently lifted his head, bringing the bottle to his parched lips.

"Hey, hey, wake up," I urged, my voice laced with concern.

His eyes fluttered open, meeting mine in a moment of hazy confusion. The intensity of the moment gripped me, pulling me back from the brink I'd been teetering on.

"Stay with me," I whispered, more to myself than to him. In that instant, on the edge of despair, I found a flicker of purpose, a spark reignited by the sheer necessity of the moment. The desert, indifferent to my plight, now witnessed a new chapter, one that began with an unexpected encounter at the edge of everything.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I HELD THE WATER BOTTLE to his lips, watching as he gulped it down with a desperate thirst. His Adam's apple bobbed, a proof to his dire need. The liquid seemed to bring a semblance of life back to his eyes.

"P-please," he gasped, his voice ragged, "take me out of here, they're gonna kill me!"

I was taken aback, my mind racing with questions.

"Who's going to—" I began, but he cut me off with a look of sheer panic.

Quickly, I helped him to his feet, supporting his weight as we stumbled towards my Land Cruiser. He clambered in, still clutching the water bottle like a lifeline, his words slurred with exhaustion and fear.
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"Th-thank you," he managed to say, his eyes darting around as if expecting pursuit at any moment.

I started the vehicle, the engine roaring to life in the quiet desert. "Who's going to kill you?" I asked, my voice steady despite the turmoil of thoughts swirling in my mind.

"Thieves," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

"It's complicated... I have something they want, but I can't give it back to them."

My brow furrowed in confusion. "We have to call the police," I stated matter-of-factly, reaching for my phone.

"No!" he exclaimed, his hand shooting out to stop me. "Don't do that."

"Why not?" I asked, my confusion deepening. I could feel the tension in the air, thick and palpable.

His eyes met mine, a mix of fear and determination.

"It's... just don't, okay? I can't explain right now."

I sighed, feeling out of my depth. The conversation felt like navigating a labyrinth with no exit in sight.
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"I don't understand," I said, my voice a mix of frustration and concern. "You're in danger, we need to get help."

He shook his head vehemently. "No police. Please, just... just drive."

We bickered back and forth, his insistence clashing with my logic. But in the end, I relented, my foot pressing down on the accelerator as I navigated the vehicle through the rough terrain. The desert around us was a blur of colors, the setting sun casting long shadows across the sand and rock. The scent of dust and engine fumes mingled in the air, creating a tangible sense of urgency.

As I drove, my mind raced with possibilities.

Who was this man?

What had he gotten himself into?

Despite my trepidation, there was a part of me that couldn't help but feel a strange sense of kinship. Here was another soul, lost and desperate, thrown into my path by the unpredictable winds of fate.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

SITTING ON THE PORCH OF THE NONDESCRIPT MOTEL later that day, I nursed a beer in the dwindling light of the evening. The sun had just dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in shades of pink and purple. The air was cool, a gentle breeze carrying the scent of distant rain.
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It was around 7 pm, the world seemingly holding its breath in the twilight hour.

The man emerged from the room, a towel wrapped around his waist, his hair damp from the shower. "Can I have some?" he asked, nodding towards the beer.

Without a word, I handed him a bottle. He opened it with a deft flick, and took a long, satisfying gulp. As he swallowed, I noticed his Adam's apple bob in the dim light.

He finally broke the silence. "I'm Arthur, by the way."

"Gabriel. But you can call me Gab," I replied, feeling a bit more at ease.

"What were you doing out there?" he asked, gesturing vaguely in the direction of the desert.

"I'm an archeologist," I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

He took another drink, eyeing me curiously.

"No offense, but it didn't look like you were working."

I felt a flush of embarrassment. "What do you mean?"

"When I was running towards you... I saw your figure. You were gonna jump, weren't you?" His voice was gentle, but the question hit me like a punch.

I looked away, the shame washing over me in an uncomfortable wave. The silence stretched between us, filled only by the distant sound of a car passing on the highway.

Finally, I found my voice. "My fiancée left me," I admitted, the words tasting bitter. "Said I wasn't man enough for her."

"Wow, that's insane. She must be nuts," Arthur said, his tone surprisingly light.

I chuckled despite myself. "Yeah, maybe she is."

"So, what about you? What do you do?" I asked, changing the subject.

"I'm an artist," he replied. "Those thieves were after my art."

"Why would someone kill for art?" I asked, genuinely perplexed.

He shrugged. "Greedy people..."

I raised an eyebrow.

"What, are you some sort of Picasso reincarnation?"

He scoffed, but there was a hint of a smile. "Yeah, maybe."

The conversation paused as he took another swig of his beer. Then, he turned to me, his expression serious.
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"I know this is too much to ask, but I need to get to L.A. Can you give me a ride?"

I raised my eyebrows. "You do know Arizona's not exactly close to L.A., right? Why don't you just get a flight?"

"I can't," he said urgently. "They'll find me." He looked into my eyes, his gaze pleading. "Just take me there, and I'll give you everything you need."

I hesitated, the rational part of my brain screaming objections. But then I remembered the edge of that cliff, the despair that had enveloped me. Before meeting Arthur, I was ready to end everything. Why not just go with the flow?

"Alright," I finally said, a sense of adventure beginning to stir within me.

"I'll take you to L.A."

Arthur's relief was palpable. He clapped a hand on my shoulder, a gesture of gratitude and newfound camaraderie.

Later that night, we were sitting in the dimly lit motel room, the flickering images from the TV providing a false sense of normalcy. It was around 9 pm, and the weight of the day’s events hung heavily in the air. As we talked, I couldn’t help but notice the sudden glare of headlights reflecting off the TV screen. A knot of apprehension formed in my stomach.

"Did you see that?" I asked, my voice laced with unease.

Arthur immediately tensed, his eyes narrowing. He moved swiftly to the window, peeking through the blinds with caution. "Fuck! They're here. We have to go," he hissed, the urgency in his voice unmistakable.

"What are we gonna do?" I stammered, feeling a rush of adrenaline. This kind of situation was far from anything in my usual realm of experience.

"We have to run!" Arthur was already moving, his actions decisive.

I scrambled to my feet, my mind racing. I grabbed my car keys–the only things I could think to take in the moment. We rushed to the back door, every second feeling like an eternity.

Bursting out into the cool night air, we sprinted towards the woods that bordered the motel. The sounds of the night were suddenly amplified–the rustling of leaves underfoot, the distant hoot of an owl, our own labored breathing.
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As we plunged into the dense undergrowth, the world around us became a blur of shadows and moonlight. Branches whipped against my face, leaving stinging marks. The earthy smell of the forest floor filled my nostrils, mixing with the sharp scent of fear and sweat.

My heart pounded in my chest, a frantic drum echoing in my ears. I wasn’t made for this–I was a scientist, not some action hero. Yet here I was, sprinting through the woods at night, fleeing from unknown dangers.

Arthur was ahead of me, moving with surprising agility.

"Keep up!" he shouted back at me, his voice barely audible over the sound of our flight.

I pushed myself harder, ignoring the burning in my lungs and the ache in my legs. Every rustle in the underbrush felt like a pursuer, every snap of a twig a potential threat.

We didn’t dare to speak as we ran, the only communication between us a series of urgent gestures and shared glances. I had no idea where we were going, but I trusted him to lead the way.

After all, what choice did I have?

As we delved deeper into the woods, the lights of the motel and the potential danger it held became a distant memory. All that mattered now was survival, each step taking us further into the unknown.

Soon after, we found a small clearing, a hidden sanctuary in the embrace of the woods. The moon was a sliver in the sky, casting a soft, ethereal glow through the canopy of leaves. Exhausted, we collapsed onto the ground, our breaths coming out in hushed whispers. The earth beneath us was cool and slightly damp, the smell of moss and decaying leaves surrounding us.

I couldn't help but let out a tired, almost delirious laugh, the sound muffled by the night.

Arthur looked at me, his expression a mix of amusement and concern.

"What's funny? We could die out here."

I wiped a hand over my face, feeling the drying sweat and the grime of our flight.
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"Before meeting you, I wasn't scared of dying. I was ready to end it all. Now, here I am, hiding in the woods so I wouldn't get killed."

To my surprise, Arthur laughed too, a soft, rueful sound that seemed to acknowledge the absurdity of our situation.

"Life's strange, isn't it?" he said, his voice low.

"Yeah," I agreed, my gaze drifting to the patchwork of stars visible through the trees.

"Strange and unpredictable."

We talked then, our conversation a quiet stream in the stillness of the night. I told him about my love for archeology, how the past always seemed more tangible to me than the present. He shared stories of his art, the passion that drove him, and the danger that now shadowed his life.

As the night deepened, our words became more introspective. Arthur spoke of his fears and dreams, his voice barely above a whisper, as if confiding in the night itself. I listened, feeling a connection that went beyond our shared predicament.

"It's weird," I murmured at one point, "how quickly life can change. One moment, you're standing on the edge, ready to let go. The next, you're running for your life, clinging to it."

Arthur nodded, his eyes reflecting a depth of understanding. "Maybe that's what life is about," he said. "Finding reasons to hold on, even in the darkest times."

The air around us was filled with the symphony of the woods – the distant call of a night bird, the rustling of small creatures in the underbrush, the whispering of the leaves. It was a world alive, indifferent to human woes, yet providing a backdrop to our shared human experience.

Eventually, our conversation dwindled, the weight of exhaustion pulling us towards sleep. We lay there, side by side, in the protective cocoon of the forest. As I drifted off, I realized how much had changed in just a few hours. From the brink of despair to a flight into the unknown, life had taken a turn I never could have imagined.

And in that quiet hour, with the gentle rhythm of Arthur's breathing beside me, I found a strange sense of peace. For the first time in a long while, I felt a glimmer of hope, a faint but growing light in the darkness of my own thoughts.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE FIRST LIGHT OF DAWN was seeping through the leaves when I woke up, the forest bathed in a soft, golden hue. My body ached from sleeping on the hard ground, and my mouth felt like it was stuffed with cotton. Arthur was already awake, sitting up and staring into the distance, lost in thought.
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"I think they're gone," he said, his voice low, as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes.

"Let's head back to the motel."

I managed a dry chuckle, despite the unease coiling in my stomach.

"I don't care if they're there or not, I need some water."

We made our way back cautiously, the morning light casting long shadows on the ground. The world felt different in the daylight, less threatening but still filled with uncertainty. As we neared the motel, we peered around the corner of the building. The car that belonged to the men chasing Arthur was gone.

My heart raced as I rushed to the room, fumbling with the key. Inside, everything seemed untouched, but a sinking feeling told me otherwise. I hurried to the safe, my hands shaking. It was empty–my wallet, cashless, all cards and my phone gone. A cold dread washed over me as I spotted a note: "We know who you are now. We'll kill you too."

Fear gripped me, a tangible thing that seemed to squeeze the air from my lungs. I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned to see Arthur, his expression grave but his eyes kind.

"It's going to be okay," he said, pulling me into a hug. His embrace was unexpected, unfamiliar, but at that moment, it felt like the only secure thing in a world that had suddenly turned upside down. I was surprised at how comforting his touch was, the warmth of his body against mine a stark contrast to the chill of fear.

"Don't worry, once we're in L.A., we'll be safe," he assured me, his voice a steady anchor in the chaos of my thoughts.

"How can you be so sure?" I asked, pulling back slightly to look at him.

"That's where my three hundred milly is," he said, as if that explained everything.

The number made my head spin. Three hundred million? A part of me began to wonder if Arthur was the one I should be fearing.

"You at least have the car keys, right?" he asked, a note of urgency in his voice.

I jingled the keys in my hand, a small but significant lifeline. Together, we walked to the car, our steps heavy with the weight of what had transpired.
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As we approached, my heart sank. The tires were slashed, the car utterly immobilized. I stared at the ruined tires, a sense of helplessness washing over me. We were stranded, with unknown dangers lurking and a journey to L.A. that seemed more impossible than ever.

Arthur's reaction to the sight of the slashed tires was instinctive–“Fuck!” he let out, followed by a frustrated kick against the side of the car. His foot connected with the metal with a dull thud, the sound echoing in the empty parking lot.

"Hey, easy," I protested, half-heartedly, "don't destroy my car."

He ran a hand through his hair, a gesture of exasperation.

"Sorry, it's just... fuck!" His voice trailed off, the situation's gravity settling in.

In a moment of shared frustration, I found myself mirroring his actions. My foot lashed out, connecting with the car. "Fuckkkkkkk," I echoed, the word ripped from deep within. The physical release of kicking my own car, though irrational, felt momentarily cathartic.

Arthur let out a short, surprised chuckle at my outburst. It was an absurd moment of levity in the midst of our dire situation.

"We need to get moving," he said, his tone shifting to one of resolve. "Let's just grab all the water we can. This is going to be a long walk."

We went back into the motel room, our movements quick and purposeful. I gathered every bottle I could find, filling them with water from the tap. The sound of the water rushing from the faucet was strangely soothing, a reminder of normalcy in an otherwise chaotic situation.

Our bags were soon heavy with water bottles, the weight reassuring in its necessity. We stepped out of the room, squinting in the harsh sunlight. The day was already heating up, the air around us shimmering with the promise of a scorching journey ahead.

We had no phones, no way to call for help. The men had taken everything–our connection to the outside world, our sense of security. All we had now were the clothes on our backs, the water in our bags, and each other.

As we started walking, the gravel crunched under our feet, a steady rhythm that punctuated our silent resolve. The road stretched out before us, a seemingly endless ribbon of asphalt that shimmered in the heat.

I could feel the sun on my skin, the relentless heat a constant reminder of the challenge ahead. My mouth was already dry, a stark contrast to the sweat that began to bead on my forehead. The weight of the water on my back was a constant presence, both a burden and a lifeline.
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We walked in silence, each lost in our own thoughts. I couldn't help but wonder how I had ended up here, walking along a deserted road with a man I barely knew, fleeing from an unseen danger. It felt surreal, like a scene from a movie I never would have cast myself in.

But as we walked, the rhythm of our steps became a meditation, a focus that pushed the fear and uncertainty to the back of my mind. There was only the road, the weight of the water, and the shared determination to keep moving forward.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS WE TRUDGED ALONG the desolate road, the sun beating down mercilessly, a thought suddenly struck me. "Why don't I just withdraw using my ID? Imago Banks are everywhere, and I do have some money with them."

Arthur glanced at me, his expression a mix of hope and skepticism.

"Didn't they take your ID too?"

I cursed under my breath. "Damn, yeah, you're right." It was a fleeting hope, dashed as quickly as it had arisen.

The road seemed to stretch on forever, a relentless expanse of asphalt and heat. Our footsteps were sluggish, the weight of exhaustion setting in. That's when Arthur broke the silence again.
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"I'm starving. I've got 10 dollars left." He pointed towards a building in the distance.

"Look, Venus Club. Maybe they have food?"

As we approached, the Venus Club revealed itself to be a unique blend of a diner and a nightclub, complete with a stage. The exterior was flamboyantly decorated, beckoning weary travelers with the promise of a respite from the road.

The moment we entered, the atmosphere hit us–a vibrant mix of music and laughter, the air rich with the aroma of greasy diner food and the faint hint of perfume. The interior was a spectacle in itself, adorned with mannequins in various poses and wait staff who were as flamboyant as the decor.

"Welcome, welcome! Oooh, hot guys coming through!" one of the waiters exclaimed, leading us to a booth with a swish of his apron.

We slid into the booth, the vinyl seats sticking slightly to our skin. The place was an eclectic mix of a regular diner and something more theatrical, the stage hinting at performances that were likely as colorful as the establishment itself.

As we perused the menu, the lively chatter and clinking of cutlery around us felt strangely comforting. It was a stark contrast to the tense silence and isolation of the road.

"Never thought I'd end up in a place like this," I murmured, a half-smile on my face as I observed the lively scene around us.

Arthur chuckled, his eyes scanning the menu.

The waiter sashayed back to our table, pad in hand, ready to take our order. His energy was infectious, a whirlwind of positivity in what had been a day of uncertainties.
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We ordered the cheapest items on the menu, trying to make the most of Arthur's last ten dollars. The food arrived quickly, simple but satisfying. Every bite felt like a luxury after the hours of walking under the scorching sun.

Our grilled cheese sandwiches were in front of us—the voices and music around created a lively, almost surreal backdrop. The sandwiches were simple, yet somehow exactly what we needed—the cheese stretching with each bite, the bread toasted to a golden brown.

Our conversation was interrupted by a loud, agitated voice that cut through the diner's ambient noise. I turned to see a tall, striking transgender woman on her phone. She was unmistakably angry, her words sharp and filled with frustration.

"This is the fifth time you've cancelled! I'm done with you!" she exclaimed into the phone, her voice a mix of hurt and defiance.

Immediately, a group of people, her posse, converged around her. They were like planets orbiting a sun, their attention entirely focused on her. One fanned her with a menu, another offered a glass of water, while a third gave comforting pats on her back.

"What are you looking at!" she snapped, catching Arthur and me staring. Her eyes were a storm of emotions, commanding yet vulnerable.

I felt a jolt of fear and quickly averted my gaze, giving Arthur a knowing look. This was not our world, and we were out of our element.

Arthur, with more courage than I felt, replied, "Sorry, we didn't mean to intrude."

One of her entourage, a man with a flair for dramatics, chimed in, "Madam Sasha doesn't need any more drama today, thank you very much."

Another added, "She's the queen here. You'd do well to remember that."

Sasha, now known as Madam Sasha to us, sighed heavily, her anger seeming to deflate a little. "It's not your fault," she said, her tone softening.

"Just tired of unreliable people."

Her group continued to buzz around her, offering words of support and reassurance. "You're too good for them, Madam," one said, while another added, "Their loss, Sasha."

Sasha's presence was magnetic, even in her distress. She was a figure of strength and vulnerability, a person commanding respect and exuding charisma.

Soon enough, she approached our table with the grace and confidence of someone who owned the room.
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“Ya’ll look like a hot mess,” she declared, her eyes appraising us with a mix of humor and a hint of disdain.

Then, leaning in closer, she sniffed the air around us and recoiled slightly, her expression one of mock offense.

“Was there a drought I didn’t know about?”

I could feel my face heating up, a blush creeping up my neck. We must have looked and smelled like we had been running for our lives–which, in a sense, we had.

“But this one,” she said, pointing at me, “he’s workable.” She beckoned me to stand up. I complied, feeling like a specimen under a microscope.

As I stood there, she circled me, her eyes scrutinizing every detail.

“Aha!” she exclaimed, as if she had made a groundbreaking discovery. She looked me in the eye, her expression serious yet playful.

“How’d you like a trip to L.A. and a thousand dollars?”

I blinked, taken aback. “Huh? What do you mean?”

She waved a dismissive hand. “The phone call, remember? That was one of my talents. The bitch cancelled–he has a hangover. I need someone to compete in the Miss Venus Club tonight. Those are the prizes. I get thirty percent.”

I was dumbfounded. “But I’m a guy,” I stammered, my mind struggling to keep up with the bizarre turn of events.

“Tonight, you won’t be,” she said with a wink.

Arthur, who had been quietly observing, shyly interjected, “Gab… this is exactly what we need.”

Madam Sasha gave us a knowing look.

“You have one hour to think about it.” She then yelled across the room, “Harry!”

A waiter hurried over. “Give these boys a real meal, on me,” she instructed, then sashayed away, calling over her shoulder, “We’ll be backstage! I don’t have a lot of time!”

As she disappeared, the sensory overload of the club came rushing back–the smell of frying bacon, the chatter of patrons, the eclectic music playing over the speakers. I sat down, my mind a whirlpool of thoughts.
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Arthur looked at me, his eyes shining with a mixture of excitement and urgency. “This could be our ticket out of here. L.A. and a thousand dollars… well, seven hundred.”

I was torn. The idea was ludicrous, out of character, and utterly terrifying. Yet, there was an undeniable thrill to it, a chance to step into a world so different from my own.

As Harry brought over heaping plates of food, the aroma of hearty meals momentarily distracted me from the decision at hand. I looked at the food, then at Arthur, and finally in the direction Madam Sasha had gone.

One hour to decide. The clock was ticking, and with it, the chance to leap into the unknown or retreat into the safety of predictability.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

AS WE SAT AT THE TABLE, the tension between Arthur and me was palpable. The absurdity of Madam Sasha's proposition hung in the air like a thick fog, making it hard to focus on anything else. We waited for the food she ordered, our minds racing, our emotions a tangled mess.

"I can't believe we're even considering this," I muttered, my voice laced with disbelief.

Arthur shot me a frustrated look. "It's our only shot, Gab. We need to get to L.A., and we need the money."

I could feel the frustration boiling inside me. "But this? It's ridiculous. I'm an archeologist, for God's sake, not a... a drag queen."

"Our situation is ridiculous," he retorted.

"And in case you've forgotten, I'm the reason you're still alive."

That hit a nerve. "Alive and doing what, Arthur? Running for our lives, about to strut on a stage in a dress? This is not what I had in mind when I woke up that morning."

We fell into a sullen silence, each lost in our thoughts, neither willing to bridge the growing gap between us. The sound of sizzling from the kitchen and the murmur of conversations around us filled the void, a stark contrast to our quiet standoff.

Then the food arrived, carried over by a cheerful Harry, who seemed blissfully unaware of the tension at our table. He laid out the plates in front of us - bacon, eggs, toast, and hash browns, a feast for the senses. The smell of the bacon was particularly enticing, its rich aroma wafting up and teasing my nostrils.
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We both stared at the food, neither of us making a move to eat. It was as if the first bite would somehow seal our decision, make it real.

Finally, my stomach won over my pride. I reached out tentatively and took a small bite of the bacon. The savory flavor exploded in my mouth, a reminder of normalcy in an otherwise chaotic situation.

Arthur couldn't help but laugh at my hesitant gesture, the sound breaking the tension between us. He dug into his own plate, and soon we were both eating, the act bringing a sense of calm and clarity.

As we ate, the absurdity of our situation seemed to lessen, or perhaps it just became more acceptable. The warmth of the food in my belly, the comforting taste and texture, it all helped ground me.

Finally, with a full stomach and a clearer mind, I looked at Arthur.

"Okay," I said, a sense of resignation mixed with a bizarre sense of excitement in my voice.

"I'll do it. But no one, and I mean no one, should ever know about this."

He nodded, a grin spreading across his face. "Deal. Your secret's safe with me."

As we finished our meal, the reality of what I had agreed to do began to sink in. I was about to step way out of my comfort zone, into a world I never knew existed.

Without wasting another moment, we stood up, our chairs scraping against the floor, and hurried to find Madam Sasha. The diner's atmosphere buzzed around us, a lively blend of music, conversation, and the clinking of dishes. The air was filled with the smell of coffee and frying food, a comforting backdrop to the surreal turn our lives had taken.

We found Madam Sasha backstage, surrounded by an entourage of vibrant personalities. The area was a whirlwind of activity–people adjusting costumes, applying makeup, and rehearsing lines. The air was thick with the scent of hairspray and the warmth of stage lights.
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"Sasha," Arthur called out, his voice cutting through the din.

She turned, her expression one of mild surprise, then delight.

"Ah, the archeologist decides to join the party!" she exclaimed, her voice a melody of amusement and intrigue.

I felt a wave of self-consciousness wash over me as all eyes turned in our direction.

"Yes, I'll do it," I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

Madam Sasha clapped her hands together, her eyes sparkling.

"Marvelous! Ladies, we have a new star for tonight!" Her announcement was met with cheers and whoops from her crew.

I stood there, feeling like a fish out of water, as Sasha's team began to swarm around me. They talked about costumes, makeup, and routines–a barrage of information that made my head spin.

One of them, a tall man with an artist's eye for detail, looked me over. "He's got potential," he mused, already envisioning the transformation.

Madam Sasha placed a hand on my shoulder, her touch surprisingly gentle. "Don't worry, darling. You're in good hands. We'll make a queen out of you yet."

I glanced at Arthur, seeking a semblance of normalcy in his familiar face. He gave me an encouraging nod, his smile saying, 'You've got this.'

As they led me to a chair and began the process of my transformation, I took a deep breath. The air was a mix of excitement and nervous energy, palpable and infectious. I closed my eyes for a moment, letting the reality sink in.

Madam Sasha and her team of seasoned drag queens encircled me once more, their eyes appraising my every feature with the critical gaze of sculptors sizing up a block of marble. The air was thick with the scents of cosmetics and perfumes, a cacophony of fragrances that seemed to mark the boundary of this new, unfamiliar world.

"Well, the first thing we need to do is deal with all this," one of them said, gesturing at my face and body hair.

I swallowed nervously. "Deal with it how?"

Madam Sasha smiled, her expression a blend of mischief and reassurance.

"Honey, you can't be a queen with a five o'clock shadow. We need to make you smooth as silk."

The process was nothing short of an ordeal. I was led to a small makeshift salon area backstage, the space lit by bright, unforgiving lights. One of the queens, who introduced herself as Marcella, took charge of my transformation.

"You're in good hands, sugar," she assured me, her voice as smooth as the creams and lotions she began to lay out in front of me.
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The sensation of the hair removal cream was the first shock. It tingled on my skin, a strange, cold sensation that made me squirm in my seat. Marcella tutted, telling me to stay still.

"Beauty is… patience, darling," she said with a wink.

As the cream did its work, I could feel every hair follicle protest, the sensation both weird and slightly uncomfortable. The smell of the cream was clinical, almost antiseptic, a stark contrast to the floral and sweet scents that filled the rest of the room.

After what seemed like an eternity, Marcella wiped the cream off, revealing skin that hadn't seen the light of day in years. The sensation of the cloth against my newly bare skin was startling-it felt too sensitive, too exposed.

"Look at you!" Marcella exclaimed, her tone one of triumph.

"Smooth as a baby's bottom."

I looked at my reflection in the mirror, barely recognizing myself. The transformation was startling, a visual confirmation that there was no going back now.

The physical changes were just the beginning.

After Marcella declared victory over my facial hair, I naïvely thought the worst was over. But then, with a glint in her eye that spelled trouble, she said, “Honey, we’ve only just begun. Let’s see what else is hiding under those clothes.”

Reluctantly, I shed my shirt, revealing a chest that hadn't seen a razor in... well, ever. Marcella’s eyebrows shot up, a mix of delight and challenge. “Oh, we’re in for a treat,” she chuckled, her hands almost gleefully rubbing together.

The cream was cold and gooey, slathered generously across my chest. Every brush of her hand sent shivers down my spine, the sensation alien and uncomfortable. I winced as she spread it, the cream feeling like a foreign invader on my skin.

“Hold still, darling,” Marcella cooed, as I squirmed under her ministrations.

“You can’t rush perfection.”

The smell was overpowering, the chemical scent clashing with the otherwise fragrant backstage area. I couldn’t help but grimace, the whole situation feeling more like a bizarre medical procedure than a step towards glamour.

Once my chest was sufficiently covered, Marcella moved to my arms.

“Can’t have a queen with hairy arms, now can we?” she teased. I could only offer a half-hearted chuckle in response, my mind reeling at how quickly things had escalated.

The cream on my arms tingled, a sensation that made me acutely aware of every hair being targeted. It felt like an army of tiny ants marching over my skin, an unnerving sensation that had me clenching my fists.

Then came the legs. By this point, I was resigned to my fate, lying back as Marcella worked her way down. The cold cream felt even stranger against the hairs on my legs, the sensation of it being applied oddly reminiscent of painting a wall–if the wall were sensitive and prone to involuntary twitches.
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“Almost done,” Marcella assured me, though her tone suggested she was enjoying this far more than I was.

“Just one last area.”

I gulped. “One last area?”

She nodded, a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“The back, darling. We can’t have our queen looking like a werewolf from behind, now can we?”

As she slathered the cream on my back, I couldn’t help but think about how my life had taken such an absurd turn. Here I was, an archeologist turned unwilling drag queen, getting a full-body hair removal in a nightclub's backstage.

The sensation of the cream being wiped off was both a relief and a revelation. My skin, now devoid of its natural covering, felt exposed and vulnerable – but also oddly smooth and new.

I looked at myself in the mirror, a strange, hairless version of myself staring back. Marcella stood beside me, her work complete, a proud smile on her face.

“You’re going to be fabulous,” she declared, her confidence infectious.

I managed a smile, though it felt more like a grimace.

“If you say so,” I replied, my voice tinged with a mix of disbelief and reluctant anticipation.

Madam Sasha entered the room, her hair set in an array of rollers, a queen overseeing her court.

"Bravo! The werewolf's dead," she announced, surveying my newly hairless form. The room erupted in laughter, the sound a mix of camaraderie and playful teasing.

"Now, darling," Sasha said, turning her attention to me, "the most important lesson for any queen—walking in heels."

A pair of alarmingly high stilettos was presented to me, their shiny surface seemingly mocking my impending struggle. I stared at them as if they were instruments of torture rather than footwear.

Slipping my feet into them felt like trying to tame wild animals. The shoes were tight and unforgiving, my feet instantly protesting their confined space.

"Stand up, dear," Sasha instructed, her voice a blend of encouragement and no-nonsense authority.

I obeyed, albeit shakily. The world seemed to tilt at an odd angle, the ground suddenly feeling too far away. My first steps were clumsy, more of a stagger than a walk. The sensation was unnerving; I felt like a newborn deer, unsteady and vulnerable.

"Head up, shoulders back, now glide," Sasha directed, demonstrating a walk that seemed to defy physics.

I tried to mimic her, but my body didn't cooperate. Each step was a battle, my ankles wobbling precariously. I stumbled, my arms flailing in a desperate bid for balance.

"Easy there!" Sasha exclaimed, catching me before I could take an embarrassing tumble.
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"It takes practice, love. Let's try again."

Arthur watched from the sidelines, his face a mixture of amusement and support. He offered cheers and claps, his encouragement a small comfort in my ordeal.

Sasha wasn't just teaching me to walk; she was instructing me on the art of presence.

"Poise, darling, poise!" she kept saying. "A queen is always in control."

We moved on to posing, an exercise in grace and self-assurance I never knew existed. Each pose felt awkward, my body struggling to find the elegance and confidence that seemed second nature to Sasha.

"Chin up, darling. You're not inspecting the ground; you're commanding the room," she corrected me time and time again.

My protests were met with Sasha’s unyielding determination.

"No queen worth her crown ever said it was easy," she said, a stern yet encouraging mentor.

As the hours passed, my initial clumsiness began to give way to a begrudging proficiency. The heels felt less like foes and more like challenging allies. My poses, while far from perfect, started to carry a hint of the elegance Sasha embodied.

"Break time, everyone!" Madam Sasha announced, her voice cutting through the flurry of activity and instruction. The relief was palpable, as if the air itself exhaled along with us.

Arthur approached with a cold bottle of water, the condensation beading on the surface.

"You're doing great," he said, handing it to me. The bottle was refreshingly cool against my skin, a stark contrast to the warmth and exertion of the past few hours.

I took a long, satisfying gulp, the water cascading down my throat, instantly rejuvenating.

"Thanks," I managed between breaths, "I never knew walking could be so... intense."

Arthur laughed. "You're a natural. Sasha's turning you into a pro."

I shook my head, still finding it hard to believe.

"A pro in heels, maybe. But I feel like I'm in some sort of alternate reality."

"It's all about stepping out of your comfort zone, right?" he said, a hint of admiration in his voice.

Just then, Madam Sasha called out again, "Back to it, ladies!"

I stood up, steadying myself in the heels that were slowly becoming less foreign. With newfound confidence, I focused on Sasha’s earlier instructions – chin up, shoulders back, glide.

To my surprise, my body responded with a semblance of grace. My strides were more assured, the poise more natural. The room watched, and when I finished my walk, applause broke out, a chorus of approval and encouragement.

"We have a winner!" Sasha exclaimed, a proud smile on her face.

"But the two of you are badly in need of a shower."

Laughter filled the room, a moment of light-heartedness amidst the rigor of preparation. I was grateful for the chance to wash away the sweat and strain of the day.
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The shower was a sensory relief–the hot water cascading over my skin, washing away layers of physical and mental exertion. The steam enveloped me, a fog of warmth and cleansing. I could almost feel the tension and fatigue being rinsed away, down the drain with the soap and water.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

FRESH FROM THE SHOWER, Arthur and I, each with a towel wrapped securely around our waists, re-entered the bustling backstage area. Madam Sasha glanced at us, an amused smirk playing on her lips.

"Nothing I haven't seen before, boys," she quipped, her tone light but commanding.

She handed Arthur a set of male clothes and tossed me a feminine bathrobe, its silky fabric a stark contrast to the rough towel I had been clutching.

"No time to waste," she announced, her eyes scanning the room, orchestrating the chaos like a master conductor.

As I slipped into the robe, the fabric felt smooth and cool against my skin, a sensation both foreign and oddly comforting. Arthur, now dressed, gave me an encouraging nod, his own transformation less dramatic but no less significant.

The skincare preparation began, a necessary preamble to the makeup. Each product had a distinct texture and scent-cleansers that smelled of citrus, toners with a hint of rose, moisturizers that felt like liquid silk. My skin, usually only acquainted with soap and water, was being pampered in ways I never imagined.

"Now, the makeup," Sasha declared.

"We're not just painting a face; we're sculpting an illusion."
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Her team gathered around, armed with an arsenal of cosmetics. There were brushes of all shapes and sizes, palettes of colors I couldn’t name, and tubes and pots of mysterious concoctions.

As they worked, Sasha and her posse explained each step.

"Foundation first, to create a blank canvas," one said, applying the liquid with expert strokes.

"Concealer-because God knows we all have things to hide," another quipped, dabbing it under my eyes.

Sasha took over for the contouring, her hands deft and assured.

"We're carving out cheekbones where none exist, dear," she explained, her brush dancing across my skin. The sensation was ticklish, a feathery touch that made me want to squirm.

The transformation was mesmerizing. I watched in the mirror as my features softened, sharpened, changed. My face became a landscape, valleys and peaks emerging under Sasha’s skilled hands.

"Blush for a healthy glow, and don't forget to smile while applying-it finds the apples of your cheeks," one of the queens instructed, demonstrating a theatrical grin.

"Eyeshadow-where the real magic happens," another added, selecting colors that seemed bold and outlandish. The brushes felt like tiny feathers against my eyelids, the colors blending to create depth and drama.

"Let's not forget those lips," Sasha said, holding up a tube of lipstick like a prize.

"Bold and beautiful, darling."

As my lips were painted, I was struck by the transformation's power. It was more than makeup; it was a metamorphosis. The person in the mirror was familiar yet entirely new, a version of myself I had never envisioned.

Throughout the process, there was laughter, jokes, and a sense of shared experience. These artists were not just changing how I looked; they were showing me a new way to see myself.

I stared at my reflection, utterly captivated by the person looking back at me. "I... I can't believe it. Is that really me?" My voice was a mix of awe and disbelief.

Madam Sasha stood behind me, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

"Believe it, darling. That's the power of makeup."

I continued to examine my transformed face, each feature artfully enhanced, yet something felt amiss. Hesitantly, I voiced my concern.

"I like it but..."

"But?" Sasha and her posse echoed in unison, their eyebrows arching in a theatrical display of curiosity.

I glanced frantically at the array of lipsticks on the table, my hand reaching for a shade of pink that seemed to call out to me.
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"I think pink will look better on me," I said, my voice a mix of apology and assertion.

Taking the lipstick, I carefully applied it myself, the texture smooth and the color a soft, inviting shade of pink. It felt empowering, adding my own touch to the transformation.

Sasha watched me, a smile slowly spreading across her face.

"Look at you, making choices. I'm proud of you, honey."

The final piece of the transformation was the wig. Sasha held it up with a flourish–a magnificent creation that screamed Rita Hayworth glamour. She carefully positioned it on my head, adjusting it with an artist's touch.

As the wig settled into place, my appearance underwent its final metamorphosis. The soft curls framed my face, adding an aura of classic Hollywood elegance.

I caught Arthur's reflection in the mirror, his expression one of sheer amazement. His eyes were wide, his mouth slightly agape, as if he couldn't reconcile the person he knew with the figure before him.

"Wow, Gab," Arthur finally managed to say, his voice a mix of shock and admiration.
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"You look... different."

I turned my head, watching the wig's curls move with me, feeling their weight and texture. It was like wearing a crown, a symbol of a newfound identity, however temporary it might be.

Sitting there, surrounded by the buzz of excitement and the scent of hairspray and makeup, I felt a surge of confidence. I was no longer just Gabriel, the archeologist, or Gab, the man whose life had taken a sudden detour.

I was something more, a blend of my own essence and the persona we had created.

As I stood up, taking in my full appearance, a sense of completeness washed over me.

"I'm ready," I said, my voice steady and sure. The room erupted in cheers and applause, a chorus of support and excitement for the evening ahead.

Madam Sasha, with a playful yet authoritative air, shooed Arthur away from the dressing area.

"No men allowed now; she's about to dress up!" she announced, her hands fluttering like a theatrical dismissal.

I couldn't help but chuckle at the scene, feeling a mix of nervous excitement and surreal disbelief at the evening's turn.

"Now, let's get you into your ensemble," Sasha said, her voice a blend of excitement and focus. The first item was a corset, its fabric smooth and cool to the touch. As it wrapped around my torso, I felt an immediate transformation. The tightness was unfamiliar, a constricting embrace that sculpted my body into a more traditionally feminine form.

"The key to a queen's silhouette," one of the queens commented as she pulled the strings tighter. My breathing adjusted to the corset's pressure, each inhale and exhale more deliberate.

Next came the lingerie, delicate and intricate. The fabric was a whisper against my skin, a sensation both foreign and intoxicating. I was being adorned, layer by layer, into a character I never knew I could embody.

“Oh!” Madam Sasha let out after seeing my member dangling between my legs.

“Quite gifted,” she jested.

“Too bad, we’d have to hide it tonight.”

And just like that, I found out how painful it was to tuck my dick and balls with packaging tape. After moments of literal push and pulling, the gown was a masterpiece, its fabric cascading down in a symphony of color and texture.

Slipping into it, I felt like I was stepping into a different world. The gown hugged my newly sculpted form, its weight a constant reminder of the transformation.

“Woah, woah, woah,” I said—watching my old self swiftly fade away.

Gloves came next, sliding over my arms like a second skin. They were elegant, their length adding a touch of classic grace to the ensemble.

The final touch was the stilettos, now familiar yet still daunting. They were encrusted with crystals, catching the light with every tentative step I took. The sensation of being elevated, both literally and figuratively, was exhilarating.

As I stood there, fully dressed, a murmur of approval rippled through the room. I looked in the mirror, hardly recognizing the figure before me.

“Gab, Gabby, Gabriel, I don’t like the ring of it,” Madam Sasha said.

“How about…”

"Bree," Sasha followed, rolling the name off her tongue.
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"Elegant, simple, and unforgettable."

The name resonated with me, a newfound identity for the night. As Bree, I felt a sense of liberation, a freedom to explore a part of myself that had always been hidden.

"Tonight, you're not just Gabriel; you're Bree," one of the queens said, her voice both encouraging and conspiratorial.

I nodded, taking a deep breath. The corset restricted the movement, a constant reminder of the transformation. The gown rustled with each movement, a sound that was both foreign and enchanting.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

CLAD IN A STRIKING RED one-piece swimsuit that clung to my new silhouette, I stood backstage, practicing my walk under Madam Sasha's watchful eye. The swimsuit felt like a second skin, its fabric cool and smooth against my transformed figure.

As Bree, each step was a delicate balance, a dance between newfound grace and lingering apprehension.

"Remember, darling, each step is a statement," Sasha instructed, her eyes following my every move.
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I took a deep breath, the tightness of the corset dictating the rhythm of my breathing. With each step, the heels clicked against the floor, a steady beat in the chaotic symphony of backstage preparations.

That's when I noticed the other contestants, a parade of flamboyance and confidence. Their gazes were sharp, appraising, and not entirely friendly. They were adorned in an array of colors and styles, each accompanied by a manager or assistant fussing over them.

Whispers and sideways glances were exchanged as they eyed me, the newcomer, with a mix of curiosity and undisguised jealousy. Their catty remarks, though spoken in hushed tones, were not quiet enough.

"Look at the new fish, trying to swim with the sharks," one sneered, her voice dripping with condescension.

"More like a guppy in a sea of piranhas," another added, her laugh sharp and unkind.

Their words were like needles, pricking at my already mounting nerves. My heart pounded in my chest, a rapid drumbeat that seemed to echo in my ears. The air was thick with the scent of hairspray and perfume, a fragrant fog that did little to ease my growing anxiety.

I tried to focus on Sasha's guidance, her voice a steady anchor in the storm of backstage politics.

"Ignore them, Bree. You're here to shine, not to play in the dirt with them."

But it was hard to ignore the glares, the snide comments that continued to flow like poisoned honey. The heat of the lights and the close quarters of the backstage area only amplified the intensity of the moment.

I caught a glimpse of myself in one of the many mirrors. The reflection showed Bree, poised and elegant, but behind the makeup and the facade, I could see Gabriel's uncertainty peeking through.

Sasha must have noticed my faltering because she placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"You're stronger than their words. Show them what you're made of."

Her words bolstered my resolve. I straightened my back, adjusted the swimsuit, and focused on the persona I had embraced. Bree was more than a costume; she was a manifestation of courage, a character who could walk through fire and emerge unscathed.

With renewed determination, I practiced my walk again, each step a defiance of the negativity around me. The heels clicked, the swimsuit shimmered, and Bree began to outshine the doubts and jeers.
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As I walked with a newfound confidence, it wavered momentarily when my eyes landed on a beautiful blonde contestant. She was the epitome of glamour in her swimsuit, her figure an immaculate hourglass, her chest pronounced in a way that seemed to defy gravity.

"That ungrateful witch," Sasha hissed under her breath, her gaze fixed on the blonde.

Sensing a story, I leaned in. "Who is she?"

"Her name's Susan La Fierce," Sasha whispered back, her tone laced with a mix of disdain and regret.

"She was once my protégé. Now, she's thrown her lot in with Deena Crystals, my old rival and nemesis."

I couldn't help but ask, "Are her... you know, are they real?"

Sasha shook her head.

"It's a breastplate. Surgeries and procedures aren’t allowed in this competition; it's strictly drag. All smoke and mirrors."

"But she's so convincing," I remarked, unable to hide my admiration.

As if on cue, Susan La Fierce sauntered over, her confidence radiating like a beacon.

"I know, I'm amazing," she said, her voice dripping with arrogance. "You can stop staring now. Or better yet," she glanced around the room, her eyes settling on each of us in turn, "ya'll can quit now."

Sasha bristled, stepping forward.

"The only thing quitting tonight will be your charade of talent, darling."

The tension was palpable, the air thick with the scent of competition and the underlying notes of rivalry. Susan's presence was commanding, her beauty undeniable, but her arrogance cast a shadow that seemed to loom over us and the other contestants.
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I felt a surge of anger, not just at her words, but at the whole situation. Here I was, Gabriel, thrust into this world of glitz and animosity, yet something within me refused to back down. Bree, my alter ego, became more than just a disguise; she was my armor, my strength.

Susan's laughter cut through the tension. "Please, Sasha, save your drama for the stage."

As she walked away, her swagger a clear challenge, I felt the anger simmering within me turn into fuel. A fire was lit, not just to compete, but to prove myself against all odds.

I turned to Sasha, my resolve hardened.

"She's not going to scare me off," I declared, my voice steady.

Sasha smiled, a mixture of pride and defiance.

"That's the spirit, Bree. Tonight, we're not just here to participate; we're here to conquer."


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

BACKSTAGE, the air was electric with tension, a stark contrast to the orchestrated glamour of the pageant. As I prepared to step out in my swimsuit, I caught Arthur's eye. There was a complexity in his gaze, a tangle of admiration and something deeper, something he seemed to be wrestling with internally.

"Break a leg, Bree," he said, his voice betraying a hint of something more than just friendly encouragement.

I nodded, feeling a strange flutter in my stomach. Arthur's attention, so different now than before, added another layer of complexity to an already overwhelming night.

Then, the pop hit Superstar by Jamelia started playing. The lights were on, the crowd was roaring, and everyone wanted to get a glimpse of the beautiful ladies.

“Eleven!” Arthur screamed—referring to my number.
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“Tamara Lopez, 22, Nevada!” one contestant introduced.

As I made my way onto the stage, the lights blinding and the crowd a distant roar, my heart pounded with a mix of excitement and fear.

Halfway down the catwalk, just as I was finding my rhythm, chaos erupted. One of the contestants, a few steps ahead of me, suddenly stumbled and fell. Murmurs rippled through the audience. In a split second, I had to decide: step around her or help. Instinctively, I bent down to offer a hand.

"Careful, darling," she hissed as I helped her up, her voice laced with venom rather than gratitude.

"This is a competition, not a charity gala."

Her words stung, but I didn't let them derail me. I continued my walk, each step a defiance of the cutthroat atmosphere around me.

As I returned backstage, rumors of sabotage began to circulate. Whispers of greased stage floors and tampered heels filled the air, a toxic mix of suspicion and accusation.

"Don't let them get to you," Sasha said, noticing my discomfort.

"Stay focused. This is just part of the game."

The gown round was up next, and as I changed into the elegant dress Sasha had chosen, I couldn't shake off the backstage drama. The gown felt like armor, a protective layer against the underhanded tactics of the competition.

Arthur's gaze found mine again as I stepped out for the gown round, his look one of concern and something akin to longing. It was disconcerting, his attention stirring emotions I wasn't prepared to confront amid the chaos of the pageant.

As I walked the stage, the gown flowing gracefully with each step, I could feel Arthur's eyes on me, his internal struggle almost palpable. It was as if he was seeing me–seeing Bree–for the first time, and it was both unnerving and exhilarating.

The atmosphere in the auditorium was charged, a palpable tension hanging in the air as the announcement of the top five contestants began. The bright lights of the stage bathed the contestants in a warm glow, casting dramatic shadows across the faces of the audience, their anticipation mirrored in their eager, upturned gazes.

The host, clad in a dazzling suit that sparkled under the stage lights, stepped forward with the envelope that held our fates.
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"Ladies and gentlemen, and everyone in between," he began, his voice booming through the auditorium, "it's time to announce our top five for the evening!"

The first name called was "Valentina Rose," a contestant known for her sultry performances and captivating presence. Cheers erupted from one section of the crowd, a wave of excitement washing over the room.

Next was "Lola Montez," a queen whose dance routines had left the audience spellbound. Her supporters whistled and clapped, adding to the growing cacophony.

The third name announced was "Missy Vixen," whose comedic timing and quick wit had won over both the audience and the judges. Her name was met with raucous laughter and applause.

Then came the moment that caused my heart to skip a beat.

"Susan La Fierce," the host declared. A mix of cheers and boos filled the auditorium, reflecting the controversial queen's polarizing effect.

The tension was almost unbearable as we awaited the final name. The host paused for dramatic effect, the silence in the auditorium so thick you could almost feel it. Then, with a flourish, he announced, "And our final contestant in the top five... Bree! Number eleven!"

A jolt of shock and elation shot through me. My name–Bree's name–echoed through the auditorium, followed by an eruption of cheers and applause. The noise was overwhelming, a tidal wave of sound that enveloped me.

The other contestants, those not called, offered strained smiles and polite applause, their disappointment thinly veiled. But in that moment, it was all background noise, a distant hum compared to the roaring in my ears.

As I stepped forward to join the top five, the bright stage lights seemed to shine just a bit more intensely, the applause sounding like thunder. The crowd's energy was electric, a living entity that fed the excitement of the moment.

I glanced over at Arthur, his face a mixture of shock and pride. His eyes met mine, and for a brief moment, it was as if we were the only two people in the room. His smile said more than words ever could.

The top five of us lined up on stage, the host preparing to move on to the final round. The air was thick with anticipation, the audience's excitement a palpable force that seemed to push us forward.

The question and answer round began, a crucial segment where poise and intellect were as important as beauty and talent. One by one, the contestants took their turn, answering questions that ranged from personal beliefs to social issues.

Susan La Fierce was first. Her response to a question about environmental activism was somewhat flimsy, masked with a flirtatious giggle that suggested she was playing it cute rather than addressing the topic seriously.

The next three contestants, Valentina, Lola, and Missy, gave answers that were competent but lacked a certain spark. They spoke on topics like community service and drag as an art form, their responses eliciting polite applause but lacking the impact to truly resonate with the audience.

Finally, it was my turn. My heart pounded in my chest as I stepped forward, the bright lights of the stage almost blinding. The host smiled encouragingly, then posed the question, "What is the most important quality that Miss Venus 2024 must possess?"
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I took a deep breath, the tightness of the corset reminding me to stand tall. "I believe," I began, just how Sasha instructed me to open my answer—my voice steady despite the nerves, "that the best quality Miss Venus should possess is the ability to see a diamond in the rough. Just like in my work as an archeologist, where we uncover hidden gems from beneath the surface, a true queen should be able to see the potential for change and growth in every situation and in every person. She should inspire others to transform, to reveal their true brilliance, just as a rough diamond becomes a stunning gem."

The crowd erupted in cheers, the applause thunderous. The reaction was overwhelming, a wave of approval and admiration that washed over me. I could hear shouts of "Wow!" and "Amazing answer!" echoing through the auditorium.

As I stepped back, joining the other contestants, I felt a surge of pride. My answer had come from the heart, a reflection of my own journey and the lessons I had learned along the way.

Sasha, watching from the wings, beamed with pride. Her eyes sparkled with tears of joy, her earlier composure giving way to open emotion. It was clear that my words had struck a chord, not just with the audience, but with her as well.

The other contestants looked at me with a newfound respect, their earlier cattiness replaced by nods of acknowledgment. Even Susan La Fierce, despite her earlier bravado, offered a small, grudging smile.

As the judges deliberated, the energy in the room was electric, a buzzing anticipation for the crowning moment. Regardless of the outcome, I knew that I had made an impact, that Bree had left her mark in a way that Gabriel never could have imagined.

This pageant, this foray into the world of drag, had been a journey of discovery, not just of a hidden persona but of a deeper understanding of myself. And as the host prepared to announce the winner, I stood tall, proud of the journey, the transformation, and the revelation that had unfolded on this incredible night.

The tension in the auditorium reached a fever pitch as the host prepared to announce the winners of Miss Venus 2024. The contestants stood hand-in-hand, a line of anticipation and hope. My heart was a drumbeat in my chest, each throb echoing the nervous energy around me.

"Second runner-up for Miss Venus 2024 is... Valentina Rose!" the host announced. Polite applause filled the room as Valentina graciously accepted her position, her smile bittersweet.

Now it was just Susan and me, our hands clasped, the suspense almost unbearable. In that moment of silence, she leaned in and whispered, her voice laced with venom, "You'll never win this. My boyfriend sponsored the whole thing. Sorry… not sorry."

Her words hit me like a cold wave. I was stunned, the revelation sending a chill down my spine. Before I could process it, the host's voice boomed through the auditorium.

"And the first runner-up is... hmm, that’s… erm..." There was a dramatic pause.

"Bree?"

A mix of emotions crashed over me. Disappointment, relief, disbelief. But the crowd's reaction was immediate and intense. Boos and shouts of disapproval filled the air, a chorus of dissent that reflected the unfairness of the situation.

Sasha, standing offstage, looked furious. Her face was a mask of outrage, her earlier pride replaced by a sense of betrayal. Arthur, too, had a look of disbelief, his eyes reflecting the shock that rippled through the audience.
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Susan, now crowned Miss Venus 2024, hurriedly took the crown and sash, her victory tainted by the crowd's reaction. She retreated from the stage amidst the chaos, her triumph overshadowed by controversy.

The host, caught in the middle of the uproar, tried to calm the audience, but his efforts were drowned out by the cacophony of boos and jeers.

Standing there, the first runner-up sash feeling heavy on my shoulders, I felt a whirlwind of emotions.

As I stepped off the stage, still reeling from the turn of events, Sasha and Arthur rushed towards me, their faces etched with concern.

"Are you ok?" Sasha asked, her eyes scanning my face for any sign of distress.

"Yeah, I'm... I'm fine," I replied, though my voice trembled slightly. The weight of disappointment was still settling in, a heavy cloak around my shoulders.

Backstage, the atmosphere was electric with anger and indignation. Sasha's posse, along with the other contestants, were in an uproar. The air was thick with a mix of perfumes and sweat, a tangible sign of the intense emotions and physical exertion of the night.

"It's a disgrace," one of Sasha’s team exclaimed.

"To think that corruption would taint something as sacred as Miss Venus!"

Arthur placed a comforting hand on my shoulder.

"You were amazing out there, no matter what happened," he said, his voice firm and reassuring.

I nodded, trying to take solace in his words. The backstage area was a blur of activity, with contestants removing makeup and costumes, their movements sharp with frustration.

In the midst of the turmoil, the owner of the club, a robust woman known for her no-nonsense attitude, stepped into the room.
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"Listen up, everyone," she announced, her voice cutting through the noise.

"I'm sorry about what happened. I'll never let that jerk sponsor anything here again. But hey, he left this as a consolation."

She held up a stack of bills, the gesture bringing a momentary silence to the room.

"I'm giving each of you $500," she continued, "and Bree, you get $1000."

The announcement was met with a mix of surprise and muted appreciation. The contestants lined up to receive their consolation prize, the crisp notes a small balm for the evening's injustice.

As the owner handed me the $1000, our eyes met.

"You deserved better tonight," she said sincerely.

"Keep shining, Bree."

I thanked her, the bills feeling foreign in my hands. The money was a consolation, yes, but the real prize had been the journey, the discovery, the courage to stand on that stage as Bree.

Sasha came over, her expression softening.

"You were a queen in every sense of the word tonight. Remember that."


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE CHAOS OF THE PAGEANT had faded into a quiet aftermath. Sasha assisted me in removing my makeup, her skilled hands gently wiping away layers of foundation, eyeshadow, and lipstick. The scent of the makeup remover was sharp, a clinical aroma that starkly contrasted with the sweet and floral perfumes of earlier.

As she worked, Sasha brought up the matter of her commission with a half-smile.

"So, about my thirty percent..."

I handed her the three hundred dollars, a small price for the incredible journey she had guided me through.

"You more than earned this, Sasha," I said, gratitude lining my words.

Sasha accepted the money, but her expression softened.
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"I'm sorry I don't have any boy clothes for you to wear back," she said, her eyes scanning the room. From a pile of garments, she picked up a simple yet elegant dress.

"You can wear this on your way home."

I hesitated, looking at the dress. "Oh..." was all I could muster, a mix of surprise and hesitation in my voice.

"You should give me your number," Sasha suggested, a twinkle in her eye.

"You never know when you might want to become Bree again."

As I began to remove the wig, feeling its weight and texture in my hands, Sasha stopped me. "Keep it," she said softly, "you deserve it. Consider it a memento of your bravery tonight."

Holding the wig in my hands, I felt a surge of emotions. It was more than just a prop; it was a symbol of the transformation I had undergone, both externally and internally.

"Thank you, Sasha," I said, my voice thick with emotion.

"For everything."

The process of demakeup was a slow unveiling, revealing the familiar features of Gabriel beneath the persona of Bree. Each wipe felt like a step back into my old self, yet something had fundamentally changed within me.

The air was filled with the sound of soft conversations and the rustling of costumes being packed away. The backstage area, once a frenzy of activity, now had a tranquil, almost reflective atmosphere.

As I put on the dress Sasha had given me, its fabric felt smooth against my skin, a comforting embrace. The dress was a bridge between Bree and Gabriel, a reminder that both identities were facets of the same person.

Soon after, Sasha and her posse gave me warm goodbyes, their hugs a comforting end to the night’s rollercoaster of emotions. As I lingered in the embrace of these newfound friends, I felt a sense of belonging that was both unexpected and heartwarming.

Just then, Arthur walked in, his eyes widening slightly at the sight of me still in the dress Sasha had provided.

"Oh, you're still in a dress," he remarked, a hint of amusement in his voice.

"Yeah, I have no clean clothes. Sasha gave this," I explained, feeling a tad self-conscious.

Arthur’s gaze shifted to the wig resting under my arm.

"Maybe you should put the wig back on," he suggested, his tone casual.

The idea of walking out in the real world dressed as Bree was nerve-wracking. The safety of the stage and the acceptance of the club felt a world away from the unpredictability of the streets at night.

Arthur seemed to sense my apprehension.

"Don't worry, you look convincing," he assured me.

"If I didn't know you, I'd definitely..."

"Definitely what?" I asked, my curiosity piqued, despite the nervousness.

Arthur shook his head, a slight blush coloring his cheeks.

"Come on, we have to hurry to catch the bus ride to L.A."

Taking a deep breath, I donned the wig, adjusting it to sit just right. The familiar weight and feel of it brought back a surge of Bree's confidence. However, looking down at my old leather shoes, a stark contrast to the elegant dress and wig, I was reminded of the duality of my situation.

As we stepped outside, the cool night air felt different against my skin, exposed by the dress. The sounds of the city at night, usually so familiar, now seemed louder, more immediate. I could feel the texture of the pavement through my shoes, a grounding sensation amidst the whirlwind of emotions.

Walking alongside Arthur, I was acutely aware of the glances from passersby. Some were indifferent, others curious, but thankfully none were hostile. His presence was reassuring, a reminder that I wasn't alone in this unconventional situation.

"If I didn't know you," I started, revisiting our earlier conversation as we walked, "what would you definitely...?"

Arthur chuckled, his gaze fixed ahead.

"I'd definitely think you were an intriguing stranger worth getting to know."

His words warmed me, a mix of comfort and something else, something new and undefined. The ambiguity of our relationship, so different now than before this journey, added a layer of complexity to the already challenging situation.
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As we reached the bus station, the bright fluorescent lights felt harsh after the dim ambiance of the club. I adjusted the wig self-consciously, aware of the curious looks from other travelers.

Waiting for the bus to L.A., I realized that this journey was more than just a physical one. And as we boarded, I took one last deep breath, bracing myself for the journey ahead.

The bus ride to L.A. began with a heavy silence hanging between Arthur and me. Each of us seemed lost in our thoughts, the events of the evening playing over in our minds. The tension was palpable, an unspoken mix of fatigue, relief, and a myriad of emotions we were still trying to process.

He finally attempted to break the ice.

"Glad we got the money, huh?" His voice was an attempt at casual conversation, but it wavered slightly, betraying his own discomfort with the silence.

"Yeah, me too," I responded, my voice echoing the same sentiment of forced normalcy. The words felt hollow, an inadequate summary of the whirlwind we had just experienced.

As the bus hummed along the highway, the soft murmur of other passengers and the rhythmic motion of the vehicle created a soothing backdrop. The conversation between us slowly picked up, small talk that skirted around the deeper issues we were all avoiding.

At some point, the exhaustion of the day caught up with Arthur. His head gradually leaned against my shoulder, his breathing deepening as he fell asleep. I stiffened at the contact, a mix of surprise and confusion coursing through me.

I'm not gay, I thought to myself, but why do I feel butterflies in my stomach?

This question looped in my mind, an unfamiliar and unsettling feeling. Part of me wanted to gently push him back, to restore some physical and emotional distance. Yet, as I glanced down at his face, peaceful in sleep and looking utterly drained, I couldn't bring myself to do it.

The warmth of his body against mine, the soft sound of his breathing, it all felt strangely comforting. There was a sense of intimacy in this simple contact, a connection that transcended the labels and boundaries I had always known.

As the miles passed and the night deepened outside the bus windows, I found my own eyes growing heavy. The gentle sway of the bus, the soft hum of the engine, and the quiet presence of

Arthur at my side lulled me into a light sleep.
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In that half-asleep state, my mind wandered through the events of the pageant, the transformation into Bree, the applause, the controversy, and now this–a moment of quiet connection with Arthur.

My thoughts were a jumble of questions and emotions, a tangle of identity, friendship, and something new, something unexplored.

Eventually, sleep fully claimed me, and I drifted off, my head resting gently against Arthur's. In that moment, on that bus ride to L.A., the barriers I had built around myself, the definitions I had clung to, all seemed to blur.

And in their place was a simple human connection, a shared vulnerability that needed no labels or explanations.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

THE BUS FINALLY PULLED into the Los Angeles terminal, a bustling hub of activity that felt worlds away from the quiet streets of my hometown. Arthur's excitement was palpable as we stepped off the bus, the warm California sun greeting us with its embrace.
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"This is it, Bree–welcome to L.A.!" Arthur exclaimed, his eyes shining with enthusiasm. He began to guide me through the streets, pointing out his favorite spots with a sense of pride.

"There's where I run every morning," he said, gesturing towards a scenic path that wound its way along a sun-drenched beach. "And over there's my favorite diner–best pancakes in the city."

As we walked, I couldn't help but feel out of place. Dressed in the elegant dress and wig, amidst the casual hustle and bustle of the city, I felt like a character out of a movie.

"Do I look ridiculous?" I asked, my voice tinged with nervousness.

Arthur glanced at me, a smile playing on his lips.

"Far from it," he assured me, then, in a bold move, he reached out and took my hand.

His grip was warm and reassuring, sending a pleasant shiver up my spine. Holding hands with him during daylight as we walked through the streets of L.A. was a surreal experience, one that stirred a mixture of excitement and apprehension within me.

Eventually, we arrived at a luxury condo building, its facade a blend of modern glass and steel. The doorman greeted him with a familiar nod, a sign of his regular presence in the building.

I followed him into the lobby, my senses taking in the opulent surroundings. The air was filled with a subtle fragrance, a mix of polish and fresh flowers. The sound of our footsteps echoed slightly on the marble floor, a sharp contrast to the soft rustle of my dress.

"Which floor?" I asked as we approached the elevator.
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“Where else?” he smugly jested.

He pressed the button marked 'P' for the penthouse. My heart skipped a beat at the realization. The penthouse? The word echoed in my mind, a symbol of luxury and success far beyond my usual world.

As the elevator ascended, I took a deep breath, trying to calm the whirlwind of thoughts swirling in my mind. Arthur's world was a stark contrast to mine, a place of privilege and polish I had never experienced.

The elevator dinged softly, announcing our arrival at the penthouse. The doors slid open, revealing a glimpse into a life that was about to unfold in ways I couldn't have imagined.

As we stood before the grand double doors of the penthouse, I couldn’t help but marvel at the sheer opulence of it all. The doors themselves were a work of art, polished to a high shine and imposing in their size.

Curiosity piqued, I turned to Arthur.

"Where are your neighbors?" I asked, my voice echoing slightly in the expansive hallway.

Arthur chuckled, a twinkle in his eye.

"I own the whole floor," he said nonchalantly as he approached a sleek panel beside the door.

He entered a series of numbers, followed by his fingerprint, and finally leaned forward for a retina scan. I watched in awe. The technology seemed straight out of a sci-fi movie.

The doors clicked and swung open silently, revealing an interior that took my breath away. The penthouse was a masterpiece of modern luxury-vast, open-plan spaces bathed in natural light from floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a panoramic view of the Los Angeles skyline.

The air was scented with something subtle yet expensive, a fragrance that spoke of wealth and meticulous care. My footsteps felt muffled on the plush carpet as I followed Arthur inside, my eyes darting around to take in every detail.
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The living area was proof to luxury and style, with sleek, comfortable furniture arranged in an inviting layout. Art pieces, undoubtedly worth fortunes, adorned the walls-abstract paintings and intricate sculptures that added character and color to the space.

Arthur led me on a tour, his voice filled with a mix of pride and nonchalance.

"This piece is from a contemporary artist in Paris," he explained, gesturing towards a vibrant painting that dominated one wall.

I felt a sense of disbelief wash over me. Just days ago, Arthur had looked like a vagrant in need of help, and now here he was, the owner of this incredible place. The contrast was jarring, a puzzle that my mind struggled to piece together.

Each room we entered was more impressive than the last-a state-of-the-art kitchen with gleaming appliances, a home theater that rivaled professional cinemas, and a library that was a book lover’s dream.

"What do you think?" Arthur asked, watching my reactions closely.

"It’s... incredible," I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. The realization that the man I had rescued, who had seemed so vulnerable, was in fact a person of immense wealth and taste, was overwhelming.

As I wandered through the penthouse, touching the cool, smooth surfaces of marble countertops and the soft, plush fabrics of the furniture, I couldn’t shake the feeling of having stepped into another world. The high-tech amenities, the exquisite art, the breathtaking views-it was all a far cry from my own simple life.

"Where's your family?" I asked, the question slipping out amidst our conversation.

Arthur paused, his expression clouding over with a shadow of sadness. "They're all gone," he said quietly, his voice tinged with a blend of resignation and pain.

"I'm sorry," I murmured, the weight of his words hanging heavily between us.

In a spontaneous gesture, driven by a shared sense of loss and understanding, we embraced. The hug was a comfort, a mutual recognition of the solitudes we each carried. But then, something shifted.

The hug, a comforting gesture, unexpectedly transformed as Arthur's lips met mine. The kiss was tentative at first, an exploration, a question asked and answered without words.
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"I've never kissed a man before," I confessed breathlessly as our lips parted.

"And I've never kissed someone like you," Arthur murmured, his voice a low rumble, filled with a mix of desire and awe.

His hands, strong and assertive, pressed my palms against the cool wall. The contrast of his masculine strength and my vulnerability heightened the electricity between us. His fingers traced the contour of my jaw, sending shivers down my spine.

The air around us was charged with a new energy, a tension that was both exhilarating and unnerving. His presence was commanding, his masculinity a palpable force that both intrigued and overwhelmed me.

Our kisses deepened, each one more assertive, more demanding. The taste of him was intoxicating, a blend of sweetness and spice that I wanted to savor but also devour. "You feel so right," he whispered against my lips, his breath hot and urgent.

My heart raced as his hand slid down the curve of my back, pulling me closer. The sensation of his body against mine was overwhelming, a maelstrom of emotions and physical desire.

The world outside faded to nothing as we explored each other, every touch a discovery, every kiss a revelation. Arthur's hands were everywhere, igniting fires beneath my skin, each caress a manifestation of our burgeoning desire.

Our connection transcended physical pleasure; it was an emotional awakening, a dive into the depths of unexplored waters.

"Arthur," I gasped, my voice laden with a passion I had never known.

"I want this, I want you."

He responded with a deep, affirming kiss, his hands guiding, reassuring, claiming. The intensity of our union was a blaze, respectful yet fervent, a dance of passion and tenderness intertwined.
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As our emotions crescendoed, we moved together with a newfound urgency, a need to discover and be discovered. The experience was intense, a journey into territories I had never ventured into before.

The sensation of his skin against mine, the taste of his lips, the sound of our combined breaths–it was a symphony of new experiences, each note resonating deep within me.

The luxury of the penthouse faded into the background as we became lost in each other, the world outside the walls of the room ceasing to exist. The only reality was the here and now, the connection that had bloomed unexpectedly yet undeniably between us.

Our lovemaking was a journey into the unknown, each moment an exploration of what it meant to give and receive, to trust and be vulnerable. The sensation of his skin against mine was electric, every caress a language of its own.

In the aftermath, lying in Arthur's arms, the reality of what had transpired washed over me in gentle waves. We had crossed a boundary, venturing into a realm of profound connection and raw emotion.

In those moments, the labels and identities that had defined us fell away, leaving only the raw and beautiful truth of our connection. It was a revelation, a breaking down of walls I had built around my heart.


Chapter 12

∞∞∞

I FELT HIS CHEST RISE and fall with a deep, contented breath. "That was insane," he murmured, a note of wonder in his voice.

"Let's do it again."

I laughed softly, the sound muffled against his skin.

"Oh gosh, give me a moment to process all of this," I replied, feeling a mix of exhilaration and disbelief. The wig, still perched on my head, now felt unbearably hot, a cumbersome reminder of the persona that had led me to this moment.

Arthur leaned in, planting a gentle kiss on my forehead.

"Take all the time you need," he said, his voice warm and tender.

With a reluctant sigh, he unwound his arms from around me. "I'm just going to take a shower," he announced, slipping out of bed and heading towards the bathroom.
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Left alone, I sat up, carefully removing the wig and placing it beside me. The cool air felt refreshing against my scalp, a relief from the persistent warmth of the synthetic hair.

As I stood to take my turn in the shower, my mind replayed the earlier events, each memory a vivid sensation. The water cascaded over me, washing away the physical remnants of our lovemaking, but the emotional imprint remained, deep and indelible.

I stood under the shower, letting the water envelop me, lost in thoughts of what had transpired between us. Happiness bubbled within me, a feeling so profound and surprising that it almost felt like a dream.

Stepping out of the shower, wrapped in a plush robe, I was greeted by a delightful surprise. Arthur, also clad in a robe, had arranged a breakfast in bed. The room was filled with the aroma of fresh coffee and warm pastries, a sensory feast that added to the surreal quality of the morning.

As we sat together, eating and chatting, the connection between us was undeniable. We were inseparable, drawn together by an invisible thread of newfound affection and understanding.

With every bite of the delicious breakfast, every sip of the rich coffee, I felt a deepening bond with Arthur. The conversation flowed effortlessly, punctuated by laughter and tender glances.

At that moment, with the morning sun streaming through the windows, casting a warm glow over everything, I realized how much had changed.

Arthur's presence, once a source of mystery and intrigue, had become a beacon of warmth and possibility. Our journey together, which had started under such unusual circumstances, had evolved into something beautiful and profound.

"You never really told me the whole story about the men chasing you," I abruptly said, looking at him curiously over my coffee cup.

Arthur paused, his fork midway to his mouth. He set it down, his expression turning serious.

"It's a bit complicated," he began, hesitating.

"I... I was working undercover, dealing with art bandits. But in reality, I was trying to reclaim what rightfully belonged to my family."

I leaned forward, intrigued. "What do you mean?"

He sighed, a look of internal debate crossing his face.
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"I don't know if I should tell you," he murmured.

I couldn't help but laugh lightly, trying to ease the tension.

"You've already been in me, stop playing coy."

Arthur gave a half-smile and reached for his iPad. After a few swipes and taps, he turned the screen toward me. What I saw made my jaw drop.

The screen showed a series of news articles and photographs of Arthur, but not as I knew him. He was dressed in regal attire, standing in a grand palace.

"I'm the Prince of Tartrovia," he explained, his voice a mix of pride and sadness.

"It's a small kingdom in Europe. My parents got into a plane crash and passed away, and I'm about to be crowned King. I'm the only heir."

I was speechless, my mind racing to process this revelation. The man I had met under such unusual circumstances, the man I had spent the past few days with, was a prince.

"I don’t trust any government to retrieve what was stolen from us," Arthur continued.

"I fear that they would keep it for their museums. So, I took matters into my own hands. The item I recently reclaimed was my father's stolen crown. I needed it for my coronation."

He stood and walked to a safe embedded in the wall. After entering a code, he pulled out an ornate, jewel-encrusted crown. The sight of it was breathtaking, each gem sparkling in the morning light.

"This is a dream, a crazy dream," I murmured, half to myself.

"Pinch me."

Arthur chuckled and returned to sit beside me.

"It's all very real, I assure you."

He held the crown in his hands, a symbol of his heritage and duty.

"I wish you could come to the coronation," he said softly, a wistful note in his voice.

We moved to sit by the large window, the sprawling cityscape of Los Angeles spread out before us. As we cuddled, the reality of Arthur's world–a world of royal duties and hidden identities–seemed both fascinating and overwhelming.

His revelation added another layer to our already complex relationship. Here was a man who was about to become a king, yet who had shown me a side of himself that was vulnerable, passionate, and deeply human.

As we sat in silence, watching the city wake up, I realized that the journey I had embarked on was more extraordinary than I could have ever imagined. My life had intersected with a story that felt like it belonged in a fairytale.

In Arthur's arms, looking out at the world below, I felt a mixture of awe and contentment. No matter how surreal it seemed, this moment was real–a moment of connection and understanding, shared between two people from vastly different worlds.
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For two weeks, my life had been a whirlwind of new experiences and romance. Arthur introduced me to a world I never knew existed. He took me shopping for wigs that felt like spun silk against my skin, and dresses that hugged my body in ways that made me feel both elegant and daring.

We explored beauty treatments that left my skin feeling rejuvenated, and he taught me the art of makeup, transforming my face into a canvas of expression. We laughed, we loved, we lived–it was a fairytale unfolding in the heart of Los Angeles.

One morning, I woke up to find Arthur’s side of the bed cold and empty. Confusion and worry clouded my mind as I slipped out of bed, the luxurious sheets slipping off me like a whisper. The penthouse felt unusually quiet, the usual hum of the city outside seeming distant. I walked through the rooms, my heart pounding, a sense of dread growing with each step.

Then, in the living room, I saw it–a beautifully wrapped gift box sitting on the coffee table. My heart fluttered with a mixture of excitement and apprehension. I approached it slowly, my hands trembling as I untied the ribbon.

Lifting the lid, I found a cheque–one million dollars made out in my name. And beneath it, a note in Arthur’s familiar handwriting: "I thought I could... but I can't. I'm sorry. Thank you for everything."

The room spun around me, the walls closing in. I felt a surge of emotions–betrayal, confusion, heartbreak. The sweet memories of the past weeks turned bitter in my mouth. I had been ghosted, abandoned with nothing but money as a consolation.

Tears streamed down my face, each one a testament to the pain and disbelief that wracked my body. I felt a hollow ache in my chest, a void where happiness had once been. The scents of the penthouse, once so inviting, now felt oppressive, each luxurious detail a reminder of what I had lost.

I sank to the floor, the plush carpet doing little to comfort my shattered heart. The sounds of the city, once a symphony of life and possibility, now seemed mocking, a cruel reminder of the loneliness that enveloped me.

My mind was a storm of self-doubt and anger.

How could he leave like this?

Was everything just a lie?
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The money, a cold and impersonal parting gift, felt like an insult, a denial of the connection we had shared.

Through my tears, I looked at the note again, searching for answers in the hastily scribbled words. But there were none–only the stark reality of abandonment.

At that moment, the beautiful penthouse felt like a gilded cage, a luxurious prison that held the echoes of a love that had vanished as quickly as it had appeared. I had opened my heart to Arthur, to a possibility of a life filled with love and adventure.

And now, I was left with nothing but memories and a cheque that felt like a weight in my hands.

As I cried, the dream I had been living shattered into a thousand pieces, each shard a reminder of the ephemeral nature of happiness. I had tasted a life of love and luxury, only to have it snatched away, leaving me adrift in a sea of sorrow and unanswered questions.


Chapter 13

∞∞∞

A DAY HASN’T GONE BY and I was exhausted and heartbroken when I arrived back at my modest home, still dressed as Bree. Without any ID or personal belongings, other than the cheque, some cash he left me, and the clothes on my back, my journey back had been long and arduous. The bus ride felt endless, each mile stretching out before me as I wrestled with my tangled emotions.

Stepping into my familiar surroundings, I felt a stark contrast to the world I had just left behind. The simplicity of my home, once comforting, now seemed plain and unremarkable. I kicked off my shoes, my feet aching from the journey, and the relief was instant, yet it did little to ease the turmoil in my heart.

As I sank into the couch, trying to process the whirlwind of the past weeks, the doorbell rang. Startled, I stood up, my heart racing. Peering through the peephole, I saw two men in plain clothes, their expressions serious.

I opened the door a crack, clinging to my persona as Bree.

"Can I help you?" I asked, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart.
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"We're looking for Gabriel," one of the men said, glancing at a photograph in his hand. It was a picture of me, but not as Bree–as Gabriel.

A cold sweat broke out on my forehead—trying to escape the thick layer of my foundation. I had been warned about this possibility, that Arthur's world might reach out and pull me back in.

"There's no such person here," I said, feigning confidence.

I could feel their eyes studying me, trying to see past the wig and makeup. I took a sip of water, my hand trembling slightly, the cool liquid doing little to quell the fear that gripped me.

After a few more questions, which I deflected with vague answers, the men left, but their visit left me feeling exposed and vulnerable. The walls of my home, once a sanctuary, now felt like they offered little protection.

As I closed the door behind them, a sense of isolation washed over me. Arthur, the man I had come to trust and love, was gone, leaving me in a world that suddenly felt dangerous and uncertain.

The safety I had felt in his penthouse, in his arms, was a distant memory, replaced by the stark reality of my solitary existence. The luxurious dress and wig, once symbols of transformation and adventure, now felt like flimsy shields against a threat I couldn't fully understand.

I sat back down, my mind racing with questions.

Who were those men?

What did they want with Gabriel?

And how had my life, which had once seemed so simple and straightforward, become a tangled web of secrets and lies?

[image: ((cute female Slavic blonde)) (25-years-old) ((wea]

The quiet of the house was oppressive, each creak and groan a reminder of my solitude. The scent of my own perfume, a fragrance I had chosen during my time with Arthur, now seemed to mock me, a reminder of a love that had turned out to be as ephemeral as the smoke from a snuffed-out candle.

At that moment, sitting alone in my home, dressed as Bree but feeling more lost than ever, I realized how much I had changed. The journey I had embarked on had opened my eyes to a world of possibilities, but it had also exposed me to dangers I had never imagined.

And now, with Arthur gone and my safety seemingly compromised, I knew that the path ahead would be one of cautious steps and wary glances.


Chapter 14

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD PASSED since the whirlwind events with Arthur, a year that had seen me undergo more changes than I had ever imagined. I was no longer the person I used to be, not entirely. I had moved into a new apartment, a cozy space that felt more like a sanctuary, filled with light and adorned with subtle touches that reflected my new identity.

My journey of self-discovery had led me to embrace my true self, and I was now living as a transgender woman. Six months of hormone therapy had brought changes both physical and emotional.
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The budding growth of my breasts was a tangible sign of my transition, a physical manifestation of my inner reality.

Emotionally, I felt calmer, more at peace with myself. The aggression and confusion that once clouded my thoughts had given way to a serene acceptance.

The help of a psychiatrist had been invaluable, providing a safe space to untangle the complex web of my feelings and experiences. Each session was a step towards understanding and embracing who I truly was.

Although memories of Arthur occasionally surfaced, bringing a bittersweet mix of joy and sorrow, I had come to see our brief time together as a catalyst for my transformation. Perhaps he was meant to cross my path, to guide me towards a life that was waiting to be lived.

The only tangible memory I had of him was the cheque for one million dollars, which I had never cashed. Sometimes, I would take it out and look at it, not with regret, but as a reminder of the beautiful, albeit fleeting, moments we shared.

In my professional life, I had continued my work as an archeologist. My company had been incredibly supportive, embracing my transition with an acceptance that was both heartening and empowering. The joy I found in my work was now complemented by the authenticity of living as my true self.

I was on the verge of legally changing my name to Bree, a final step in affirming my identity. The thought filled me with a sense of completion, a feeling of coming home to myself.

As I sat in my office, the evening light casting a warm glow through the windows, I reflected on the journey I had undertaken. It had been a path of discovery, of challenges and revelations. The scents of my new life–the soft fragrance of my perfume, the comforting aroma of my favorite tea–were reminders of the changes I had embraced.

I realized how far I had come. From the confusion and pain of my past, I had emerged as Bree–stronger, more confident, and at peace with myself.

My assistant, Tom, knocked on my office door, breaking the silence of the evening.

"I know it's late, sorry," he said, a mix of apology and urgency in his voice. He handed me a package, its arrival unexpected and untimely.
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"Is it urgent?" I asked, my fingers idly playing with the pen on my desk.

"Yes, it's for an important BBC documentary," he replied.

"They need it examined as soon as possible."

I sighed, resigned to the extended workday.

"Can you get me a bottle of beer?" I requested, hoping it might ease the tedium of late-night work.

With Tom gone, I took a cutter and began to open the package, my annoyance simmering beneath the surface. Inside, nestled in a bed of protective foam, lay a crown. It was exquisite, the jewels catching the dim light of my office and scattering colors across the walls.

Rubies, emeralds, sapphires, diamonds–each stone perfectly cut and placed with artful precision.

I was momentarily lost in its beauty, the crown a magnificent piece of history in my hands. My job was to trace its roots, to uncover its story. As I examined it, looking for signs of its age and origin, a shock of recognition hit me. The craftsmanship, the style–it was ancient, regal, and unmistakably Tartrovian.

Just then, my office door opened, and my colleagues entered, their faces alight with smiles. Confusion clouded my mind until Arthur stepped through the doorway, resplendent in his Tartrovian King’s attire.

The regal outfit suited him, the rich fabrics and medals complementing his noble bearing.

My heart skipped a beat, a tumult of emotions rising within me. I felt anger, love, and disbelief all at once. Tears welled up in my eyes as he approached, the crown in his hand matching the one in mine.

"Arthur?" I managed to say, my voice a whisper.
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"I'm sorry for everything," he began, his voice earnest.

"It's been a year, and I thought I could forget you, even replace you. I was a fool."

His words were like a balm to my wounded heart. The anger that had flared up was quickly doused by the love that had never really faded.

"I love you, Bree. I still love you. Please give me another chance. Will you be my queen?" he asked, a hopeful glint in his eyes. Then, with a playful smirk, he added, "Even if it's not for me, think of the people of Tartrovia, they need you."

Laughter broke out around us, lightening the momentous atmosphere.

Through tear-filled eyes, I replied, "I never stopped loving you, Arthur."

He rushed towards me, and our lips met in a kiss that held a year's worth of longing and love.
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Gently, he placed the crown atop my head, a symbol of our reunited hearts and shared future.

As we stood there, embraced in each other’s arms, we whispered sweet nothings, promises of a life filled with love and understanding.

"I promise to make every day worthy of you," he murmured, his breath warm against my ear.

"And I promise to stand by you, through every challenge and joy," I whispered back.

The room around us faded into a blur, our colleagues' presence forgotten. At that moment, there was only us, two hearts reunited under the crowning glory of love and destiny.

As we stood there, king and queen in our own right, I knew that this was the beginning of a new chapter–one filled with love, adventure, and the promise of a shared future. And in Arthur's embrace, with the crown resting gently on my head, I felt the magic of our love rekindled, a love that would guide us through whatever lay ahead.

This was not just a fairytale ending; it was a fairytale beginning, the start of a journey that we would embark on together, as partners, as lovers, as equals.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS HAD PASSED since Arthur and I reunited, and today marked a momentous occasion–our wedding day and my announcement as the new Queen of Tartrovia. The morning found me in my bedroom, a bundle of nerves.

Every channel I flipped through spoke of the first transgender queen in the world, a title that filled me with both pride and apprehension. The chatter of social media buzzed from my phone, and newspapers scattered on the table headlined my story, a narrative that was as much mine as it was the world's.

My makeup artist, a calming presence in the whirlwind of preparations, worked her magic as she reassured me.

"Everything will be perfect," she said with a comforting smile.

I was dressed in a stunning gown, a masterpiece of couture that merged traditional royal elegance with a modern flair. The fabric, a cascade of silk and lace, shimmered in the light filtering through the windows. The stylist had skillfully adapted the dress to accommodate my recent breast augmentation–a change I had decided on to fully embrace my new identity.

The gown hugged my figure, the alterations a testament to the skill of the stylist who had worked tirelessly to ensure it fit my transformed body perfectly.
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My hair was styled in a regal updo, adorned with delicate jewels that caught the light with every movement. The makeup was a work of art–subtle yet striking, enhancing my features and complementing the grandeur of the gown.

I couldn’t help but ask everyone in the room, “What’s happening outside?” The responses were all similar–a media frenzy, throngs of fans gathered outside the castle, a global spotlight on this historic event.

It was a beautiful spring day, the castle gardens in full bloom. The scent of fresh flowers wafted through the open windows, mingling with the fragrance of my perfume. The gentle breeze carried the distant sounds of the crowd, a symphony of excitement and celebration.

As the time drew near, my heart raced with a mix of excitement and fear. This was more than a wedding; it was a declaration to the world, a step into a life that would be scrutinized and celebrated in equal measure.

Taking a deep breath, I looked at my reflection in the mirror. The woman who looked back was strong, confident, and ready to embrace her destiny. I was no longer just Bree, or Gabriel; I was a symbol of change, a beacon of hope for many.

The sound of the castle bells chimed in the distance, signaling the start of the ceremony. My heart swelled with emotion. This was it–the moment I would step out and join Arthur, not just as his partner, but as a queen.

As I made my way to the ceremony, the chatter of the crowd grew louder, a tangible sign of the world’s attention.
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Soon after, the grand doors of the church opened, revealing the long aisle leading to where Arthur stood waiting, a vision of regal poise and anticipation.

Emotion welled up within me as I began my walk down the aisle, the soft murmur of the gathered crowd a gentle hum in the background. The air was rich with the scent of polished wood and fresh flowers, adding a sacred ambiance to the momentous occasion.

Each step I took was a step closer to a new life, a life of duty, love, and shared dreams. Arthur’s eyes met mine, and in them, I saw a reflection of my own emotions–a mixture of joy, awe, and a deep, abiding love.

As I reached him, he took my hands in his, and we turned to face the officiant. The words of our vows echoed through the church, each promise a solemn pledge of our commitment and love. The weight of the words, the gravity of the moment, felt both overwhelming and exhilarating.

“I promise to stand by you, to support and cherish you, in all the adventures that lie ahead,” I vowed, my voice steady despite the tears that glistened in my eyes.
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“And I vow to be your partner, your confidant, and your co-architect in building a life filled with love and understanding,” Arthur replied, his voice imbued with emotion.

The moment I was crowned, a wave of applause and cheers filled the church, a joyful acknowledgment of the significance of what had just transpired. The crown, heavy with history and symbolism, felt like a tangible connection to my new role and identity.

As the ceremony concluded and we turned to face the congregation, Arthur leaned in, his lips meeting mine in a kiss that sealed our vows. It was a kiss that spoke of futures yet to be written, of challenges to be faced together, and of a love that transcended boundaries.

We exchanged sweet nothings, our whispers a private language amidst the public spectacle.

“I never imagined this would be my life,” I murmured, still in awe of the path my life had taken.

“Thank you for saving me, thank you for coming into my life,” he whispered back, his eyes shining with love.

As we walked down the aisle, hand in hand, as husband and wife, as king and queen, I pondered the journey that had brought me here. I may not have become Miss Venus, the beauty queen I had once aspired to be, but fate had something else in store–a destiny far greater than I could have ever imagined.

I was now the Queen of Tartrovia, not just in title but in Arthur’s heart. The losses I’d incurred before trying to take my life away, the defeat that I had felt at the rigged pageant, the pain of Arthur’s initial departure, all seemed like necessary steps on the path to this moment.
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The sound of the church bells, the scent of the spring air, the sight of the smiling faces of our subjects–all these sensations coalesced into a profound realization.

My life, once a quest for personal identity and acceptance, had become a journey of love, duty, and shared destiny.

As Arthur and I stepped out of the church into the bright light of a new beginning, I knew that our story was just beginning. Together, we would navigate the complexities of life, ruling with compassion and understanding, bound by a love that had survived trials and emerged stronger.

In his embrace, crowned and revered, I found not just a title, but a home–a place where I belonged, where I was valued, where I was loved.

This was my coronation, not just as a queen, but as a person who had found her true place in the world.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Beauty Queen? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

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

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

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

Story 2 – Female ID

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

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

Story 3 – In The Navy

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

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

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

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

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

Story 5 – The Secretary

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Boy was this year’s Kris Kringle crazy. Not only did I pick the person who I loathed the most, but I also got the weirdest and girliest gifts one could ever imagine.”

Read Girly Gifts


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and The Beauty Queen – Feminized and Crowned by a Hot Bandit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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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
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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