
 



 

In the shadowy underbelly of society, where whispers carry secrets and the night 

conceals unsavoury deeds, Brian Marshall carves out his existence. A grifter by 

trade, he's adept at skimming just enough to stave off life's harsher realities. 

Survival is not just a goal for Brian; it's an art form he has meticulously mastered 

over the years. However, even the most skilled artists can find themselves caught 

in their own webs. 

When a job far from the usual goes disastrously wrong, Brian is catapulted into an 

unimaginable situation. This thrilling transgender murder mystery is at its heart a 

story of transformation, filled with unexpected twists and a web of intrigue that 

gradually reshapes Brian into the epitome of a trophy wife socialite. 

Dive into this captivating novel, where the boundaries between gender, love, and 

ambition are blurred, and the ultimate reward is not merely the completion of the 

task at hand, but the discovery of oneself in the maze of life's most daunting 

puzzles. Follow Brian as he dons towering stilettos and form-fitting dresses to 

confront his adversaries head-on, proving that identity is not just who we are born 

as but who we choose to become in the face of adversity. 
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Chapter 1: Fate or Folly? 

On the edge of Reno's radiant neon glow, Brian found himself perched on a 

weathered wall overlooking one of the city’s garish yet grandiose casinos, flicking 

his cigarette into the night air. In the thin mid-November cold, the orange embers 

sparked and sputtered, mirroring the complex ballet of illuminated signs and 

marquees spread across the cityscape. 

Brian's scruffy beard swaddled a face that was more handsome than he gave it 

credit for. His lengthy, unkempt brownish-blonde hair fell haphazardly to his 

shoulders, dancing with the sighing breeze, the shaggy layers a testament to many 

missed appointments with a barber. 

He embodied the rugged aesthetic in a ratty pair of blue jeans, each hole telling 

tales of better days and nights in the rough-and-tumble of Reno. The corduroy 

coat draped over his lithe figure seemed mismatched with his dishevelled state. Its 

light brown exterior was a picture of mundane normality, clashing with his red-

and-green striped sweater, making him look like a misplaced Christmas 

decoration in the mid-November chill. 

His fingerless gloves, black as a raven's wing, were frayed at the edges, showing 

signs of wear and tear. They were a testament to his survival, a badge of his grit, 

wrapped around his hands that held onto a burning cigarette with tenacious 

familiarity. 

Misfortune seemed to have marked Brian as a favoured target, relentlessly 

hounding him through the labyrinth of life. Yet, he wore his trials like a cloak, 

shrugging off each disappointment with the hardened grit of a perennial survivor. 

He was a grafter, an opportunist, a creature born from the ashes of disappointment 

and letdowns. 

Brian's hands, rough and cold, gingerly lifted the cigarette to his chapped lips and 

took a long, hard drag. His gaze, as hardened as a seasoned gambler's, trailed down 

to the piece of paper crumpled in his other hand. The instructions, hastily jotted 

down in a drunken scrawl, made him suddenly analyse his life choices up until 

this point. Beneath the paper, a ski mask rested, ready for its role in the day's 

unfolding drama. 



 



A shiver of doubt prickled down his spine, a sensation all too familiar. He mulled 

over the consequences, the sheer lunacy of the scheme he'd been roped into. Yet 

the grim reality of his impending eviction bore down on him like a weighty 

millstone, eroding any shred of apprehension that dared to sprout. 

Brian hadn't ended up there by some grand design or meticulous planning; it was 

a chance encounter in a dimly lit bar that brought him to that moment. His all-

too-frequent companion, the bottom of a whiskey glass, spoke volumes about his 

strained relationship with life. He would often drown his sorrows at the bar, each 

drink a melancholic note in his ongoing symphony of despair. This was his escape, 

his means to momentarily evade the harsh grip of reality. It was on one such 

evening that a stranger had introduced a new rhythm to his familiar song of 

despair. 

The stranger, a man of worn and weathered skin with eyes echoing years of untold 

stories, claimed to be a contract hire. His peculiar job was to stand sentinel outside 

the city’s airport throughout November, a solitary beacon in the biting cold. His 

duty was simple: clutch a sign with the name 'Cameron Montgomery' scrawled on 

it and await this person's arrival. If Cameron approached him, he had orders to 

chauffeur him to a grand mansion on the shores of Lake Tahoe. 

As they drained their glasses, their laughter echoing off the bar's wooden walls, an 

odd camaraderie grew between them. Tales of petty scams and dangerous scrapes 

each had endured over the years poured out, lubricated by the liquid courage in 

their glasses. With each shared story, the bond of trust between them deepened. 

With a mischievous glint in his eyes, the driver leaned in and proposed a daring 

plan to Brian. Instead of waiting for the elusive Cameron Montgomery, Brian 

could approach, claiming to be the man. It was a plan so audacious that it could 

only have been conceived at the bottom of a pint glass. Brian would pose as 

Cameron, and the driver would then fulfil his contractual obligations by driving 

him to the mansion. Once there, Brian would have free reign of the place. With 

only a single housekeeper for security, and a fifty-fifty split of the profits, the 

mansion and its treasures would be ripe for the taking. 

As the squeal of tyres cut through the crisp November air, Brian crushed the dying 

embers of his cigarette against the wall with a renewed sense of determination. His 

heart hammered against his ribs, the steady drum echoing the impending gravity 



of his decision. Crumpling up the paper and thrusting it into his pocket, he sprung 

from the wall and dove into the waiting taxi. 

As the cityscape of Reno, adorned in its extravagant neon regalia, shrunk in the 

rear-view mirror, Brian found himself swallowed by the yawning silence of the taxi. 

The short drive to the airport unfurled before him like a winding road of 

introspection. His mind weaved through the labyrinth of 'what ifs' and 'could be’s' 

- each more terrifying and exhilarating than the last. Was this madness or the 

opportunity of a lifetime? 

Upon arriving at the airport, he spotted the man from the bar, a solitary figure 

shivering in the cold while holding aloft his sign. Taking a deep breath, Brian 

pushed down the creeping tendrils of doubt and walked forward. It felt like he was 

stepping off a cliff into an unknown abyss, surrendering his fate to the whims of 

an ill-conceived plan. 

"I'm Cameron Montgomery," he declared, his voice a little more resolute than he 

felt. The words hung in the air like a charm of ancient magic, a prelude to a story 

that was yet to unfold. The corner of the man's thin chapped lips curled upwards 

slightly, and with a nod, he led Brian to a sleek, luxury car. 

Once nestled in the vehicle's plush leather interior, Brian allowed himself a small 

measure of comfort. The heated seats offered a soothing warmth to his chilled 

bones, a stark contrast to the biting cold outside. He raided the minibar with an 

almost childlike glee, the rich taste of aged whiskey providing a welcome 

distraction from his roiling thoughts. 

The journey to Lake Tahoe unfolded like a dream. The mansion that stood there 

was a testament to opulence and extravagance, as imposing as it was beautiful. The 

ground was blanketed with a layer of snow, the serene white interrupted by Brian's 

clomping boots. With each crunching footfall, his heart echoed a beat of 

anticipation, his pulse thrumming in his veins. 

His hand delved into his pocket, fingers brushing against the coarse material of his 

ski mask. He drew it out, the black fabric stark against the snowy landscape. A 

chill ran down his spine, one that had nothing to do with the frosty air. He lit up a 

cigarette to calm his nerves and sucked it down in three drags before grinding it 

out under his boot. 



 



Pulling the mask over his face to conceal his identity, he examined the mansion's 

front entrance, before uttering a familiar mantra: 'It's showtime'. 

Brian cautiously pushed the mansion's heavy wooden door. The door, 

unchallenged, swung open on soundless hinges, revealing the majestic interior. 

The grand entrance was a wonderland of dark oak and glistening marble, lit by the 

soft glow of a chandelier. Period décor peppered the cavernous space, its elegant 

silhouettes partially shrouded in dancing shadows. 

Driven by a blend of urgency and fear, Brian ventured in, his eyes taking in the 

prosperousness that bordered on ostentation. An intuitive thief's logic had him 

calculate that the smallest, most valuable goods would be jewellery, likely to be 

located upstairs. Without wasting a moment, he darted towards the grand 

staircase, his boots thudding against the marble floor with a rhythm that resonated 

in the emptiness. 

Brian took the stairs two at a time, his agile frame propelling him upwards with a 

stealth that belied his rugged exterior. The landing was a carpeted hallway, lined 

with doors on either side like guarded secrets. The hushed whispers of the house 

filled his ears as he cautiously opened each one, revealing rooms swathed in dust-

laden sheets and draped in cobwebs. It was a silent testament to a long-deserted 

habitation, amplifying the chilling unease that pricked his skin. 

The fourth door on the right held a different tale. It was a room evidently lived in, 

the décor untouched by the layer of neglect that cloaked the other rooms. He 

entered, his heart pounding in his chest, echoing in the eerie silence of the 

mansion. 

His hands trembling slightly, Brian began to rummage through the drawers, his 

eyes scanning for any signs of precious jewellery. The sound of the door closing 

behind him snapped his attention away from his search. A gasp hitched in his 

throat as he turned to face a horrifying sight. A middle-aged woman, her face stern 

and unforgiving, stood at the door. Her eyes bore into his, their intense gaze 

leaving no room for any form of rebuttal. With a sense of finality, she shut the 

door, the click of the lock echoing through the room like a death knell. 

Panic clawed at his insides, urging him to take action. He rushed to the door, his 

hands clawing at the locked handle, his fists pounding against the immovable 

wood. His pleas for release and demands for explanation echoed through the 



room, unanswered, swallowed by the silence. The woman's receding footsteps 

outside marked the end of any hope of immediate escape. 

With his heart pounding in his chest, Brian dashed towards the window. A 

glimmer of hope was quickly extinguished as he took in the sight of sturdy iron 

bars obstructing his path. The realisation of his predicament hit him like a punch 

to the gut. 

A cocktail of resignation and frustration simmered within him, bubbling over into 

a heated outburst. He discarded his ski mask, its significance reduced to a symbol 

of his foolery. His shoulders sagged as he slumped to the floor, his eyes staring 

blankly at the room around him. He was trapped, the chilling reality of his 

situation bearing down on him like an insurmountable weight. 

"Damn it," he muttered to the uncaring walls, the frustration evident in his gravelly 

voice. Life had played him once again, turning what was supposed to be his 

liberation into a cruel joke. Now, all he could do was wait for the inevitable, the 

police, the consequences, and the shattering of his ill-conceived plan. His sigh 

echoed in the silent room, his defeat hanging heavy in the air. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 2: Icy Isolation 

In the cold and dimly-lit room where Brian found himself trapped, the minutes 

stretched into hours and the hours into a day, a timeless void where he was 

imprisoned with only his mind for company. The room, with its once-grand 

appearance, now loomed over him like a judgmental observer. He huddled in the 

corner, his stomach twisted in hunger, his mouth parched, and his body trembling 

from the biting chill that seemed to seep through the walls. Compounding his 

misery was an incessant craving for a cigarette, gnawing at his sanity, intertwining 

with his other physical needs. 

The isolation began to take a toll on Brian's sanity as he found himself replaying 

the events that led him to this dark place. Shadows became menacing figures, and 

every creak of the house was a phantom footstep. His world had become a 

continuous loop of despair and confusion. Why hadn't the police arrived? Why 

had the woman locked him inside without a word? Was she going to leave him 

here to die? 

Suddenly, a knock on the door shattered the silence like a hammer to glass. 

Scrambling to his feet, Brian stumbled over to the door, hope igniting in his chest. 

"Hello?" he called out, his voice raspy from thirst. 

A calm and measured voice replied, "What's your name, Boy?" 

Frustration overcame Brian, and he screamed, "Let me out of here, you crazy 

witch!" 

The sound of receding footsteps was his only answer, leaving him in a new abyss 

of despair. 

Another few hours ticked by in that lonely room. The hunger and thirst grew 

unbearable, gnawing at Brian's very soul. His thoughts wandered to his discarded 

ski mask, lying forlornly on the floor, a cruel reminder of his failed venture. 

Finally, the knock came again. 

The woman's voice, cool as ice, asked, "What's your name, Boy?" 

"I swear, if you don’t let me out of here, I’ll..." Brian began, rage boiling within 

him. 



"Do you want me to leave again, Boy?" the woman interrupted, her voice laced 

with warning. "Because I will if you raise your voice again." 

"I'm sorry," Brian stammered, his voice breaking. "My name's Brian. Please, let me 

out of here." 

"Why are you here, Brian?" The woman's tone was deceptively gentle, but her 

words were a command. 

Brian hesitated before finally asking, "Why haven't you called the police?" 

"I still might if you don't cooperate," she replied, her voice betraying no emotion. 

"What do you want?" Brian's voice was desperate now. 

"Why did you come here, Brian?" she asked, her voice firm and steady. 

"I got lost in the snow and came looking for help," Brian replied, his voice carrying 

the confidence of a seasoned liar. 

"Lost in a gated community? While wearing a ski mask?" the woman shot back, 

her tone dripping with scepticism. "Very doubtful. Now tell me the truth, or I'll 

leave you here for another twenty-four hours." 

"I came to rob the place, alright? Are you happy now?" Brian's voice was a mix of 

anger and resignation. 

The woman's response was cold and unyielding. "I am far from happy, Brian, but 

thank you for telling the truth." 

"Well, here's another truth for you," Brian spat, his throat burning with thirst. "If I 

don't get some water soon, I'm going to die in here!" 

"I'll make you a trade, Brian," the woman said, her voice softening slightly. "Take 

off all your clothes and throw them out the window. If you do that, I'll fetch you 

some water." 

Brian's fury erupted. "You sick freak! What kind of sick game are you playing 

here? If you think I’m just going to..." 

The sound of the woman's retreating footsteps cut him off, leaving him alone once 

more in the cold, dark room. His mind was a whirlwind of anger, confusion, and 



despair. What had he gotten himself into? And what did the mysterious woman 

want from him? 

Brian's anger was a fire, consuming his very soul. For hours, he muttered to 

himself, each word a venomous curse aimed at his mysterious captor. The hunger, 

the thirst, the cold - they gnawed at him, breaking him down bit by bit until, finally, 

he felt as if he were on the brink of death. 

"Fine!" he screamed out, his voice raw and broken. "I'll do it!" 

Stripping down to his underwear, Brian crossed the room, each step a battle as his 

weakened body fought against him. He reached the window, and with all the 

strength he could muster, he opened it. 

A blast of icy wind shot into the room, chilling him to the bone, the cruel fingers 

of the Lake Tahoe winter reaching for him. One by one, Brian reached out 

through the bars, his trembling hands dropping his clothes to the snowy ground 

below, his voice a high-pitched scream of hysteria. Once done, he closed the 

window and collapsed to the floor in a shivering heap. 

Minutes seemed like eternities for Brian as he waited in tense anticipation. Finally, 

a loud click broke the silence, and the door swung open. His eyes, wild with 

anxiety, looked up to find a woman's face peering in at him, her eyes cold and her 

lips pressed into a thin line. Elegantly dressed in a tailored suit, with her makeup 

applied to perfection and her hair pulled high into a bun, she radiated an air of 

sophistication. As she entered the room, a wicked smile played across her lips. 

Her manicured hand gracefully clutched an antique pistol, and she made sure 

Brian's eyes were drawn to it, a chilling promise in her gaze. 

She strode to the centre of the room and placed a glass of water on the floor with 

deliberate precision. Giving a curt nod, she took a few steps backwards, her eyes 

fixed on Brian. His eyes widened as he looked from the firearm to the glass, a 

flicker of understanding crossing his face. Hesitation gripped him for a moment 

before he began to crawl towards the glass, his movements slow and clumsy, a mix 

of fear and desperation driving him. After gulping down the water, he looked up 

at the woman, wondering if a pistol that old would still fire. 

"What's your name?" Brian asked, his teeth chattering. 

"Evelyn," she replied. 



"Evelyn, I'm cold," Brian said, his voice breaking. 

"This part of the house has the heating turned off," Evelyn said, her voice devoid 

of sympathy. "Would you like me to turn it back on, Brian?" 

"Yes, please," Brian begged. 

"Okay. I can do that for you, Brian, but first, go over to the closet and open the 

door," Evelyn instructed. 

Confusion and wariness washed over Brian as he stumbled to his feet. His gaze 

darted to the open door of the room, the thought of escape tantalizingly close, but 

a quick glance at the threatening pistol squashed that idea. He was simply too weak 

to outrun her, he realized. With unsteady steps, he navigated towards the closet, 

opening it to reveal a series of plastic bags hanging neatly in a line. 

"Now what?" he muttered, his frustration boiling over. 

"Pick a bag, open it, and put on what’s inside," Evelyn said, her voice calm and 

measured. 

Brian's mind raced as he reached for one of the plastic dust bags, his hands 

trembling with uncertainty. As he opened it, he discovered a short black dress, its 

fabric soft and thin. His mouth dropped open in shock, and he turned to Evelyn, 

shouting, "Are you crazy? These are women's clothes!" His voice was tinged with 

disbelief and rising panic, his eyes wide as he held up the dress for her to see. 

"That's correct, Brian. And that's a nice choice you've made there." Evelyn replied, 

her voice as cold as ice, her eyes never leaving his. “Now, let’s see how it fits, shall 

we?” The chill in her words was unmistakable, leaving no doubt that she expected 

compliance. 

"Fuck off!" Brian yelled, his anger erupting while tossing his head back in disgust. 

With a disappointed tut, Evelyn shook her head, her expression showing clear 

disapproval. Slowly, she began to back out of the room. 

Brian watched Evelyn's retreating form, her cool, composed demeanour a stark 

contrast to his desperation. In his mind, he recalled the two strikes against him, a 

third would mean jail time. That's if he didn't freeze to death first! 



Holding the delicate dress, he evaluated his options. It was a fragile thing, a little 

black number that was clearly meant to be worn by someone far more petite than 

him. Yet, there it was, the only option presented to him in this bizarre, nerve-

wracking situation. 

His mind whirled. If this woman hadn’t called the police yet, he might still be able 

to get himself out of this mess. If he played along, perhaps she would let him go, 

or at least let her guard down long enough for him to make a run for it. In that 

moment, he knew what he needed to do. The prospect wasn't exactly appealing, 

but it was better than all the alternatives. 

"Wait!" Brian called after Evelyn, his voice thick with desperation. "If I put it on, 

will you let me go? 

The footsteps paused, and Evelyn's voice came back to him, cool and composed. 

"You're the one who broke in here, Brian. You don't get to make the rules. But if 

you comply, I'll provide electricity and heat to the room." 

With a sigh of resignation, he began to slip on the dress. The material was thin, a 

soft whisper against his shivering frame, the delicate straps feeling strange and 

foreign on his bare shoulders. He looked down at himself, his hairy man legs 

jutting out from the bottom of the dress, completely out of place. 

"There," he said, his voice cracking. "I did it." 

Evelyn looked him up and down, her eyes narrowed, her lips pursed. She seemed 

to be thinking deeply, evaluating him, her mind a puzzle he could not solve. "I'll 

put the heating on," she said finally, her voice carrying a hint of satisfaction. She 

began to back towards the door, her eyes never leaving him. 

"What now?" Brian asked, his voice a mixture of confusion and fear. 

"You warm up," Evelyn replied, a chuckle in her voice that only deepened Brian's 

resentment toward her. "I'll be back later, Brian, but first, I have some errands to 

attend to." With that, she left, leaving Brian alone in the room, the black dress a 

cruel reminder of his humiliation. 

True to her word, moments later the lights in the room came on, and the radiators 

began to hum, slowly warming the space. The change was gradual, the warmth 

creeping in, but to Brian, it felt like a lifeline, a small comfort in a world gone mad. 



With nothing to do but wait, Brian sank to the ground, his back pressed against 

the wooden closet doors. He looked down at himself, the dress a strange 

contradiction to his masculine frame, his mind a whirlwind of confusion. 

 



Was this woman crazy? Was she merely toying with him, enjoying his 

humiliation? Or was there something more, a deeper game being played with a 

purpose he could not yet fathom? 

A few hours later, Brian found himself lost in thought, staring vacantly at the ornate 

patterns on the wallpaper. His mind was a whirl of confusion, frustration, and 

exhaustion. But amid the chaos of his thoughts, he felt the growing sense of 

foreboding that Evelyn's return was imminent. 

Finally, as if on cue, the door creaked open, and Evelyn stepped into the room, 

the small, antique pistol still gleaming in her hand. The look in her eyes was 

inscrutable as they glinted with a strange amusement, her smile tinged with 

satisfaction as she noticed Brian still wearing the dress. 

"Good news, Brian," she said, her voice a singsong melody. "I've spoken to Mr. 

Montgomery, and he’s decided not to press charges." 

Brian's eyes widened, and a spark of hope kindled within him. "Really?" he asked, 

his voice laced with disbelief. "So I'm free to go?" 

"Soon," Evelyn replied, her eyes narrowing ever so slightly, her voice dropping to 

a more serious tone. "After completing a rather unusual request." 

A chill ran down Brian's spine as he asked, "And what would that be?" 

Evelyn's eyes twinkled mischievously. "I'll tell you in due time, Brian," she said, 

moving gracefully across the room towards the vanity. "But first, I want to see if 

you're up to the task. On the vanity here, there's a box of makeup. Paint your face 

and make it look nice." 

"You can’t be serious?" Brian exclaimed, his tone filled with astonishment. 

“There’s no way I’m doing that! What kind of twisted game are you playing here, 

Lady?” 

Evelyn's face fell as she tutted loudly, her disappointment evident. "That's a shame, 

Brian" she commented, her tone dripping with regret. "I guess I'll call the police 

and end this." 

"Wait!" Brian's voice cracked, desperation seizing him before his brain could 

intervene. "I'll do it! And then you’ll let me go, right? Just don't call the police." 



The following hour was a whirl of confusion, embarrassment, and determination 

as Brian fumbled with the makeup, trying his best to do a decent job. The memory 

of watching his ex-girlfriend meticulously paint her face each morning guided his 

clumsy hands. He told himself that if he did a good job, he might please Evelyn 

enough to let him out of the room. 

With that logic guiding him, he carefully applied a hint of blush and painted his 

lips a vibrant red. When he moved on to his eyes, he struggled with the liner, 

mascara, and shadow. The unfamiliar process felt awkward, leading him to mutter 

curses under his breath more than once. 

When done, Brian stared at the bearded lady reflected in the mirror, her gaze 

meeting his as anger welled within him. Rising abruptly, he turned and lashed out 

at the first thing in his path. The wooden bedpost, intricately carved, was no match 

for the force of his clunky boot, breaking off with a loud crack and falling onto the 

bed. Weak from hunger and reeling from the absurdity of his situation, Brian 

collapsed onto the bed as well, his mind spinning and craving the solace of a 

cigarette. 

 

The silence of the room bore down on him, heavy and oppressive, as he awaited 

Evelyn's next move. Engaged in a perilous game, he found himself contemplating 



whether prison might be a preferable fate. Lying there, adorned in women's 

clothing and makeup, he couldn't shake the nagging question of what price he 

would ultimately have to pay for his freedom. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 3: Adapt or Perish 

The room was silent for what felt like an eternity, punctuated only by the sighs of 

the wind outside and the distant cries of birds. Brian's heart had never felt so heavy. 

The stillness was broken by the faint sound of footsteps, growing nearer with each 

passing second. He knew Evelyn was returning to the room, yet his body refused 

to move, his eyes fixed firmly on a patch of faded wallpaper. 

The sound of the wooden door creaking announced Evelyn's entrance, and Brian 

could feel her eyes upon him, studying his every feature. "Come on then, Brian. 

Show me what you've achieved," she said in a voice that was both gentle and 

demanding. 

Brian slowly turned, the dread in his stomach twisting into a painful knot. He 

expected to see laughter in her eyes, a mocking smile on her lips. But instead, her 

face broke into a warm smile that wrinkled her cheeks. "This will work," Evelyn 

said, her voice filled with a strange satisfaction. 

"What will work?" Brian stammered, his confusion etching lines across his 

forehead. "Can you please tell me what’s going on here?" 

Evelyn took a few steps to her right and gracefully lowered herself into a chair, its 

velvet cushion worn and frayed. "Okay," she began, her eyes twinkling with a 

hidden mischief, "It's a bit of a long story, but I guess you've got time." Her chuckle 

filled the room with an unexpected warmth. 

And so she proceeded to unfold the tale of Mr Montgomery, an eccentric 

billionaire for whom she had faithfully worked for twenty years. She painted a 

vivid picture of a man who, after his daughter Cameron went missing three years 

ago under mysterious circumstances, had lost his mind. "All he does is sit in his 

chair and stare at the wall," she explained, her voice taking on a sombre tone. She 

spoke of the car - how every year they would spend Thanksgiving in this very 

house, and so Mr Montgomery, clutching onto a thread of hope, sent a car to the 

airport in the small chance his daughter would return. 

Brian listened, his mind a whirl of emotions. Evelyn's words were like 

brushstrokes on a canvas, painting a portrait of despair and longing. But he could 

not shake the nagging question that tugged at him. "What does this have to do with 

me?" he asked bluntly. 



Evelyn's eyes narrowed, her face betraying a flicker of annoyance. Yet she carried 

on, her voice steady and calm. "Since you decided to come to this house 

pretending to be Cameron, to earn your freedom, you will pretend to be her for 

real, giving Mr Montgomery one final Thanksgiving dinner with his daughter." 

Brian's mouth fell open, his eyes wide with disbelief. "Are you serious?" 

"Deadly," Evelyn replied, her voice firm and resolute. "After, you're free to go." 

"Have you also lost your mind?" Brian protested, his voice rising with panic. “He’ll 

know that I’m not his daughter. I’m not even a woman!” 

Evelyn's eyes softened, and she leaned forward, her hands folded in her lap. "You'll 

wear one of Cameron's dresses, do your hair nicely, and put on a little makeup. 

Mr Montgomery, in his condition, often mistakes me for Cameron. He will never 

know the difference." 

The room descended into silence again, Brian's thoughts swirling with the 

immense weight of the request. His eyes found Evelyn, her face softly lit by the 

lamp's glow. As unsettling as her proposition was, he recognized she was offering 

him the key to his freedom, albeit in a peculiar, and quite frankly, ridiculous 

package. 

========== 

Two days later, Brian found himself in one of the upstairs living rooms. Bright 

and airy, it was decorated with cheerful wallpaper and whimsically patterned 

furniture. The colours seemed to dance, a stark contrast to the tension that hung 

in the air. 

"I feel stupid," Brian mumbled, looking up at Evelyn. 

"Focus," Evelyn scolded, her voice firm. "And speak in your girl voice." 

Brian let out a sigh, his shoulders sagging with the weight of the task. "Would you 

like some more wine, Father?" he squeaked, his voice a poor imitation of a 

woman's, high and unnatural, but Evelyn seemed satisfied. 

"Better," Evelyn replied, her expression softening slightly, but her eyes still sharp 

with scrutiny. 



Brian stared at her, his heart pounding in his chest. He was scared to look down 

at his feminised body, dressed in a white, square-patterned dress that rode high on 

his thighs, a black coat with a pattern similar to the dress but in black enveloping 

him like a strange second skin. His feet, flat on the floor, were encased in a pair 

of black slides, their simplicity a stark contrast to the complexity of his emotions. 

The idea of escaping, once a desperate hope, now seemed futile at best. Dressed 

as he was, trudging through the snow in an attempt to get away seemed an 

impossibility. 

Inhaling deeply, Brian was consumed with regret. He wished he'd put more effort 

into finding a way out before being thrust into this strange, extreme transformation. 

Nevertheless, he complied with everything, driven by the promised reward of a 

single cigarette each evening. As repulsed as he was by the feminization of his 

body, the lure of nicotine remained a compelling force. Despite his disdain, the 

thought of that one hit dominated his mind all day, a grim testament to the power 

of his addiction. 

His body, now disturbingly smooth and silky after being given a razor and shaving 

cream with the instruction to remove every hair below his eyebrows, seemed to 

have awakened new sensations. Every touch of his new clothing felt amplified, 

sending shivers down his spine. His hair, seemingly, a few shades lighter after the 

strange smelling shampoo Evelyn had provided, was washed and brushed until it 

gleamed. The fragrant scent of flowers lingered in the strands, a constant reminder 

of the unfamiliar territory he was being forced into. 

His face, however, felt the most foreign - bare yet paradoxically cloaked. The 

absence of his once thick beard left him feeling exposed, despite being shielded 

by layers of makeup.  

Evelyn, it appeared, was a makeup guru. Brian regretted sitting still as she 

transformed his face into a feminine masterpiece he'd never thought possible. 

With neatly shaped eyebrows, a flawless foundation, faux eyelashes, and glossy 

lips, he felt out of his element. The begrudging realization that he looked quite 

pretty as a woman unsettled him deeply.  



 



A determined look passed over Evelyn's face. "Now show me again," she 

commanded. Brian longed to protest, to voice the monotony that was gnawing at 

him. The endless hours they had spent practising the same thing over and over. 

Yet he bit his tongue, wishing for the day to end. 

Hesitant, he pushed off, one flat-soled slide venturing out in front of the other. 

The lack of support from the slip-on shoes felt bizarre beneath his feet, like a limp 

handshake with a stranger, devoid of substance and leaving him unsteady and 

unsure with each step. Yet nothing compared to the alien sensation of a short, 

flared skirt, swishing and swaying around his freshly-shaven smooth thighs as he 

progressed across the room. As he moved, he could feel the undercurrent of 

Evelyn's tutelage. Roll your hips, take small strides, and be graceful. Each and 

every step was utter humiliation, he felt like a sissy, as a parody of femininity was 

forced upon him. 

Upon reaching the colourful, cushioned ledge, he spun around with the practised 

poise of a ballerina that Evelyn had painstakingly drilled into him. The quick 

movement sent his skirt flaring outwards, a cascade of white fabric swirling around 

his legs. With a well-practised motion, he tucked the skirt beneath him and 

carefully sat down, his silky-smooth legs pressed firmly together. "Would you like 

some more wine, Father?" he chimed out in his squeaky, high voice.  

Placing a hand delicately between his legs, Brian's makeup-covered eyes looked 

up at Evelyn, a challenging smirk playing on his painted lips that said, "Try and 

complain about that one." 



 



Evelyn's eyes assessed the man before her, travelling up and down his feminized 

form. She seemed to take in every detail, from his neatly styled hair to the way his 

feet rested in those unfamiliar shoes. Eventually, she offered a grudging 

compliment. "Not bad. But remember to swing your arms more as you walk," she 

said. "And smile, will you? You need to look like you’re having fun." 

Brian sucked in a deep breath but kept his mouth shut. There was a bigger picture 

here - freedom. As mortifying and unsettling as the past few days had been, they 

were a price he was willing to pay. A prison cell, cold and unwelcoming, was a far 

more ominous threat. Every step he took in these strange shoes, every swish of his 

short skirt, every forced smile, they were all strides toward his freedom. And he 

would hold onto that thought, no matter how humiliating the journey became. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 4: Strap in! It’s going to be a wild ride. 

A dim light filtered through the curtains of the upstairs room, casting a mellow 

glow over its furnishings. The room seemed suspended in time, the antiquated 

aura evident in the old armchair Brian was perched in, contrasting sharply with his 

modern and outlandish attire. Behind him, the fireplace stood cold and silent, 

long bereft of the warmth of burning logs, its only companion being the vibrant 

painting that hung above. The artwork was a cascade of brilliant colours, which 

almost seemed to mock the grey pallor that had settled over Brian's face. 

“You’re still walking like a man! You’re not swinging your arms like I showed 

you.” Evelyn's voice echoed through the room, a mixture of exasperation and 

insistence. Brian's eyes, intensified by the dark eyeliner and thick faux eyelashes, 

flicked upwards, meeting Evelyn's stare defiantly. His red-striped top, accentuated 

by the crisscross wires, complemented the high-waisted leather skirt he was 

wearing, a stark reminder of the role he was now forced to play. Every time he 

glanced down, the red hue of his nails stared back at him, the same shade mirrored 

in the soles of the towering stilettos that were crushing his painted toes. 

“I am a man,” he retorted, the weight of his transformation bearing down on him. 

The scent of his freshly washed and trimmed hair filled the air around him, a 

subtle hint of floral and freshness. He was now certain that the shampoo had 

lightened his hair. As he had stared at his transformed locks earlier, the change 

was unmistakable as Evelyn spent what felt like hours brushing and styling it with 

a flat iron, ensuring it framed his now dolled-up face perfectly. 



 

“Not this week, you're not,” Evelyn said with finality, an edge to her voice. “This 

week, you are Cameron Montgomery, a refined young woman, who dresses in the 

most elegant clothes, is polite and demure, and can glide about on high heels with 

ease.” 



Brian’s exasperated sigh echoed through the room “Glide on heels this high? I 

can barely stand. I’m just not made for clothes and shoes like this. Can’t we just 

go back to those blocky shoes from yesterday? If the old man is as senile as you 

say, how will he know the difference?” 

A flicker of pain crossed Evelyn's features, replaced swiftly by a steely resolve. “Mr 

Montgomery isn’t senile. He’s just… been through a lot of trauma. Now, let’s try 

again. Get up and give me ten more laps of the room. Head up, one foot in front 

of the other, and elbows to your side.” 

The tension in the room was palpable. For a moment, Brian's defiance battled his 

sense of self-preservation. What if he flat-out refused? What if he demanded that 

Evelyn call the police and face the consequences of her own illegal actions? Yet, 

the voice of reason whispered grimly; he was an intruder in the house of a wealthy 

man, and his past criminal record did him no favours. Even if Evelyn was in the 

wrong for keeping him here against his will, would the legal system see it that way? 

Then there was also the humiliating thought of being taken into custody in a skirt 

and heels! 

With a defeated sigh, Brian pushed himself upright, the dull ache in his feet and 

calves causing him to grimace. He managed only half a lap when Evelyn’s voice 

pierced the silence. “No! No! You're still swinging your arms like an ape!” 

“I’m trying!” Brian protested, the exasperation evident in his voice. He halted, 

sighing audibly, his irritation palpable. "I really did try that time," he added, hoping 

Evelyn would sense his genuine effort. 

Evelyn met his gaze, her own expression unreadable. “Okay, fine,” she replied in 

a resigned tone. “I guess we’ll have to try a different tactic then.” With those words, 

she pivoted on her heels with a flourish, her dress swirling around her. As she 

made her way to the exit, her steps resonated with determination. Without a 

second glance or any further words, she marched out of the room. The closing 

door and the click of the lock echoed her departure. 

Brian, taken aback by the suddenness, was left wobbling in his stiletto heels. He 

attempted to regain his composure and his balance, slowly making his way back 

to the sanctuary of the old armchair. Time seemed to stretch, and Brian's thoughts 

raced, each more anxious than the last. Just when the stillness became almost 

unbearable, the door swung open again. Evelyn re-entered, her demeanour even 



more assertive than before, carrying what disturbingly looked like a set of leather 

straps. Brian's pulse quickened, an icy sensation of trepidation enveloping him.  

“Don’t look so scared," Evelyn said, a hint of mischief in her eyes. "This will help 

with your posture. Now stay still and don’t move.” 

Brian watched with increasing unease as Evelyn approached. With adept skill, she 

bound him using the belts, first securing his arms and then his legs. Once she 

finished, the constricting grip on his limbs felt intrusive. His upper arms and thighs 

were immobilized, allowing only his wrists and lower legs a hint of movement. 

Staring up at Evelyn in horror, Brian was at a loss for words. Her solution to the 

posture problem was extreme, to say the least. “What have you done?” His voice 

was barely above a whisper, the tightness of the bindings pressing on him both 

physically and mentally. 

Evelyn's voice had an icy calm to it. “Graceful women don’t swing their upper 

arms when they walk. They take small dainty steps. Now try walking again, head 

held high.” 

A shudder of revulsion gripped Brian as he pushed himself off the chair. The 

stilettos, which already felt like instruments of torture, seemed even more sinister 

with his upper legs belted together. His reflection in the room's ornate mirror 

showed a stranger: bound, dolled up, and teetering on the edge of both his heels 

and his dignity. 

Brian gave a tentative shuffle. The restriction forced him to take tiny, mincing 

steps. Swinging his hips provided the balance he so desperately needed, and as he 

encircled the room, a semblance of grace began to emerge. The shimmer of his 

makeup, the glint of his leather skirt, and the click of his heels filled the room, 

punctuating each step. 

Evelyn watched, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Good, Brian. That’s much 

better. Now I’ll be back in a moment. Keep practising until I return. 

Feeling both humiliated and exhausted, Brian stopped walking, taking advantage 

of Evelyn's momentary absence to gather his wits. Every inch of his outfit seemed 

to constrict him, from the binding straps on his limbs to the torturous heels that 

dictated his awkward gait. But as the seconds ticked by, realization struck him. 

Evelyn had left the door was ajar. An opportunity lay before him. 



His first impulse was to shed the cumbersome heels that felt more like shackles, 

but with his restraints, bending down to unbuckle the ankle straps wasn't possible. 

Decisiveness took hold. With an urgency he hadn't felt in years, Brian moved 

across the grand landing, the clicking of his heels echoing loudly, marking his rapid 

escape. 

The grand staircase, however, presented a new challenge. Restricted by the belts, 

he descended sideways, crab-like, but with determination. The front door loomed 

ahead. Would it be locked? To his surprise, it swung open effortlessly, revealing 

a wintry landscape. 

As the icy gust swept in, it wrapped around him like a cold shroud, biting deep 

into his exposed legs and infiltrating every pore of his sleeveless top. The ground, 

carpeted in snow and ice, was a formidable adversary, especially in his attire. But 

an open side gate beckoned tantalizingly from the left. The promise of freedom 

was irresistible. 

Navigating the front steps became a ballet of precision, with the narrow heel-tip 

threatening to slide off each icy step or become wedged in a crevice. Yet, by 

moving with deliberate caution and pacing himself, he managed to reach the 

bottom without mishap or injury. 

Summoning his courage, he ventured a shortcut across the lawn. With each step, 

the snow crunched audibly, and his slender heel sank deeper than anticipated, 

testing his equilibrium in a novel way. The snow-draped grass beneath sent tingles 

through his scarcely shielded feet, each cold blade pricking his skin reminiscent 

of countless needle jabs. Before him, the vast expanse of white loomed, presenting 

an endless path of chilling challenges. 

Breathless after his expedition across the lawn, the frosty air visibly puffed from 

his painted lips as the skirted man cautiously approached the icy garden path, the 

cold gnawing at his numb feet. The path's stones, blanketed in a deceptive layer of 

ice, caught and reflected the pale winter sunlight, giving them a treacherous gleam. 

He advanced with deliberation, his movements a mixture of cautious teetering and 

shuffling. The path seemed alive in its mockery, its slippery surface challenging 

him to maintain balance, insisting on careful consideration with each painstakingly 

slow, mincing step. 



Upon reaching the gate, a wave of relief washed over him. While he was far from 

home, dressed in women's clothes and partially bound, he had at least escaped 

that madhouse. Shivering from the cold, he surveyed his surroundings through 

voluminous faux lashes. Ahead, an open road stretched out, flanked by a snow-

draped forest.  

 



Despite its icy surface, the road seemed the more navigable option. With no clear 

plan and the likelihood of some embarrassing encounters given his current attire, 

Brian mustered his courage and pressed on. 

He set off, the distinct click of his heels punctuating his progress. Hips rolling 

gracefully and elbows pressed tight to his sides, he meticulously placed one high-

heeled foot in front of the other, steadily marching toward freedom. But just as 

liberty seemed moments away, a rustling from the dense grove to his right arrested 

his attention. From the thick curtain of intertwined branches and shadows, Evelyn 

emerged. Her face bore an expression mingling amusement and triumph. In her 

grip, the cold glint of an antique pistol caught the dimming light, menacingly 

asserting her presence. 

Evelyn began a slow, deliberate clap, a sly smirk tugging at the corners of her lips. 

“I knew you had it in you, Brian,” she drawled, her voice dripping with mock 

pride. Brian's heart plummeted, the weight of his predicament settling in. As if to 

underscore the moment, a cold gust of wind toyed with his flowing blonde locks. 

“You just needed the right motivation. That walk? Exquisite – so demure, so 

ladylike. Now, be a dear and sashay back to the house. Our training continues.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 5: Shadows of the Past, Echoes of 

Another Self 

Brian, sitting by the ornate vanity table littered with makeup bottles and discarded 

brushes, caught his reflection in the grand mirror. His visage had been changed so 

drastically that he had trouble connecting with the feminized face looking back. 

His golden tresses, shiny and cascading to his shoulders, seemed foreign, even 

though they were his own. 

Evelyn, standing behind him, chatted away gleefully while she continued to brush 

out his hair. The scent of spring flowers, fresh and invigorating, wafted through 

the air with every stroke.  

“You do really have some beautiful features, for a man,” Evelyn remarked as she 

deftly gathered his hair and pulled it behind his ears. He flinched involuntarily, 

her fingers brushing against the cold metal of the gold hoops in his freshly pierced 

ears. Living with earrings for the past two days was an odd sensation. The pull of 

the heavy hoops and their cold touch against his neck was foreign and unsettling. 

Every small tug or pull was a reminder of the new additions to his ears, and of the 

evening Evelyn held the sterilized needle, her hands steady as she pierced through 

his flesh. 

“Your hair is so much nicer now than when you arrived with that unkempt bird's 

nest atop your head,” Evelyn remarked, her voice filled with pride as if she was 

discussing a personal achievement. The sensation of the brush tugging at a knot 

snapped Brian back to the moment, eliciting a small grunt from him. 

“I probably went a bit overboard with the makeup, though,” Evelyn mused, a hint 

of mischief in her eyes. “It's been so long since I practised. I used to do Cameron's 

makeup all the time when she was young and on the junior beauty pageant scene." 

Brian remained silent, eyes fixated on the heavy makeup. The silvery eyeshadow 

shimmered as it caught the light, accentuated further by the stark contrast of the 

dark eyeliner. Surrounding them, glued into place, lay thick theatrical faux lashes, 

making his eyes pop, and giving them an exaggerated, almost doll-like appearance. 



Evelyn chuckled lightly, seemingly lost in a memory. "Cameron and I would 

practice for hours to perfect her looks. I took special classes, you know? All to 

make sure she looked her absolute best." 

Brian blinked, momentarily startled as the fan-like lashes wafted a cool breeze 

down his face. His eyes, now so unfamiliar, locked onto the reflection in the 

mirror. The thin, meticulously pencilled arches of his eyebrows gave an 

appearance of perpetual surprise, an effect further accentuated by the masterful 

contouring that had refined his once rugged features. 

But it was his lips that captured most of his attention. They seemed fuller, almost 

pillowy, a testament to Evelyn's expertise. The art of overlining had been deployed 

to perfection, making his lips appear larger and lusher. And then there was the 

gloss - a sticky, shimmering pink concoction that clung to them, reflecting the soft 

light of the room and drawing attention to their newly crafted voluptuousness. 

Every time Brian parted them or spoke, they felt alien – a masterpiece of Evelyn's 

making. 



 



The dimly lit bedroom, filled with the scent of exotic perfumes and fresh flowers, 

seemed to close in around Brian. He sat there, trying hard not to fidget in his 

chair. Evelyn's prattling had become a distant noise as Brian became more and 

more conscious of the clothes he had been forced into. 

Every movement he made seemed to amplify his discomfort. The blouse, a 

delicate piece crafted from thin whisp-like material, felt alien against his skin. It 

clung and hovered around his frame, amplifying the padding beneath which added 

a surreal fullness to his chest. He shifted, feeling the tight underwear pinch and 

push against him, rendering his posture rigid and shape womanly. A quick glance 

downward revealed the floral ankle-length skirt, a burst of pink and red flowers 

against a pale backdrop. It felt soft to the touch and restricted his movement, each 

step reduced to a timid shuffle. 

Brian's feet throbbed, encased in the patent-red, platform pumps. He had never 

imagined a pair of shoes could be this treacherous. They were a masterwork of 

pain, imprisoning his feet in a vice-like grip, their weighty bulk a constant reminder 

of his height elevated an unnatural seven inches off the ground. Every step he took 

in them was a wobbly dance, a risky gamble. 

It was a meticulously planned ensemble, each piece selected with care to transform 

Brian completely. From the outside, he looked every inch the demure and refined 

young woman Evelyn wanted him to be, but inside, a raging storm of discomfort 

and desperation tore apart the tormented man’s psyche. 

Evelyn's fingers momentarily stopped their dance through Brian's hair as his voice, 

laden with discomfort, cut through the room's heavy silence. "What happened to 

her?" Brian's question was both a plea for information and a diversion tactic.  

The weight of Evelyn's stare bore down on the feminized man as she pondered 

the question. The room's oppressive stillness was interrupted only by the 

thumping of Brian’s heart. "Nobody knows," she finally said, her voice soaked in 

sadness. "Cameron was her usual vibrant self. Then, suddenly, she became 

increasingly paranoid, convinced she was being observed. One day, she vanished." 

Brian swallowed hard, the weight of Evelyn's words pulling him deeper into his 

chair. "And...?" He prompted, trying to piece together the fragments of the story. 



"The police found no clues," Evelyn continued, her voice betraying a hint of 

bitterness. "Mr. Montgomery didn't trust the process. He hired the country's top 

private investigators. But even they came up emptyhanded. Their unanimous 

conclusion was that if she had been taken, the person responsible was both wealthy 

and influential." 

Brian's brows knitted in confusion. "So who did it?" 

Evelyn hesitated, a shadow of doubt crossing her eyes. "I...," she began, but her 

voice wavered. After a tense pause, she continued, "couldn't possibly say." She 

quickly changed her tone, a feigned cheerfulness replacing the earlier gloom. "But 

let’s not dwell on that now. You have a Thanksgiving dinner to attend and a role 

to play." 

Brian's gaze dropped, and he examined the glossy red of his nails, a stark contrast 

to his pale skin. As a lock of blonde hair slipped free, cascading across his face 

and sticking to his lip gloss, a feeling of nausea welled up inside him. The allure 

of a good meal after days of starvation was tantalising, but the thought of facing Mr 

Montgomery while pretending to be his loving daughter was a daunting prospect. 

Eyes wide with a mix of fear and resignation, Brian tentatively locked eyes with 

Evelyn. His evident apprehension painted a stark contrast against the backdrop of 

his meticulously crafted eyeshadow and liner. The power dynamic was clear: she 

was in control, and the understanding was palpable between them.  

"Come now," Evelyn said in a tone that was both soft and insistent. "Up you get." 

For a split second, time seemed to stand still. The colourful array of makeup 

products covering the top of the vanity, the fragrance of spring flowers, and the 

grandeur of the task ahead all converged, overwhelming Brian's senses. He felt the 

tight grasp of his corset, the confining embrace of his undergarments, and the 

peculiar weight of his footwear. It was as if the room and his attire conspired to 

keep him seated. 

"I said up," Evelyn’s voice broke the tension, sharper now, as she leaned in and 

tipped Brian's chair forward. He had no choice but to acquiesce. Bending his 

knees to avoid falling, Brian felt his feet compact into the shoes. The immediate 

sensation was sharp, an arch-straining discomfort that travelled up his legs as he 



experienced every painful inch the heels added to his height. He took a shaky 

breath, trying to steady himself from his elevated height. 

Evelyn stood back, watching, a hint of impatience in her eyes. Brian followed her 

gaze and found her pointing towards the door, her expression stern. The hallway 

awaited, its echoes of history and opulence an intimidating pathway to traverse in 

his current garb. 

Swallowing hard, Brian began the daunting journey. Each step was a lesson in 

balance and composure. The patent-red platform pumps, strapped tightly in place, 

were instruments of torture with each footfall. The skirt's length made it difficult 

to take broad steps, further hampering his pace. 

As he ventured into the hallway, the ornate rugs felt uneven underfoot, each step 

a potential misstep. The walls, adorned with ancient portraits and tapestries, 

seemed to observe him with a mix of curiosity and judgment. His own reflection 

greeted him intermittently from gilded mirrors, the image of a young woman 

wearing too much makeup navigating an unfamiliar world in high heels. 

Next, Brian found himself confronting the grand staircase yet again. It stood 

before him, a magnificent blend of intricately carved woodwork and plush, 

opulent carpeting. With Evelyn a few steps behind, a guiding yet commanding 

presence, Brian began the descent. Each step was hazardous. He clung to the 

bannister, the gloss of his nails catching the ambient light. The process seemed 

endless, the sheer drop of the staircase appearing more profound with each step. 

Reaching the main foyer was a relief, but the vastness of the room brought new 

challenges. The marble floor, cool and slick beneath his feet, felt treacherous in 

the confining shoes. His steps echoed, announcing his presence, as he imagined 

the many eyes of the mansion's former occupants on him. 

Evelyn guided him with a firm hand on his elbow, her own gait unhindered by the 

constraints of fashion. Brian couldn’t help but admire how she effortlessly 

navigated the expanse, her own heels clicking with confidence against the marble. 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, they reached a cosy room off the side of the 

foyer. Its warmth, enhanced by a crackling fireplace and walls lined with mahogany 

bookshelves, offered some comfort to Brian's rattled nerves. But his ordeal was 



far from over. The room, with its rich drapery and plush seating, felt like a stage, 

and Brian, the unwitting actor about to play his role. 

At the far end of the imposing room sat Mr. Montgomery, a figure of grandeur 

and authority. He reclined in a worn red armchair, its velvety material moulding 

to his form as if it had done so for decades. Every line on his face told a story, and 

every glance exuded a charisma that commanded respect. 

Behind him stood a figure, as stoic as a statue – the butler. His posture was 

impeccable, clothed in a crisp suit and white gloves, highlighting the pristine nature 

of his role. On a tray, he held a decanter of whiskey, its golden hue casting a warm 

glow under the ambient light. Brian's eyes lingered on the bottle for a moment, 

appreciating its allure. Under any other circumstance, it would've been a delight 

he'd have yearned to indulge in. 

His attention was soon redirected by Evelyn's light nudge, a silent reminder of the 

task at hand. The weight of her expectations pressed down on him as he 

remembered her explicit instructions: Be polite, be gracious, and above all, be 

convincingly feminine. With an effort that felt Herculean, Brian pressed a smile 

onto his painted lips, the glossy shine catching the soft lighting of the room. 

Drawing in a deep breath, Brian took the first tentative step, the sharp click of his 

heels against the floor echoing like a metronome, counting down to his imminent 

meeting with Mr Montgomery. The snugness of his skirt, combined with the 

delicate material, ensured a tantalising tickle with every step, brushing against his 

smooth-shaven legs. It was a sensation entirely alien, a reminder of the lengths to 

which Evelyn had gone to perfect his transformation. 



 



As he moved, the perfectly coiffed waves of his golden hair danced around his 

neck, accompanied by the delicate sway of the large hoop earrings. Their weight 

tugged at his lobes, a rhythmic pull that somehow grounded him amidst the storm 

of emotions brewing inside. 

Focus, he told himself. Deep breaths, one step at a time. His platform pumps, as 

tall as they were torturous, demanded attention and balance. The incline they 

forced his feet into was crippling. With every step, a pulse of discomfort shot up 

his calves, making the distance across the room seem vast and unending. Yet, he 

persevered, the sound of his clicking steps growing louder as he neared his 

destination. 

When he finally reached the imposing figure of Mr Montgomery, he paused, eyes 

darting briefly to the whiskey and then back to the elder man. Summoning every 

ounce of dignity he could muster, Brian offered a graceful, albeit shaky, bow. 

Then, in a voice that barely sounded like his own, softer and more delicate, he 

uttered the words that would, in any other situation, have been unthinkable. 

"Hello, Father. Happy Thanksgiving. How are you today?" 

The room seemed to hold its breath, waiting for the patriarch’s response. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6: A Feast of Deception 

The corner of Mr Montgomery's mouth curled into a subtle smile, one 

that had a knowing twinkle in his eyes. The soft lines around them 

crinkled with amusement. “I’m very well, thank you, Cameron,” he said 

in a velvety voice that seemed to hold an undercurrent of mischief. “You 

look lovely today in your little outfit. Always so fashionable. Give me a 

twirl, will you? I want to see the full effect.” 

Brian hesitated, feeling a weight pressing down on his chest, a mingling 

of embarrassment and resentment. The hardwood floor under his feet 

felt like an expansive stage, and he felt like he was the unwilling star. He 

quickly scanned the room, desperate for a way out, but his gaze locked 

onto Evelyn. There she stood, an elegant silhouette in the doorway, her 

chin raised imperiously. Her eyes were cold, offering no comfort, just a 

stern nod of command. 

Swallowing his pride and trepidation, Brian lifted the hem of his flowery 

skirt slightly and began to twirl. As he spun, the tall, clumpy red platform 

heels strapped to his aching feet thudded loudly against the floor, echoing 

throughout the grand room. Their height and design made every 

movement challenging, and he had to work hard not to wobble. 

The long skirt, a cascade of pink and red flowers, flared out as it caught 

the air, its hem brushing his freshly shaven legs. It was both a shield and 

a display, making Brian feel vulnerable and embarrassed. As he moved, 

his blonde hair, which cascaded just past his shoulders, danced around 

him. It shimmered under the light, every strand highlighting the curve of 

his neck and shoulders. The gold hoop earrings he wore caught the light 

too, shimmering with every twist and turn. 

He came to a stop, feeling dizzy both from the twirl and the situation, his 

hair settling around him like a golden curtain. “So feminine! So graceful!” 

Mr Montgomery exclaimed with a touch of theatrical flair. He then lifted 



his glass and sipped his drink before a broad smile crossed his wrinkled 

face. “Just like that doll, you used to take everywhere as a child. What 

was her name again?” 

 



Brian blinked, confusion evident in his blue eyes. “Err…” The weight of 

the situation pressed down harder. From the corner of his eye, he saw 

Evelyn's stern face, her hand motioning for him to continue. To 

improvise. “Err… Roxy,” Brian managed to say, unsure where the name 

had come from. 

Mr Montgomery's smile broadened. “Yes, that’s right,” he said, 

satisfaction evident in his tone. “Describe her to me.” 

Brian's heart raced. “The doll… describe her to you?” The question 

seemed strange, but he had no choice. He could almost feel Evelyn’s 

gaze burning into him, urging him to continue. Drawing a deep breath, 

he thought of a doll his sister once had, one he had never paid much 

attention to until now. “Uhm… yes… she was tall and thin with long 

blonde hair down her back. She always wore makeup... cute outfits and 

high heels.” His voice trailed off, the description ending in a hushed 

whisper, hoping it was enough to satisfy Mr. Montgomery's curiosity. 

The room was thick with tension, and Brian could feel his heart 

pounding hard against his chest, each beat echoing the desperation of his 

predicament. The soft fabric of his skirt clung to his clammy skin, and 

the weight of the earrings pulled slightly, a constant reminder of his 

feminized appearance. 

"It sounds like you and Roxy have a lot in common, Brian," Mr. 

Montgomery's voice cut through the heavy air, and Brian felt as though a 

cold hand had gripped his heart. The deliberate use of his real name felt 

like a violation, a tearing away of the thin façade he had been forced into. 

The emotions swirling inside Brian boiled to the surface. "You know who 

I am?" His voice grew louder with each word, a desperate attempt to 

reclaim his dignity. "Then... what the hell is all this?" His fingers grasped 

at the flowery skirt as though it was the source of his torment. "Why make 

me dress like this? Do you even have a missing daughter you sick f..." 

The accusation hung in the air, a question and a challenge. 



But before he could finish, there was a sudden swish of air, followed by 

a sharp pain that radiated across the back of Brian's thighs. Evelyn, having 

snuck up behind him with the stealth and precision of a ninja, held a 

slender cane in her hand. Her face was a mask of icy calm, her makeup 

flawless, and her lips painted a shade of blood red. With another swift 

movement, the cane found its mark on Brian's pantied backside, causing 

him to yelp in pain. 

"Calm down," she intoned, her voice dripping with authority. "Lower your 

voice and speak calmly. You'll address Mr Montgomery with the respect 

he deserves." 

As Brian tried to process the searing pain, Mr Montgomery rose from 

his chair. He was an imposing figure, even more so up close. Brian, 

despite the heels that added inches to his height, still had to tilt his head 

up to meet the older man’s gaze. There was a calm satisfaction in Mr 

Montgomery's eyes, and the corners of his lips curled into a patronizing 

smile. The immaculate tailoring of his suit accentuated his broad 

shoulders and formidable build. 

"Call it a punishment," Mr. Montgomery began, his voice low and 

menacing. "Punishment for breaking into my house and trying to steal my 

daughter's possessions." He paused, letting the weight of his words sink 

in. "As to who you are... I'm well aware. Brian Marshall, loner, gambler, 

borderline alcoholic. Two strikes against your name, one for trying to rob 

a liquor store with a banana in your pocket, and the other for burglary. 

One more strike, especially for attempted murder, and you'll be going 

away for a long, long time." 

Brian’s painted face paled, his blue eyes widening in shock. “Attempted 

murder?” he retorted, disbelief evident in his voice. “But I didn’t try to 

kill anyone.” 

Mr. Montgomery leaned in closer, so their faces were mere inches apart. 

The scent of his cologne, musky and rich, filled Brian's nostrils. “That 



may be the case," he replied smoothly, his cold gaze unflinching. "But no 

one will take your word over mine." 

Brian swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his current situation. The 

delicate fabric of his long-sleeved blouse brushed against his skin with 

every breath, the gentle touch in stark contrast to the heavy atmosphere. 

At the collar, a red bow added a touch of colour, the knot feeling almost 

symbolic of his current entrapment. His fingers, painted a deep cherry 

hue, still rubbed gently at his skirted backside, the soft material gliding 

over his silky panties beneath. Every element of his outfit made him 

acutely aware of his transformed appearance, deepening the chasm of 

vulnerability he felt, especially in the presence of the looming Mr 

Montgomery. 

"What do you want from me?" he whispered, feeling diminished, his 

voice sounding foreign to his own ears as he tried to retain some 

semblance of his former self. 

Mr. Montgomery took a moment, inspecting Brian with a discerning eye. 

"At first, just a little fun," he began, his tone almost casual, as though 

discussing the weather. "I don't get many visitors out here, and seeing as 

you broke in, I thought I'd see how far I could push you." He paused, a 

glint in his eyes. "I'm impressed you allowed it to go this far, and surprised 

by how convincing you look dressed like a woman – not perfect, but very 

passable." 

Brian's cheeks flushed a deep crimson, the shade standing out even more 

due to the light foundation that had been meticulously applied to his face 

earlier. His eyes darted downward involuntarily, catching a glimpse of the 

rounded toes of his patent leather heels, which peeked out playfully from 

beneath the hem of his floral skirt. 

"You see, Brian," Mr. Montgomery continued, his tone growing sombre, 

"I've been spending more and more time out here in Tahoe ever since 

my daughter went missing." He looked away, pain evident in his eyes. 



"This place used to be filled with laughter and smiles, but these days, it’s 

a museum of memories, a sanctuary away from the pain of the real world 

– where she isn't around anymore." 

Brian bit his lip, the shimmering gloss making it appear plump and soft. 

He felt a twinge of empathy for the man but was still acutely aware of his 

own vulnerable state. 

"Hearing how you've acted all this time from Evelyn, and seeing you in 

action today," Montgomery resumed, "I can tell that you're a very 

impressive and convincing liar, Brian. Skilled in deceit and self-

preservation. So, for that reason, I'm offering you an opportunity to avoid 

spending the rest of your life in jail." 

Brian's eyes, framed by long, feathery lashes thanks to the mascara that 

had been generously applied, darted up to meet Montgomery's gaze, 

sensing a slim chance for redemption. 

"You're going to help me find out what happened to my daughter," the 

older man declared, his voice firm. Stunned, Brian's voice trembled. 

"And how am I supposed to do that?" 

Montgomery's smile was sly. "You'll return to L.A. with me. There, we'll 

create a new identity for you. And from there, you'll use that cunning of 

yours to infiltrate the group of people who no doubt had a hand in my 

daughter's disappearance and discover the truth." 

Brian's brows, now expertly shaped and filled, furrowed in scepticism. 

"And these people... They're just going to welcome me into their group 

with open arms?" 

"Yes," Montgomery answered confidently. "They will. Because you’ll be 

posing as my new fiancée." Brian's lips, painted a delicate shade of petal 

pink, parted in astonishment as he drew in a sharp breath. The fresh 

scent of his floral perfume wafted up to his nostrils. The fragrance was 

sweet and heady, intermingling with the room's atmosphere, almost as a 



metaphor for his confusing position. His blonde tresses, which had been 

meticulously styled, framed his face, making his shock even more 

pronounced. 

 



"I..." he began, the word hanging in the air, but before he could voice his 

objections, Mr. Montgomery, with a twinkle in his eye, chimed in. 

"Why don't you think it over during dinner? It is Thanksgiving, after all," 

he said, his tone jovial, contrasting starkly with the tension that had 

gripped the room moments before. "It'll be an excellent opportunity for 

us to get better acquainted, don't you think?" 

As if on cue, a bell chimed through the expansive home, indicating 

dinner was ready. The aroma of roasted turkey and sweet pies wafted 

into the room, making Brian's stomach give an involuntary growl.  

Brian's eyes darted between the tempting exit and the dining room door, 

where an uncertain future awaited. His mind raced as he weighed his 

limited options, subtly shifting his weight on his towering six-inch 

platform shoes, encountering that all-too-familiar wobble. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 7: A Square Peg in a Round Hole 

In the glistening heart of Los Angeles, where dreams and nightmares interweave 

seamlessly under the California sun, Brian Marshall - unrecognizable from the 

man he used to be - teetered along a pathway adorned with a riot of colours from 

bougainvillaeas and roses. The little sign, ‘Galactic Enterprises,’ glinted in gold in 

the distance as if beckoning him to a destiny he never imagined. 

"You're doing this to survive," his voice barely a whisper, a lifebuoy in the stormy 

seas of his new reality. As he spoke, the silky tendrils of his blonde hair tickled his 

neck, and the sensation of makeup on his face was a constant reminder of the 

charade he had been forced into. 

Every sound seemed amplified. The rhythmic tapping of his high-heeled shoes 

synchronized with Evelyn's, resounding more prominently than the bustling LA 

streets around them. While the sun's warmth, often comforting, today felt almost 

invasive on his exposed legs, showcased by the snug fit of a black velvet mini dress 

edged with stark white bands at the sleeves and hem. The dress, both confining 

and revealing, clung closely to the shapewear underneath, becoming increasingly 

warm in the mid-afternoon LA heat. 

Evelyn, a beacon of confidence, seemingly oblivious to Brian’s struggles, strode 

ahead through a gleaming glass door into a bright, airy office space. Following 

closely behind, Brian's eyes darted around nervously, taking in the vivid paintings 

on the walls, the rich wooden desks, and the abundance of greenery that seemed 

to bring nature inside. Three stunning women sat in the main area, deeply 

engrossed in their work. Their elegance and grace made Brian's confidence waver, 

and he ducked his head, hoping to avoid their scrutiny. His walk felt exaggerated, 

each step measured, mimicking the femininity Evelyn had painstakingly taught 

him. 

Without pausing, Evelyn knocked lightly on a closed door at the rear of the room 

and entered, not waiting for a reply. The clicking of Brian's heels seemed louder 

now, and a sharp pain shot up his calves as he tried to keep up. A sense of dread 

loomed as he glanced down at the bow adorning the front of his torturous shoes; 

an exquisite pair of suede stilettos, a far cry from the comfort he was used to. 



Rising from behind a desk littered with papers was a distinguished-looking woman 

with cascading brunette waves. She radiated authority, her dark pink dress both 

sophisticated and alluring. "Evelyn, always a pleasure," she began, her voice a 

melodic purr. After exchanging a few more pleasantries with Evelyn, her dark eyes 

settled on Brian. “You must be Brian,” she remarked, her tone both curious and 

amused. A fleeting memory of his masculine past shot through the skirted man's 

mind, making him squirm in his current attire. “I’m Melanie Sutton, founder, and 

CEO of Galactic Enterprises. Please, have a seat.” 

 



"Thank you," Brian mumbled, the sound foreign and muffled by his lipstick-coated 

lips. Spotting a plush white sofa, he tottered over, each step a challenge. As he sat, 

the weight of Melanie's gaze bore into him, leaving him to wonder how much this 

woman knew about his predicament. 

The white leather of the plush sofa crinkled softly as Evelyn gracefully positioned 

herself beside Brian, though on the opposite end, ensuring a distance between 

them. Her ruby-red pencil skirt shimmered slightly under the room’s soft lighting, 

matching the deep shade of her lips. "Thank you for seeing us today, Melanie. 

And for getting everything organised." She said, crossing her legs, the movement 

fluid and practised. Her stilettos, a sharp contrast of black against the pale skin of 

her ankles, glistened. 

Melanie, with her confident demeanour and eyes that missed nothing, leaned back 

into her chair, her hands resting on the wooden surface of her desk. Her nails, 

painted a shade similar to her dress, clicked lightly against the wood. "Mr 

Montgomery has always been a guiding light in my life’s journey. His trust in me 

and Galactic, even when the world was sceptical, was unshakeable. I owe a great 

deal to him, both in terms of faith and financial support. Helping in this endeavour 

is the least I can do. However," she paused, her eyes drifting to Brian, "I do have 

some reservations." 

Brian, in the midst of this tense conversation, found his attention wavering 

between the two women and his own discomfort. He discreetly tried to reposition 

himself on the sofa, feeling the skirt cling to his thighs. His feet were throbbing 

from the confines of the heels, and he wiggled his toes, hoping to alleviate some 

of the discomfort without drawing attention. 

"He might look the part to some extent," Melanie's voice cut through, drawing 

Brian's full attention. She regarded him with a calculating gaze, making Brian feel 

as if he was a piece of art being appraised. "But his look lacks that certain... allure 

that my clients are accustomed to in the real estate business.  And, I wonder, does 

he even want to be a part of this?" 

Evelyn, ever the picture of composure, leaned forward slightly, her gaze steady. 

The shimmering pendant around her neck caught a ray of sunlight filtering 

through the blinds. "Perhaps it would be easier if we refer to him as her from now 

on. You can call her, Roxy," she said, placing an emphasis on the name. "As for 



your concerns, I guarantee you they're unfounded. Roxy is fully committed and 

will follow your directives to the letter. And Melanie, If adjustments to her look 

are required to meet your standards, you have free reign to do what is necessary. 

Mr Montgomery will ensure every expense is covered." 

Brian shifted uneasily on the plush sofa, the soft velvet of his mini-dress brushing 

against his newly smooth and lotioned skin. The discussions about further altering 

his appearance made his stomach twist in unease. He remembered that 

foreboding conversation with Mr. Montgomery in the Tahoe mansion on 

Thanksgiving. The lack of choice was evident: comply or face a lifetime behind 

bars. 

The towering heels that had become an almost permanent extension of his feet 

seemed to mock any thoughts of escape. The idea that he might have to run in 

them one day was an irony not lost on him. The thought alone was enough to 

make him shudder. 

All he could think of was that if he could see this through. If he could endure 

whatever they had planned for him, he might have a chance to start over. Mr 

Montgomery's promise of a million dollars glittered at the end of this treacherous 

road, a potential key to a new life. 

“Very well,” Melanie finally said, looking the feminized man up and down 

critically. “A trip to the salon is certainly in order. We'll want to smooth out her 

complexion and get that hair taken care of. She’ll also need a manicure, and, of 

course, some lessons in maintaining everything. And I’ll call my surgeon... he's an 

artist. All my girls rave about his work. A few touch-ups here and there, and she 

might just blend in.” 

“Surgeon?” Brian gasped, his voice louder than he intended, his eyes widening in 

genuine terror. 



 



Evelyn, her lips a thin line of disapproval, shot him a reprimanding look. "Hush, 

Roxy," she hissed, her voice dripping with authority. “You’ll do as you're told.” 

Brian found himself instinctively retracting, the weight of Evelyn's stare pushing 

him back into the plushness of the couch, a bird pinned under the gaze of a snake. 

Melanie, on the other hand, appeared to be enjoying the situation. A mischievous 

glint shone in her eyes as she watched Brian's reaction. "Relax, Roxy" she smirked, 

"I'm just talking about a few simple procedures to enhance your beauty. You’ll be 

in and out in a day." 

Taking charge once more, Evelyn spoke up. "Then it's settled. Melanie. I’ll leave 

you to make the necessary arrangements. And Roxy here," she said with a harsh 

glare in Brian's direction, "will cooperate. Won't you, Roxy?" The last question was 

more of a directive than an inquiry. 

Brian swallowed hard, his stiletto heel rocking back and forth under the weight of 

his anxiety. Nodding meekly, he murmured, "Yes, Evelyn." 

Satisfied, Evelyn rose with an elegant poise, her fingers delicately skimming the 

fabric of her skirt to ensure its flawless drape. "I'll leave Roxy in your capable hands 

then, Melanie. Remember, any problems, just call." 

As Evelyn exited the room, leaving Brian alone with Melanie, he had a sinking 

feeling that the most challenging part of his journey was only just beginning. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 8: The Works 

In a room that was both extravagantly decorated yet completely unfamiliar, Brian, 

now 'Roxy', awakened. The heavy drapes of maroon velvet kept the Los Angeles 

sun from pouring in, though a few determined rays managed to find their way, 

illuminating the intricate patterns on the cream-coloured wallpaper. The air 

carried a faint scent of rose and lavender from the oil diffuser plugged in next to 

his four-poster bed. 

His initial drowsiness soon gave way to a crushing weight of realization. Brian felt 

the press of the plush pillows against his newly smoothed back, reminding him of 

the terrifying pace at which his life had changed. Each day felt like being stuck on 

a runaway train, with the scenery outside becoming more and more 

unrecognizable. The fear, the disbelief, and an overwhelming sense of being 

trapped made it hard for him to breathe. 

The bed beneath him felt alien. The satin sheets, though luxurious, seemed to 

cling to his newly hairless skin, creating an unsettling sensation. He remembered 

the plan, a strategy to weave him seamlessly into Mr Montgomery's world. As 

absurd as it sounded, Brian was to become an upscale estate agent, introducing 

prospective clients to sprawling mansions that only a select few could even dream 

of. This ruse was to culminate in his introduction as Mr Montgomery’s fiancé, with 

their supposedly romantic meeting rooted in a property viewing. A fanciful tale, 

but it had to be sold convincingly. 

Brian’s mind raced back to the week before. Each morning had heralded a new 

transformation, and each evening saw him gazing at a reflection that felt less and 

less like his own. First, the removal of hair. Technicians had worked meticulously, 

plucking, waxing, and lasering almost every part of his body. Every session left his 

skin feeling like that of a porcelain doll – tender, silky smooth, and impossibly 

vulnerable. 

But then came the additions. His eyebrows underwent a procedure called 

microblading, a semi-permanent tattooing technique that fills in sparse eyebrows, 

giving them a full, yet naturally sculpted look. Gone were the thick, rugged brows 

of Brian, replaced by a soft, feminine arch that framed his eyes beautifully. 

Following this, he was introduced to the world of eyelash extensions. Each 

individual lash was bonded to his own with precision, making them look longer, 



fuller, and more alluring. The process was tedious, but the result left his eyes 

perpetually framed, making them the undeniable focal point of his face. 

Lying there, thinking about the surreality of the changes, a certain heaviness settled 

in Brian's heart. Yet, beneath the layers of fear and uncertainty, a spark of 

determination still flickered. Whatever challenges lay ahead, he would face them 

head-on. For now, he focused on the immediate task – learning to navigate this 

new world and, above all else, finding out what had happened to Cameron 

Montgomery as quickly as humanly possible. 

As the Los Angeles sun ascended higher in the sky, its warm rays gently infiltrated 

the bedroom, gradually illuminating the lower part of Brian's bed. From beneath 

the soft satin sheets emerged a hairless foot adorned with meticulously painted 

pink toenails. Scoffing, Brian could feel the unfamiliar weight of hair as he pushed 

himself up. Every slight movement was accentuated by a cascade of golden locks 

that seemed alien, yet oddly intimate, given their attachment to his scalp. 

Brian slowly moved the soft sheets aside, revealing legs that seemed slightly more 

delicate and polished than he remembered. As he edged to sit up, his long blonde 

hair spilt over his shoulders, feeling heavier and stranger with every movement. 

Each strand felt foreign, but it was undeniable that the craftsmanship and artistry 

behind the extensions were impeccable. 

As his feet touched the soft carpeted floor, memories from the salon flooded back 

to him. He remembered the peculiar scent of hair dye and the feeling of being 

swaddled in a cape as his shoulder-length hair was washed, the suds dissipating 

into a lighter shade of blond. He could recall the tugging and pulling sensations 

on his scalp as the stylist worked meticulously, adding extension after extension. 

With his head tilted slightly forward, Brian remembered the tedium of the salon 

chair, the soft hum of conversations around him, and the increasingly pronounced 

weight atop his head. He remembered watching sections of his hair, which once 

comfortably rested around his shoulders, getting longer and more unyielding as 

they blended seamlessly with the added extensions. The process was tedious, and 

he oscillated between boredom, mild discomfort, and astonishment as he 

glimpsed his transformation in the salon mirror. 



 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the stylist began snipping and shaping, giving 

his lengthy locks some semblance of style and structure. He remembered the final 

reveal, the ornate hand mirror reflecting an unfamiliar visage back at him. The 

waves of Barbieesque blonde hair, while meticulously styled and undeniably 

beautiful, felt cumbersome and imposing. The sensation was confounding; a blend 

of awe and a tinge of resentment. He hadn't asked for this, but there was no 

denying the difference the new hair made to his disguise. 

In the dimly lit, air-conditioned room, Brian took a hesitant step off the bed, his 

toes curling against the plush carpet below. Each movement felt painfully 

exaggerated, hindered by the alien weight of his long blonde hair and the curious 

sensation of his new acrylic nails. He stared momentarily at the square-tipped 

extensions painted in a soft gradient – a "modern French manicure", the woman at 

the salon had proudly declared. They were cumbersome, firmly bonded on, and 

entirely impractical. The mere thought of tackling daily chores, let alone the more 

delicate task that awaited him in the bathroom, seemed impossible. 

His body felt a weight it hadn't before as he moved, each step heavy and weary. 

The combination of an intense workout regimen, a strictly monitored diet, and a 

cascade of mysterious injections had left him feeling frail and weak. Despite their 

masked labels and ambiguous intentions, a few of those injections had effects that 

were all too visible. Tightness enveloped certain parts of his body, the sensation 



of it stretching and swelling palpable around his nipples and buttocks. The 

prognosis had been clear; within weeks after a few more top-ups, his physique 

would shift, taking on curves and contours traditionally associated with the female 

form. 

Entering the bathroom, his breath caught at the sight that greeted him. The 

overhead lights mercilessly illuminated every inch of his transformed face. 

Memories of the clinic visit two days prior rushed back: the antiseptic smell, the 

cold touch of the leather chair, and the slight sting of each injection. The process 

of receiving Botox, he remembered, was a haunting experience. After a few short 

pinpricks and some mild discomfort, he emerged transformed. In the aftermath, 

it was hard to stop shaking as he gawked at the face of a stranger in the mirror. His 

skin now felt unusually taut, almost as if it had been drawn back and secured into 

place. The natural lines and expressions he'd taken for granted had vanished, 

replaced by a smooth, femininely round visage. 

But it was his lips that truly stunned him. Engorged and shimmering, they 

protruded in a way he hadn't thought possible. The fullness was almost cartoonish, 

with a tension that made him fearful of even a gentle touch. What if they truly did 

burst? The thought was both absurd and terrifying. 



 

Realising it was almost time, a shiver ran down Brian's spine, not from the cold 

but from the looming dread of the day ahead. Evelyn, his stern taskmaster, would 

soon arrive at his door, her arrival heralding another day of unending trials. Each 

day was a maze, a series of challenges designed to test and reshape Brian's very 

understanding of himself. 

He took a deep breath, steadying himself. There was no turning back now. The 

path ahead, while daunting, was set. With a sense of grim determination, Brian 

took a deep breath, preparing himself for whatever "feminine hell" the day had in 

store. 



Chapter 9: Dressed for Success 

Amid the rhythmic pulse of the street's daily hustle, she emerged as a beacon of style and 

elegance. As she tottered out from a building, the surrounding world blurred, as if someone 

had smudged the edges of a photograph, making her the undeniable focal point. It felt as 

though she had strolled straight out of the glossy pages of a fashion magazine, her presence so 

commanding that a man at a nearby café, previously engrossed in his coffee and the rhythm 

of his music, momentarily disconnected from his world to immerse himself in hers. 

Her hair, a vibrant shade of blonde, wasn't the blinding type but radiated a soft hue of 

classiness. It seemed both effortless and meticulously styled, cascading around her face and 

framing her striking features. The artistry of her makeup was impeccable. Her eyes, lined 

darkly, sparkled with an intense shimmer, their allure further accentuated by long, lush 

eyelashes. Meanwhile, her plump lips, glossed to perfection, bore a hue that danced 

tantalizingly between peach and rose. 

The ensemble she wore was a statement in itself: a coordinated two-piece in a palette of pink 

hues, reminiscent of vintage elegance, possibly crafted from tweed or knit. The buttoned top 

clung to her figure, revealing her midriff, while the skirt rode high, celebrating her toned legs 

that whispered of dedicated gym hours or spirited dance nights at a nightclub. Complementing 

the unique houndstooth patterned outfit was a petite, red purse, its intricate design subtly 

hinting at luxury. 

Her jewellery was understated but exuded sophistication: a gleaming gold watch adorned her 

wrist, a delicate necklace rested gently against her collarbone, and a pronounced ring lent a 

dash of audacity to her fingers. 

The precision and care bestowed upon her nails were evident. They gleamed with a high-

shine finish, showcasing a modern two-tone French manicure that seamlessly meshed with her 

ensemble. Given their length and the rounded square contour, they were likely expertly 

crafted acrylic extensions, adding a contemporary edge to her refined aura. 

Yet, it was her shoes that stole the show. Pink, delicate leather slip-ons with a bold five-inch 

heel! They were a daring choice. With each step, she seemed on the verge of tipping over, 

reminiscent of a cat on a narrow fence, gracefully wobbly. The audacity of her footwear made 

her a spectacle, where glamour met impracticality. The discomfort was evident on her almost 

too-perfect face, as her taut skin and plumped, glossed bee-stung lips strained to form a 

grimace. 



 



But as quickly as she had captured the attention of onlookers, she disappeared into the 

backseat of a luxury car. Her ascent, however, wasn't without its challenges; the constraints of 

her short skirt rendered her movements noticeably awkward, akin to a beginner grappling 

with unfamiliar attire. And yet, in the bustling streets of L.A., where such spectacles are 

frequent, her fleeting presence was just another flash of intrigue soon to be eclipsed by the 

city's next distraction. 

Amidst the cacophony of traffic and city sounds, the luxury car weaved its way to Galactic 

Enterprises. The serene environment inside the vehicle was a stark contrast to the hustle and 

bustle outside. For Brian, however, the car ride was an emotional tempest, a storm of both 

personal conflict and physical discomfort. 

Brian's gaze fixed on the vast expanse of L.A., a stark contrast to the more familiar streets of 

Reno. The towering skyscrapers, representing L.A.'s global influence, and the sea of diverse 

pedestrians echoed the city's relentless pace, a world apart from Reno's more laid-back vibe. 

As someone experiencing L.A. for the first time, and doing so while crossdressed, Brian felt 

an acute mix of awe and vulnerability. This new environment combined with his altered 

appearance created an emotional maelstrom. Catching a fleeting glimpse of himself in the car 

window, he was taken aback. Those once-familiar features, now enhanced by Botox and 

framed by waves of blonde hair, appeared foreign. His eyes, accentuated by long lashes 

drenched in mascara, reflected a depth of uncertainty and internal conflict, the windows to a 

soul navigating uncharted waters. 

A twitch of his pouty, painted lips, another reminder of the drastic alterations, brought forth 

memories of the previous week, when the changes began in earnest. The sensation of those 

tiny injections, the slow transformation as his face began to embrace an aesthetic far from what 

he remembered, came rushing back. Each glance at his new reflection felt like encountering 

a stranger, familiar yet distant. 

Brian's open-toed slides, with their thin five-inch heels, pressed delicately against the car's 

plush floor, making him acutely anxious. Each minute adjustment of his feet threatened to 

dislodge the shoes entirely. The realization that they could slip off his smooth, hairless feet at 

any moment weighed heavily on him. As the journey continued, he grew increasingly attuned 

to the sensations: the edges of the slides barely containing his toes, the cool air brushing against 

his painted nails, and the dull ache in his feet even while seated. 

As the car pulled up to Galactic Enterprises, Brian's heart raced. Stepping out, he was hit by 

a fresh wave of anxiety. Taking a deep breath, he navigated the pathway leading to the 

entrance, painfully aware of his shoes' precarious grip. It was a torturous journey; every step 

seemed to last an eternity, his attention firmly fixed on the path ahead, and the fear of rolling 

an ankle. 

Entering the office, a soft chime sounded overhead, announcing his arrival. The room 

momentarily paused as all eyes turned to him. Women, all impeccably dressed in glamorous 



attire reminiscent of his own, took a momentary interest. However, just as quickly, their 

attention was diverted back to their tasks, the rhythm of the office restoring its normal pace. 

It seemed Brian's transformation, although shocking to him, was just another part of the day 

for them. 

With determination, he made his way to Melanie's office. His stride, though intended to be 

confident, betrayed a hint of trepidation. As he approached the door, the usual simple act of 

forming a fist to knock became a challenging endeavour. His long, extended nails prevented 

the comfortable curl of his fingers. Instead, they pushed against his palm, making his hand 

splay out in a dainty manner. The unintentionally effeminate gesture deepened his feelings of 

emasculation and vulnerability as he gave the door a light tap. 

"Enter," Melanie's voice rang out.  

As the door opened, Melanie's gaze met Brian's. For a brief moment, her eyes sparkled with 

an evident mixture of surprise and delight. The sight before her was far beyond her 

expectations. Regaining her composure, she gestured for Brian to take a seat opposite her. 

Doing his best to emulate the grace that Evelyn had endeavoured to instil in him, Brian 

delicately arranged his skirt before settling into an empty chair. He folded his arms and leaned 

against the desk, attempting to exude composure. However, when he cast his eyes over at 

Melanie, his expression inadvertently resembled that of a pouting princess. 



 

Melanie leaned back in her plush leather chair, her keen eyes scanning the feminized man 

before her. "I love your outfit today, Roxy. So chic." she began, her voice dripping with a mix 

of approval and amusement. "I have to say, your new look really is coming along nicely." 



Brian felt his heart rate pick up, the implication of her words dawning on him. "Coming along? 

You talk as though I'm a project," he protested, shifting his pantied backside to find a more 

comfortable position in his seat. "I never asked for any of this - these changes to my face and 

body are already too much!" He paused, gathering his thoughts. "And now... You’re telling me 

there’s going to be more?" 

Melanie tilted her head, her sleek brunette hair cascading over one shoulder, reflecting the 

ambient light of the room. "Well, darling," she began, drawing out the words, "your figure still 

has a ways to go. But after a few more injection sessions at the clinic, your skin will have 

stretched and adjusted enough to accommodate a fuller backside and a respectable pair of 

breasts - just like the rest of my girls." 

Brian's face turned pale, eyes widening in disbelief. "You can't be serious," he whispered, a 

sense of dread settling over him as he felt his already enlarged and stiff nipples rubbing against 

the inside of his bra. 

Melanie smirked, her perfectly lined lips curving upward. "What's the matter, Roxy? I was 

under the impression you were onboard with all this. Remember, my reputation is on the line 

here. I’m doing Mr Montgomery a favour by bringing you in, but I refuse to be embarrassed.” 

A heavy sigh escaped Brian's lips, causing his meticulously styled hair to flutter slightly. "So, 

what exactly do you expect me to do around here?" 

A gleam sparkled in Melanie's eyes as she responded, "You, my dear, will be one of our senior 

sales executives, brokering deals for exclusive mansions to some of the wealthiest people from 

around the world." 

Brian looked aghast. "You mean I'll have to interact with clients looking like... like this?" He 

gestured at himself, drawing attention to his short skirt, revealing long smooth legs and the 

precariously balanced heels that seemed to scream impracticality. 

Melanie frowned, her perfectly arched brows drawing together. "Of course! How else would 

you sell the properties? Our clients expect a certain flair, a touch of elegance. And you'll need 

to provide that in spades." 

Brian exhaled deeply, attempting to reconcile the weight of the situation. "So... supposedly 

I’ve worked here for a while, then? If I’m supposed to be a senior sales executive?" he 

ventured. 

Melanie nodded, her fingers playing with the delicate chain of her necklace. "Precisely. As the 

story goes, you're Roxy Devine, a 23-year-old who moved to L.A. four years ago from a quaint 

town in Maine. Stardom was the dream, but it eluded you. Fortunately, fate had other plans. 

Your ever-so-generous and attractive cousin took you under her wing and introduced you to 

the world of real estate." 



Brian's gaze met hers, his eyes searching for any hint of jest. "Cousin? You're referring to 

yourself?" 

A sly smile curled the corner of Melanie's lips. "Of course, dear. In order to sell this narrative, 

we need a convincing backstory. We can't have anyone poking holes in our tale. And by the 

end of the week, you'll have all the necessary documentation to prove it." 

Brian slumped back, his head spinning. "This is madness. All of this... it's just... nuts." 

Melanie's chuckle broke the heavy silence that enveloped the room. "Well, that's Mr. 

Montgomery for you," she said, her tone playful. "He's a perfectionist. Doesn't leave anything 

to chance." 

Brian took a deep breath, attempting to process the whirlwind of information. After a long 

pause, he whispered, "So… What happens next?" 

Melanie rose from her chair, motioning to the bustling open-concept workspace beyond her 

office door. "For now, I’ll set you up in a cubicle, next to Carly. She's one of our best. She'll 

guide you, show you the ropes, and help you navigate this new world until you're confident 

enough to do it by yourself. I want you to observe everything she does, down to the minutest 

of details. In a week’s time, I expect you to be a Carly clone. 

Brian hesitated before slowly rising to his feet, his ankles trembling with apprehension. With 

hesitant steps, he moved closer to see where Melanie was pointing. His eyes widened in alarm 

as they settled on a woman with heavy makeup in a sharp business suit, her fingers dancing 

over the keys with intimidating precision. A wave of fear washed over him, and he instinctively 

brought his arms closer to his body, overwhelmed by the thought of looking and acting like 

ditzy-looking Carly. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 10: The Allure of the Hilltop Mansion 

The shimmering sunlight of Los Angeles danced across the polished surfaces of the restaurant 

patio, casting a glamourous glow on the patrons dining in high style. Among them, Brian sat 

across from Carly, legs crossed at the ankle in a position that was now becoming second 

nature, yet his mind wandered amidst the clatter of cutlery and the murmurs of the affluent 

clientele. 

Carly's voice, a lively stream of words, flowed over Brian, who seemed lost in his own reverie. 

She was elaborating on their next destination, a lavish abode nestled in the hills, a property 

that screamed opulence and whispered secrets of the stars who wandered its halls. "You really 

have to absorb every detail!" she was saying. "These clients... they expect us to know the place 

like it's our own." 

Brian nodded absentmindedly, his fingers toying with the edge of his Balmain dress, feeling 

the peculiar juxtaposition of firm denim and soft tweed. He felt a strange compression as the 

dress clung snugly to his newly curvaceous form, the tweed detailing brushing against his 

hairless thighs each time he shifted in his seat, reminding him of the unfamiliarity of his own 

body. 

Resting his chin on his right hand and letting his gaze drift to the cityscape, he was acutely 

aware of the pink varnish that adorned his nails. Their length was a delicate yet impractical 

aspect of his transformation. They clicked lightly against each other as he wiggled his fingers, 

a stark contrast to his old, brief, and utilitarian nails.  

Below the table, the height of his pink platform heels held his legs at an angle that was both a 

marvel and a torment. The six-inch elevation was a constant battle, his feet aching for relief, 

the straps embracing his ankles with a tight assurance that left no room for respite. 

The breeze teased his long blond hair, tickling his shoulders. The pain from his scalp was a 

rhythmic pulse, each heartbeat reminding him of the taut ponytail that crowned his head, the 

blond locks pulling at the roots. The adornments of little gemstones, so strategically placed, 

caught the sunlight, casting prismatic specks across the table, a disco ball's tribute to femininity. 

Lost in his introspection, he tried to ignore the shortness of his dress as it rode up with each 

movement, or the cleavage that seemed so unfamiliar every time his eyes cast downward. His 

chest and buttocks, getting fuller and tighter with each week's treatments, the injections 

stretching his skin and reshaping him into an alien form of beauty. It was a vision that still 

shocked him, a contrast so stark against his former self that it seemed to belong to another 

world altogether. 



 

"Roxy, are you even listening?" Carly's voice cut through his thoughts, her tone laced with 

playful sternness. 

The feminised man jerked back to the moment, his heavily made-up eyes meeting hers. "Of 

course, sweety. Listen to everything you say and do what you do, right?" Brian responded, his 



voice an overzealous mimicry of Carly's characteristic effervescence. It was a performance, 

another mask to wear, another role to play in this elaborate theatre of transformation. 

"Right," Carly affirmed, a hint of satisfaction in her smile as she observed the vision of 

femininity opposite her. "Now finish your salad, and we'll get going." 

Brian complied, reaching down to pick up his fork, his hunger for normalcy as insatiable as 

his need for sustenance. Each bite was mechanical, a mere act of going through the motions 

as he braced himself for the afternoon's charade. As he pushed through the discomfort, Brian 

couldn't help but wonder if he would ever grow accustomed to this new existence or if he 

would remain a stranger to himself, teetering forever on the edge of recognition. 

========== 

As the sun reached its zenith over the City of Angels, a sleek sports car with Carly at the wheel 

wound its way up the sinuous roads that clung to the verdant hills. Brian perched delicately in 

the vehicle’s front seat, felt a tinge of nervous anticipation beneath his carefully curated 

exterior. The car's ascent offered panoramic views of Los Angeles, spreading out like a vast, 

glittering tableau below them, but it was the destination that stole his breath - a mansion that 

was a testament to opulence and whispered wealth from every stately stone. 

The car pulled into a driveway that seemed to sweep them up and deposit them at the front 

door of the palatial home. Brian stepped out, his platform heels clacking authoritatively on 

the stone pavement, though his legs protested with a dull ache from their constant arching. 

The imposing front doors opened to reveal interiors that seemed to echo with the footsteps 

of movie stars and moguls, spaces where dreams were brokered over clinking glasses and 

hushed conversations. 

As they entered, Brian’s eyes darted around, absorbing the grandeur - the soaring ceilings, the 

two-pronged, winding central staircase, and the priceless art that adorned the walls, each piece 

more breathtaking than the last. 

For the next half hour, Carly led the way, her voice a symphony of rehearsed enthusiasm and 

practised gestures. She detailed the origin of the kitchen’s custom-made countertops, flown in 

from Tuscany, her words painting pictures of artisans chipping away at rare stone. The 

bathroom tiles, she explained with a flourish, were the brainchild of a famed Japanese 

designer, and available to a select few. 

Brian followed dutifully, the mental gymnastics of memorizing each fact made all the more 

difficult by the physical strain of his attire. He tottered along, feeling the stiff denim of his 

dress shift with each step, a persistent reminder of the day's relentless pace. The gentle brush 

of the tweed details against his smooth legs was a whisper against the shout of his sore muscles. 



Finally, after a gruelling quiz on the details of the mansion, with Carly's scrutiny as sharp as 

the cut of her designer dress, Brian managed to recite the features and facts without faltering. 

Carly’s nod was curt, a business-like stamp of approval. “Alright, your turn, Roxy” she 

declared, her eyes gleaming with the challenge. “I’m the client, sell it to me.” 

Brian hesitated, a flicker of reluctance in his gaze. The very idea of stepping into Carly's shoes 

- even metaphorically - was daunting. Yet, as he looked at her expectant face, plastered with 

makeup, something within him steadied. "Of course, Carly. Where would you like to begin?" 

he asked, his voice steadier than he felt. 

She smiled, a predator's grin, and gestured grandly to the living room. “Impress me,” she said. 

And so, Brian took a deep breath, summoning every scrap of knowledge and confidence he 

had absorbed from ditzy-looking Carly. He was about to embark on the 'big sell,' his 

performance under the gilded ceilings and opulent surroundings of a house that felt like a 

world away from his comfort zone. He steeled himself for the task, determined to meet Carly's 

expectations, even if it meant subjecting himself to the embarrassing task at hand. 

Brian strode around the expansive living space, his towering pink heels sinking slightly into 

the plush carpet below, intricately designed and crafted with meticulous attention to detail. 

The open-plan room was bathed in the ambient light streaming in through the floor-to-ceiling 

windows, with the golden hues of the afternoon sun casting a warm glow throughout. 

"You’ll notice the use of earthy tones combined with luxurious elements,” Brian began, 

gesturing to the neutral-coloured room behind him. “The centrepiece here is this abstract 

artwork,” he said, pointing to the large painting hanging over a sleek, dark-hued fireplace. “It's 

a stunning piece by a renowned international artist, and it perfectly complements the 

minimalist aesthetic of this living area.” 

His eyes fluttered before drifting to the gigantic white couch nestled around a unique wooden 

coffee table, adorned with meticulously stacked books and an ornate vase filled with fresh 

greenery. "This sofa," Brian began, taking a breath and trying to channel his inner Carly, "is 

Italian-made, hand-stitched, and upholstered with the finest imported fabric. It's the epitome 

of luxury and comfort, perfect for entertaining guests or just relaxing after a long day." 

Leaving the living room, Brian led the way, the sway of his backside pronounced as he 

confidently wiggled along in his short skirt. The subtle rhythm of his movements added a 

touch of playfulness to the grandeur of the mansion. As they walked through the hallway and 

entrance foyer, Carly couldn't help but take notice, amused by the contrast of Brian's vivacious 

stride against the backdrop of the stately home. The ambient lighting accentuated the details 

of the intricate wall designs, making their journey to the grand staircase even more enchanting. 

As Brian pointed out small details, Carly followed the skirted man up the grand staircase. She 

watched the ease with which he moved atop his towering heels, their clicks resonating loudly 



against the marble steps and echoing through the vast entrance hall. Brian, with every 

confident stride, seemed to be one with the luxurious surroundings, especially with his stylish 

ensemble that mirrored the grandeur of the mansion. The pair finally reached the landing, 

and Brian, with a flourish of his manicured hand, ushered Carly into the sprawling master 

bedroom. 

"This," Brian began, his voice filled with pride, "is the crown jewel of this magnificent estate." 

His gaze lingered on the luxurious decor, taking inspiration from every corner. "From the 

muted beige tones of the walls, perfectly complemented by the white and grey hues of the 

modern furniture, to the intricate abstract artwork above the bed - everything in this room is 

custom made and one of a kind." 

He walked over to the cosy seating area near the expansive sliding door that opened out to a 

vast patio space. "This hand-made lounge piece," he said, running his fingers over the pristine 

white upholstery, "offers a panoramic view of the city below. Can you imagine sipping 

champagne here during the golden hour, watching the city lights come alive?" 

Carly took a moment to absorb the ambience, her attention drifting to the lavish decor and 

the myriad of colours that filled the room. After what felt like an eternity, she finally asked, 

"So, how much is it going to cost me to become the owner of this little sanctuary?" 

Brian hesitated, caught off guard by the directness of the question. Taking a deep breath, he 

made a swift decision. Pushing his large lips into a smile, he asked Carly to excuse him 

momentarily. Turning away, he reached into his pocket, extracting his sleek phone. The gleam 

of his long, meticulously manicured nails was evident as he dialled a number.  

After a few rings, a woman’s voice sounded from the other end. "Melanie, I'm at the Hilltop 

mansion with a client. What's the best price we can offer her?" His tone was businesslike but 

with a touch of excitement.  

They chatted briefly, with Brian's poised posture and elegant attire lending him a notably 

feminine charm. Abruptly, he turned to Carly, his long ponytail swinging with the motion. 

Covering the mouthpiece with his hand, he flashed his mentor a bright smile, his bloated, 

pink lips stretching at the corners, showcasing his recently cleaned and whitened teeth. 



 



"We've had a lot of interest in this property," Brian began, choosing his words carefully. "But, 

if you're willing to make a move today, we can close the deal for twenty-eight million." 

Carly stood silent, her gaze travelling up and down Brian's flashy feminine frame. The weight 

of her stare made the air thick with anticipation. After what felt like hours, she finally nodded, 

her face softening. "You know," she murmured, her tone mysterious, "I think you're ready." 

Brian's heart raced. A rush of emotions - relief, pride, apprehension - flooded him. He had 

passed Carly's test, but the meaning of her words still hung in the air, a promise of things yet 

to come. The chapter in his training might be drawing to a close, but he knew this strange and 

challenging journey had just begun. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 11: The Sparkle of Pretence 

The sun, a relentless performer on the Los Angeles skyline, cascaded its golden 

spotlight down the bustling streets, transforming the mundane into a scene straight 

out of a glitzy movie. In this sun-kissed tableau, 'Roxy' - Brian's new persona – 

gingerly navigated the sidewalk, each step a delicate dance in his strikingly high 

black platform heels. 

The pink houndstooth-patterned dress he wore clung lovingly to his newly 

sculpted figure, the black trim at the neckline framing his impressive cleavage that 

seemed to defy gravity. The mini length of the dress daringly showcased his toned 

legs, their smoothness a testament to the meticulous transformation he had 

undergone. Every now and then, a playful gust of wind would caress his legs, 

sending shivers up his spine and a reminder of his exposed state. 

Brian's hair, now a waterfall of blonde curls cascading past his shoulders, flirted 

with the breeze, occasionally veiling his vision in a golden mist. Each time his 

manicured fingers, painted in a glossy pink hue, swept the hair aside, he was starkly 

reminded of the alien reality he was living. The sensation of his long nails, so 

foreign yet so meticulously cared for, tangling in the curls, added a layer of 

surrealism to the experience. 

The sun's embrace, while warm and vibrant, exacerbated the discomfort Brian felt 

in his tight dress. The feeling of sweat tracing a path down his back clashed with 

the tightness of the fabric and the restrictive shapewear beneath, making every 

movement a conscious effort. 

His face, a masterpiece of makeup artistry, betrayed little emotion due to the 

recent Botox sessions. The skin was taut, giving him a polished, almost sculpted 

look. His lips, plumped and bloated to an unnatural fullness, were a glossy pink, 

strained into a smile that didn't quite reach the now-immovable eyes, heavily 

framed with long, black eyelashes. 

Walking beside him, Carly, garbed in her gradient dress, exuded confidence with 

every step. Her attire hugged her form, a celebration of her comfort and grace in 

this high-fashion world. The click of her white pointed-toe heels on the sidewalk 

was a rhythmic reminder of her ease in an environment where Brian still felt like 



an interloper. Her blonde hair, sleek and controlled, was the antithesis of Brian's 

more whimsical curls. 

Melanie, in stark contrast, was the epitome of power and sophistication. Her red 

dress, flashing the sides of her trim waist and adorned with a gold clasp, flowed 

around her as she moved. Her open-toed shoes, playful yet elegant, and her 

metallic gold handbag shimmered in the sun, catching the light along with her gold 

watch. 

As they progressed, Brian was painfully aware of the sidelong glances and whispers 

from onlookers. Their eyes lingered on Melanie and Carly, but also on him – 

assessing, appraising. The realization that he was now an object of desire, a woman 

to be admired and desired, sent a whirlwind of conflicting emotions through him. 

Overhearing Carly and Melanie's conversation about him – discussing his 

transformation, his progress, and the challenges ahead – felt like an out-of-body 

experience. He was the subject of their scrutiny, discussed as if he were a project 

rather than a person, deepening the surreal nature of his journey. 

Approaching the sleek façade of Galactic Enterprises, the pain in Brian's feet 

crescendoed, a stark reminder of the physical toll of his new life. The combination 

of the warm sun, the discomfort of his attire, and the unnerving sensation of being 

on display melded into a poignant moment that captured the essence of his 

extraordinary journey. It was a tightrope walk between maintaining his composure 

and grappling with the complexities of a life he never chose, yet had to embrace 

with every painful step in his stunning, yet torturous heels. 

As they strolled under the radiant Los Angeles sun, Melanie's voice cut through 

the urban cacophony, addressing Carly. "So, how's our newest star performing?" 

she inquired, her eyes briefly flickering towards Brian. 

Carly's response came with an enthusiastic lilt. "Roxy has been amazing, Melanie! 

Like a duck to water. She listens intently and follows every instruction to the letter." 

Her words flowed with the ease of someone who had not just seen but orchestrated 

the transformation. 

Brian, meanwhile, felt a peculiar mix of pride and discomfort at being discussed 

as if he wasn't there. The humid air seemed to amplify the tightness of his pink 



patterned dress against his skin, while his chunky heeled platforms clicked a steady 

rhythm of endurance on the sidewalk. 

Melanie nodded approvingly. "I must say, her look and style are perfect now," she 

observed, her gaze sweeping over Brian with a critical yet satisfied air. 

Carly beamed, accepting the compliment with grace. "Thank you, Melanie. I styled 

her after myself, just like you requested. And after the 'small' adjustments at the 

clinic, Roxy's really come into her own. She's living her best self now." 

Brian felt a strange tightening in his stomach at Carly's words. The 'small 

adjustments' felt anything but minor to him, having reshaped not just his body but 

his identity. 

Melanie's smile grew. "Do you think she's ready to handle a solo listing?" 

Without hesitation, Carly nodded. "Absolutely. We’ve practised all week. She's 

ready, and I'll be there to give her any pointers she needs." 

Melanie nodded in satisfaction. "Excellent. Well done on getting Roxy up to 

scratch, Carly. Great work." 

Carly's smile widened at the praise, a glint of pride in her eyes. "Thank you, 

Melanie. I'm just happy to help." 

Melanie then turned to Brian, her eyes softening slightly. "And, well done to you, 

Roxy. You look fabulous, by the way. Such an improvement from the plain-

looking girl who first walked into my office a few weeks ago." 

Brian's cheeks burned beneath layers of makeup, a sense of achievement mingling 

with a lingering feeling of loss. The reality of his new existence hit him anew with 

Melanie's words. 

Melanie continued, her tone businesslike. "Okay, when you get back to the office, 

grab your things. You've got an appointment at the salon." 

Brian's heart skipped a beat. "A salon appointment! Today?" he asked, his voice 

tinged with confusion and alarm. 

"Yes," Melanie replied matter-of-factly. "You need to look your best tonight. You 

have a date with your fiancé." 



A look of sheer horror washed over Brian's delicately painted face, his mind 

spinning in turmoil. The tightness of his Botox-treated skin barely managed to 

capture the depth of his dread. The mere thought of seeing Mr Montgomery 

again, especially in his current, meticulously crafted appearance, caused him to 

sharply inhale a warm gust of air, freezing him in place. 

As Carly and Melanie continued walking, chatting animatedly about the evening's 

plans, Brian stood frozen on the sidewalk. His platform heels, which had been a 

source of discomfort all day, now felt like anchors, rooting him to the spot in his 

shock. The warm sunlight seemed to mock his plight, shining brightly on his 

golden curls and polished appearance. 

The idea of being dolled up for a romantic evening, his altered body on display in 

what would surely be a revealing outfit, sent waves of panic through him. The 

thought of pretending to be someone's fiancée, playing out a role so foreign and 

intimate, was overwhelming. 

Brian's plump pink lips, a focal point of his feminization, parted slightly in 

disbelief, his meticulously applied lipstick unable to hide the quiver of his mouth. 

His long black eyelashes fluttered rapidly as he blinked back the reality of his 

situation. The thought of facing the evening ahead, under the guise of Roxy, was a 

stark reminder of how far he had strayed from his former life. 



 



========== 

A few hours later. under the soft, luminescent glow of the city lights, a sleek stretch 

limousine pulled up outside a sumptuous and exclusive restaurant in Los Angeles. 

Inside, Brian sat with an air of forced elegance, his legs pressed tightly together, 

mirroring the feminine grace he'd been meticulously taught. The silky black dress 

he wore hugged his form, its lace detailing adding a touch of sophisticated texture 

that contrasted sharply with the smooth silk of the rest of the fabric. The high 

neckline of the dress, coupled with the intricacy of the lace, gave him an air of 

refined elegance, though it felt constrictive, almost suffocating. 

Brian's freshly manicured fingers, adorned with bold red nail polish, traced the 

lace pattern nervously. His sheer tights added a polished sheen to his legs, the fine 

denier enhancing the sleekness of his ensemble. However, his most striking 

feature was undoubtedly his footwear – the iconic black Louboutin heels with their 

dramatic curve and towering stiletto style, which, despite their elegance, made his 

feet throb with every passing minute. 

As the limousine came to a halt, Brian’s heart raced. His palms, damp with 

perspiration, rested on his thighs, feeling the luxurious fabric of his dress. The 

tightness of the ponytail at the crown of his head seemed to pull every inch of his 

face upwards, accentuating the boldness of his makeup – the dark eyeshadow and 

the pronounced lip colour that was far more daring than what he had painstakingly 

applied that morning. 

The driver, dressed in a smart uniform, opened the door and peered in, offering 

a hand to assist. After a moment's hesitation, Brian gathered his courage, 

smoothing down his dress as he prepared to exit the limousine. As he stepped out, 

trying to emulate the grace and poise that Evelyn had drilled into him, he caught 

sight of Mr Montgomery standing a few feet away. 

Mr Montgomery, his supposed fiancé, was the epitome of sharpness in his dark, 

patterned suit that shimmered under the overhead lights, suggesting a silk-like 

material. His polished black dress shoes gleamed, and his hairstyle was clean and 

straightforward, adding to his sophisticated demeanour. 

Brian forced a smile onto his plump, pillowy lips, pushing aside the screaming 

voice in his head urging him to flee. He tottered towards Mr Montgomery, each 



step a precarious venture in his towering heels. As he slowly walked, the feel of his 

tight silky dress and tights against his skin was almost smothering. Each movement 

caused the fabric to cling and shift, accentuating the unnatural curves of his body. 

His leg muscles stretched and ached due to the unnatural height of his heels, each 

painful step an exercise in balance and endurance. 

As he neared, Mr Montgomery extended a hand, his expression a blend of 

politeness and detachment. Brian, heart pounding, hesitated for a brief moment 

before reaching out with his finely manicured hand, which trembled ever so 

slightly. As their hands met, Brian expected a formal handshake, a mere gesture 

to maintain the charade. 

However, in a swift and unexpected motion, Mr Montgomery gently but firmly 

pulled Brian closer. The proximity was startling, and the feminised man found 

himself being drawn in like a ship caught in a powerful current. Mr Montgomery's 

face loomed closer, and before Brian could muster any protest, he felt the man's 

lips press against his own. The kiss, brief as it was, left Brian completely stunned. 

The sensation of Mr Montgomery's lips against his overly plump, pillowy ones was 

jarring. The boldness of the action, the infringement on his personal space, and 

the intimacy of the gesture left Brian feeling a mix of revulsion and disbelief. As 

Mr Montgomery pulled back, the older man’s eyes held a glint of something 

unreadable, leaving Brian to grapple with a tumult of emotions. 

"Roxy, you look absolutely stunning tonight," Mr Montgomery complimented with 

a warmth that seemed to soften his traditionally stern demeanour. 

Despite the compliment, Brian felt a twinge of discomfort, his smile strained 

under the layers of carefully applied makeup. "Thank you, Mr. Montgomery," he 

responded, his voice a veneer over his true feelings. 

"Call me Charles, please. We are to be married, after all," Charles said, attempting 

to inject a sense of familiarity into the surreal situation. 

Brian’s gaze wandered, lost in the blur of the city's skyline. He felt out of place in 

this whirlwind of pretence, the role he played chafing against his very essence. The 

conversation drifted into the realm of small talk, a territory Brian found 

increasingly difficult to navigate in his new guise. 



"So, what did you do today, Roxy?" Charles asked, attempting to bridge the gap 

between them with casual conversation. 

Brian, his voice tinged with distance yet striving to maintain his role, responded, 

"I was at work, and, uh... I also had my hair styled," he said, subtly acknowledging 

the high, tight ponytail that tautly held back not just his hair, but seemingly his 

entire train of thought. 

"It suits you beautifully," Charles remarked, admiring the precision of the hairstyle, 

the deliberate strands framing Brian’s face, adding a touch of softness to the 

otherwise sleek look. 

In a fluid motion, Charles reached into his pocket, producing a diamond ring that 

sparkled with all the grandeur of a star. The ring, opulent and imposing, was an 

object of sheer affluence. 

"Is this for me?" Brian gasped, his eyes widening as his heavily made-up eyes 

lingered on the glittering jewel. 

"Every bride-to-be deserves a beautiful diamond on her finger," Charles said gently, 

sliding the ring onto Brian’s slender finger, adorned with an extended red nail. 

As the ring settled into place, Brian felt a wave of reality crash over him. The 

weight of the diamond, symbolic of a bond never formed, left him momentarily 

speechless, his feminized facade faltering under the gravity of the moment. 

"And I have another surprise for you," Charles continued, wrapping his arms 

around Brian's cinched waist. "Look over there." 

Brian's gaze, however, was drawn elsewhere, following the retreating limousine he 

had arrived in as it gradually disappeared from view. 



 



"You’re not looking, Roxy," Charles coaxed, bringing Brian back to the present. 

Startled, Brian stammered, "Uh... what?" 

Charles gestured towards the street. "That's for you. To make life a little easier 

when travelling to and from those house listings of yours." 

Brian’s eyes followed Charles’ direction, landing on the glossy yellow Lamborghini 

parked across the street – a fusion of luxury and power. The car stood as a beacon 

of extravagance, its sleek lines and vibrant colour starkly contrasting with his 

delicate lace dress and towering heels. 

"That's yours, my dear. An engagement present," Charles declared, his voice tinged 

with pride. 

"For me?" Brian exclaimed, his voice a mix of disbelief and awe. The 

Lamborghini, a symbol of freedom and excess, stood in stark opposition to his 

current state of restrained elegance. 

As he stood there in Charle's arms, a figure of reluctant glamour with a diamond 

ring on his finger and the extravagant gift of the Lamborghini before him, Brian 

was engulfed in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. His reality, now a dance 

between the lavishness of his surroundings and the constraints of his new identity, 

left him adrift in a narrative vastly detached from his past life, stirring a profound 

yearning for escape. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 12: In the Shadow of the Montgomerys 

The late afternoon sun bathed the streets of Los Angeles in a golden hue, casting 

elongated shadows on the bustling sidewalks and the towering palm trees. Among 

a sea of people, Brian emerged from a sleek, black car, his appearance a stark 

contrast to the casual attire of the passersbys. The car door closed behind him 

with a soft thud, sealing away the brief sanctuary of privacy he had enjoyed during 

the ride. 

As he rose, the revealing black mesh top he wore clung to his torso, the fringe 

details swaying gently with each movement, adding a playful yet flashy flair to his 

ensemble. The mesh fabric, daring in its transparency, offered a glimpse of the 

skin beneath, while the delicate spaghetti straps exposed his slender shoulders and 

upper back, areas once hidden beneath more masculine attire. 

His skirt, a rich burgundy with a draped design, wrapped elegantly around his 

waist, its fabric skimming over his hips and thighs. The high side slit parted with 

each step, revealing a hint of his leg – a detail that added both sex appeal and a 

sense of vulnerability to his stride. 

Brian's blonde hair, these days flowing to mid-back, was styled into an elegant 

updo for the occasion. Piled high and intricately arranged, the weight of the hair 

was a new sensation, subtly altering his posture and the way he moved. It was a 

constant, albeit unfamiliar, presence atop his head, adding to his overall 

uneasiness. 

His black sandals, with their six-inch heels, further accentuated his anxiety. Each 

step was a careful negotiation of balance and poise, the slender straps encircling 

his tired feet and ankles in a delicate embrace that elongated his shapely legs. 

As Charles Montgomery offered his hand, Brian reluctantly accepted it, his 

manicured fingers trembling slightly in the older man’s firm grip. Playing the part 

of a doting fiancé felt like a role in a play he never auditioned for, a performance 

that clashed violently with his internal sense of self. Yet, as he tottered towards the 

entrance of the art exhibition, he maintained a façade of composure. 

The exhibition, hosted by a close friend of Mr. Montgomery, was a significant 

event in the social calendar, and this would be Brian's debut as the billionaire's 

fiancé. Surrounded by Mr Montgomery's friends and associates, Brian had been 



told this would be a crucial moment. While part of him yearned to be anywhere 

else, another part was sharply focused. Unravelling the mystery behind Cameron 

Montgomery’s disappearance meant immersing himself in this world, seeking 

answers amidst a crowd where they might be found. 

As they approached the exhibition entrance, Brian's attention was torn between 

maintaining his feminine composure and the physical challenge of his attire. He 

lifted the hem of his long skirt with his right hand, acutely aware of the impractical 

length of his nails and the need to place each heeled foot with precision to avoid 

a disastrous stumble. 

Amongst the kaleidoscope of stimuli engulfing him, Brian's gaze dropped, 

catching a glimpse of his scandalously thin top – a choice by Evelyn, designed to 

ensure he would get noticed. The top revealed more than just skin; it showcased 

the soft mounds that now filled the cups. The injections at the clinic had done 

their work, stretching and reshaping his chest into a pair of unmistakable, medium-

sized breasts. The reality of his transformation, evidenced by this undeniable 

physical change, sent a wave of conflicting emotions through him. He was a 

spectacle, an embodiment of femininity that was both a disguise and a nightmare. 

As Mr. Montgomery led the way, Brian's mind was a whirl of thoughts. The 

evening was more than a mere social gathering; it represented a foray into a world 

that potentially held the answers to his urgent questions. Each click of his heels 

against the pavement served as a reminder of his true objective – to uncover the 

truth about Cameron Montgomery, find his way out of this bewildering charade, 

and back to reality. But one question loomed large in his mind: how does one 

successfully infiltrate the exclusive, glittering circles of Los Angeles' elite? 



 



Upon entering the art exhibition, clinging to his fiancé like a piece of arm candy, 

Brian found himself in an enchanting and alien world. The gallery, a large room 

with ivory-coloured walls that served as a canvas for an array of diverse and 

captivating paintings, became a stage where the city's affluent and influential 

paraded their status and taste. The fluffy brown carpet beneath his feet felt like a 

cloud, albeit one that made his precarious walk in six-inch heels even more 

challenging. 

Around him, clusters of fabulously dressed women and men in sharp suits 

mingled, their laughter and conversation creating a symphony of high society. The 

women, adorned in avant-garde outfits that seemed to challenge the very notion 

of fashion, clung to the arms of their partners, who exuded an air of polished 

sophistication. This gathering was a showcase of wealth and influence, each guest 

more elegantly attired than the last, their clothes a vivid expression of their 

personalities and status. 

Waiters, almost invisible yet ever-present, weaved through the groups with trays of 

champagne and delicate hors d'oeuvres. The clink of glasses and soft comments 

on the art filled the air, creating a buzz that was both exhilarating and 

overwhelming for Brian. 

Charles Montgomery paraded Brian around the room, introducing him as his 

fiancé, Roxy. The reactions were a mix of surprise, polite pleasure, and, in some 

cases, thinly veiled scepticism. Each introduction was a dance, with Charles playing 

the dominant partner, and Brian, the silent and smiling companion, echoing 

Evelyn’s instructions on how to conduct himself.  

“When you know, you know,” Charles would answer when asked, explaining their 

whirlwind romance that started at a house viewing. 

As they moved about the gallery, Brian played his part, but his mind was 

elsewhere. His eyes darted from face to face, taking in each expression, each 

reaction. He tried to read the unsaid words in their body language, the hidden 

stories in their eyes. He knew that if there were any clues to be found about 

Cameron's disappearance, they would be hidden in the subtleties of these 

interactions. 

Twenty minutes or so into the evening, a man with a stern demeanour approached 

Charles Montgomery, requesting a private conversation. Charles, with a brief nod, 



turned to Brian. "Entertain yourself for a moment. I have some business to attend 

to," he said, his tone dismissive yet not unkind. 

Brian watched as Charles walked away, feeling a sudden pang of abandonment. 

The vulnerability of being left alone amid strangers, all while clad in a risqué 

ensemble, sent a wave of anxiety through him. However, he quickly collected 

himself, remembering his true identity and the purpose of his elaborate disguise. 

Wandering toward a waiter, Brian gracefully plucked an hors d'oeuvre from the 

tray, elegantly placing it between his plump, gloss-covered lips. The taste, however, 

was far from what he expected – a peculiar blend of strong cheese and an 

overpowering herb that didn’t agree with his palate. His first instinct was to spit it 

out, but as he noticed the curious glances from the surrounding guests, he forced 

himself to swallow, his Botox-filled face betraying a slight grimace that he quickly 

masked with a polite smile. 

Feeling like he was under intense scrutiny in his edgy outfit, meticulously selected 

by Evelyn to portray him as a classless trophy wife wannabe, Brian retreated to the 

back wall of the room. The outfit, designed to be eye-catching, made him feel 

exposed and objectified, a stark contrast to his true self. 

Turning to examine the pictures on display, Brian recapped in his mind all the 

people he had met so far. But, his introspection was abruptly interrupted by a 

woman clearing her throat loudly.  

Turning, the feminized man came face to face with a woman dressed all in white, 

her attire exuding a comfortable elegance. Confused, Brian stared at her and 

asked, "Can I help you?" 

The woman, with a chin-length red bob hairstyle, smiled disarmingly. "No, I don't 

need any help. But perhaps I can help you?" 

"Help me?" Brian echoed in a surprised voice. "And what exactly do I need help 

with?" 

"Fitting in. Saying the right thing. Not appearing as the imposter you are!" she said 

with a piercing directness. 



Taken aback, Brian stared at the woman, his pillowy lips parting slightly in shock. 

"Imposter!" he repeated, his voice tinged with discomfort. "I’m no imposter. I’m 

here with my fiancé, Charles Montgomery. I was invited." 

"Because he's aware of your love of art, I’m sure," the woman said mockingly. "Tell 

me, Roxy, have you always been a gold digger, or is this the first time you’ve been 

given the opportunity?" 

"What!" Brian exclaimed, shocked by the forwardness of this stranger. "How dare 

you!" he protested, feeling his cheeks flush with anger. "For your information, 

Charles and I are in love," he added, cringing inwardly at the falsehood of his own 

words. "And anyway, what does our relationship have to do with you?" Brian 

asked, trying to regain his composure. 

Luckily, before the conversation had a chance to become even more heated, 

Charles Montgomery appeared, having noticed the commotion from across the 

room. "What seems to be the trouble here?" he asked with evident concern in his 

deep voice. 

"Oh, nothing," Brian replied quickly, shaking his head while sending a few blonde 

strands swaying. "Just a rude woman who likes to ask too many personal questions." 

Charles looked at the red-headed woman and shook his head slightly. "Oh, Suzy. 

Can you at least try to be friendly to my new fiancé?" 

The woman, Suzy, suddenly smiled coyly. "Oh! Sorry, Charlie," she replied 

sweetly. "I was just trying to get to know Roxy a little better, that's all." 

Brian looked confused. "Charles, do you know this woman?" 

Charles smiled warmly. "Roxy, this is my little sister, Suzy. She can be a little blunt 

at times, but I can assure you she means well." 

Brian, not knowing how to respond, just stared at Charles. Suzy meanwhile 

stepped closer to the skirted man, placing her arm around him. "Well, she's 

definitely your type, Charlie," she said, looking over at her brother. "I’m sure the 

two of you will be very happy together." 



 



Charles's smile was polite yet measured. "Why thank you, Suzy," he said. "Does 

that mean I can rely on your assistance in introducing Roxy to a few people? She's 

new in this social circle, and I'm sure she would appreciate your support." 

"Of course, dear brother," Suzy replied, her smile not reaching her eyes. "I’d be 

happy to help. Anything for you." 

Suddenly, Brian felt like a pawn in a game he barely understood. Suzy's arm 

around him felt both invasive and oddly protective. As the trio moved off through 

the gallery, Brian realized that this encounter with Suzy might be an unexpected 

opportunity. If anyone knew the ins and outs of Charles and Cameron 

Montgomery's life, it would be his sister. Keeping his emotions in check, Brian 

prepared himself to play the role of Roxy, not just in Charles’ presence, but now 

in Suzy’s too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 13: Echoes of a Lost Daughter 

As Brian manoeuvred his bright yellow Lamborghini through the bustling streets 

of Los Angeles, the sun illuminated the city in a golden hue, casting long shadows 

that stretched across the pavements. The car, a vivid symbol of excess and luxury, 

was impossible to miss. Its vibrant colour and flashy design drew the eyes of 

passersbys, turning heads as its engine purred. 

Inside the car, Brian felt like an exotic bird on display. His transformation over 

the past few weeks was nothing short of dramatic. The once rugged, unassuming 

man was now a striking, dolled-up spectacle. His face, loaded with Botox, held a 

smooth, almost porcelain-like quality. His lips, inflated to an exaggerated fullness, 

were coated in a glossy lipstick that shimmered in the mid-morning light. Every 

time he glanced in the rearview mirror, he was met with the sight of his long blonde 

hair, meticulously extended, and styled into a high ponytail that swung 

energetically with each turn of his head. The large hoop earring dangling from his 

earlobes added a touch of drama to his extravagant appearance. 

But the stares from strangers weren't the only source of Brian's discomfort as he 

navigated the congested streets of L.A. to the Galactic Enterprise office. The attire 

chosen by Evelyn, supposedly to maintain his disguise, was a source of constant 

irritation. The brown leather miniskirt, tight and constrictive, clung to his thighs 

with an uncomfortable persistence. Each movement to operate the car's pedals 

was a battle, the skirt riding up indecently high, threatening to reveal the delicate 

panties underneath. Continually pulling it down became an exasperating task, a 

futile attempt to maintain some dignity in the absurdity of his situation. 

Equally problematic were the shoes. The baby blue platform sandals, while tiring 

to walk in, were a nightmare for driving. Their towering block heels, a ridiculous 

addition in Brian's opinion, made manoeuvring the car's pedals a clumsy and 

cumbersome task. Every press on the accelerator or brake was a battle against the 

impractical footwear. 

Brian eased the car into the parking space reserved for him outside the Galactic 

Enterprise office. He gave an automatic glance at the rearview mirror, checking 

his reflection out of habit more than vanity. His eyebrows were shaped into thin 

arches, giving him a look of perpetual surprise that he still wasn't used to. His lips, 

plumped and tinted with a glossy rouge, parted slightly as he tried to grimace at 



his reflection. His eyelashes, long and curled, fluttered like the wings of a trapped 

butterfly with each blink. 

With a sigh that carried a mix of resignation and defiance, he caught his scowl in 

the mirror - a silent rebuke for the path his life had unexpectedly taken. He closed 

his heavy eyes for a moment, pushing back against the rising tide of thoughts 

before stepping out of the car. His heels, an extension of his daily attire, clicked 

authoritatively against the concrete. Despite the pain that twisted his arches into 

aching crescents, he had mastered the walk - the high-heeled gait that was now his 

signature. The discomfort was a constant reminder of the persona he had been 

compelled to embrace. 

As he prepared to lock the car, a ping from his phone sliced through the 

momentary silence. Brian's heart skipped a beat, his stomach knotting with a mix 

of anticipation and dread. He reached into his brown leather purse, his fingers, 

adorned with the subtle sheen of a fresh manicure, grasped the device. The 

message on the screen was from Tod Stark, a man whose name brought a wave of 

discomfort. “I’ve been thinking about what you said, and I think I can help. How 

about we discuss it over dinner Friday night?” The words made Brian's heart skip 

a beat, and not in a good way. His mind raced back to the previous evening, an 

event that was still too fresh, too raw to revisit without a shudder. 



 



The charity gala had been a whirlwind of lights, music, and scrutinizing eyes. He 

remembered the weight of Mr Montgomery's arm, heavy over his own, as they 

made their dramatic entrance. It was a calculated display, with Brian as the 

centrepiece - a trophy to be shown off. A role Brian filled with an elegance that 

belied the turmoil beneath his calm exterior. 

His outfit for the evening had been carefully chosen, a sleeveless black dress that 

hugged his slimmer frame and flared out just enough to be playful. His tights were 

a layer of shadow, his legs a graceful continuation of the dark fabric of his dress. 

The boots were another matter entirely; knee-high, they encased his legs in glossy 

patent leather, the platforms giving him height and the slender heels a precarious 

sort of power. 

Brian’s platinum blonde hair had been a statement in itself, pulled back in a high 

ponytail that was both severe and seductive as it cascaded over one shoulder. His 

makeup, applied with a practised hand, was designed to enhance rather than mask. 

The smoky eyeshadow and precise eyeliner highlighted the piercing gaze of his 

eyes, while the red of his lips was like a promise or a warning, depending on one’s 

perspective. 

Amidst the glittering array of Los Angeles' elite, Brian moved through the charity 

gala with an air of feigned ease. The rooftop of the exclusive hotel offered a 

panoramic view of the city, the open sky an azure canvas that gradually darkened 

as the evening wore on. Inside, the gala buzzed with laughter and clinking glasses, 

while the adjacent outside area promised a respite from the crowded room. 

Brian, however, was a mosaic of contradictions. Inside, nerves frayed like the 

delicate threads of a tapestry, and frustration simmered beneath his calm exterior. 

Yet, he maintained a visage of joviality, even if his Botox-sculpted face only allowed 

for the semblance of a smile. The compliments and jokes thrown his way were 

met with a practised giggle, the sound carefully curated to seem effortless. As he 

was paraded around by Mr Montgomery, introduced as a prized possession to the 

city's most influential, Brian played his part convincingly, his outward demeanour 

never betraying his inner turmoil. 

An hour into the event, with Mr Montgomery engrossed in discussions of 

commerce and clout, Brian's gaze found Tod Stark. The son of a billionaire rival. 

Tod had (according to Evelyn) important information relating to the 



disappearance of Cameron Montgomery. With Mr Montgomery deep in 

conversation, Brian seized his moment. He navigated the sea of people with a 

poise that belied his discomfort, the heels of his boots clicking a staccato rhythm 

on the marble floor. 

Approaching the bar, Brian's movements were a deliberate dance of seduction 

and allure, designed to capture Tod's attention. As he ordered a glass of Prosecco, 

his actions were calculated, his back slightly arched, his lips pursed just so - a silent 

siren's call. Tod took the bait, initiating a conversation with an ease that spoke of 

his upbringing in a world where everything and everyone was accessible. 

Assuming the role of the flirtatious ingénue, Brian engaged with Tod, his laughter 

light and airy at the man's attempts at humour. His lashes fluttered like the wings 

of a butterfly in a gentle breeze, his lips parting in feigned amusement. When Tod 

suggested a step outside for a smoke, Brian accepted, linking arms with him in a 

display of coy acceptance, allowing himself to be guided onto the patio. 

The chill of the evening was a stark contrast to the warmth of the gala inside. The 

city lights below twinkled like a field of terrestrial stars, their glow a testament to 

the life that pulsed through the city's veins. Brian felt exposed in his little dress, 

the outfit ill-equipped to fend off the night's cool embrace. It was a stark reminder 

of his vulnerability, both physical and situational. 

As they conversed, Brian's flirtations were a veneer, a strategic performance to 

coax information from Tod. The conversation drifted, steered by Brian's subtle 

manipulations, toward the topic of Cameron Montgomery. Evelyn had informed 

him that she and Tod were once close friends, and Tod was among the last 

individuals to see her before her disappearance. 

The mention of Cameron Montgomery's name brought an instant change to Tod's 

demeanour. His face, previously animated and lively, clouded over with a hint of 

sadness, a fleeting shadow that spoke volumes. Sensing an opportunity, Brian 

leaned in, feigning a casual curiosity. "I've heard so little about her," he said, his 

voice carefully laced with interest. "Charles doesn't really speak about his daughter. 

What was she like?" 

Tod's eyes, moments ago dimmed by melancholy, suddenly sparkled with an 

inner light. "Cameron? She was... She was an enigma," he began, his voice warming 



with the recollection. "In any room, she was the flame that everyone was drawn to 

- her energy, her spirit... It was magnetic." 

Brian listened intently, his mind racing. This description of Cameron painted a 

picture of a vivacious and charismatic young woman, a stark contrast to the heavy 

silence that seemed to surround her now. "What happened to her?" he probed 

gently, watching Tod's reaction closely. 

There was a brief pause, a moment where Tod seemed to retreat into himself 

before he answered softly, "Nobody really knows. One day she was there, the 

next... just gone." His words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken thoughts and 

questions. 

Brian, feeling a surge of daring, ventured further. "Do you... Do you have any 

recent photos of her? I'd like to see what she looked like." His heart pounded at 

the audacity of the request, but the chance to perhaps gather information about 

her movements in the days before she disappeared was too tempting to pass up. 

Tod hesitated, then reached for his phone. "Sure, I can send some through later." 

He looked up, his eyes meeting Brian's. "What's your number?" 

Brian rattled off his number, the exchange an undercurrent in the flow of their 

conversation. As he did, an older man burst onto the patio, his presence like a 

storm cloud. "Tod!" he barked, his voice thick with anger. "You're needed inside." 



 

"Yes, Father," Tod replied, rolling his eyes in a universal display of exasperation. 

He turned to Brian, his smile returning. "Duty calls," he said with a shrug. 



"Now!" The man, evidently Stanley Stark, called out again, more forcefully this 

time. 

Brian watched the father and son retreat back inside, his mind awash with 

speculation. The dynamics of the interaction, the unspoken tensions, and the 

sudden urgency - all of it fed into his growing suspicion. Could one or both of 

them be involved in Cameron's disappearance? The question hung in his mind as 

he scrutinized their retreating figures, the mystery of Cameron Montgomery 

deepening. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 14: The Price of Pretence 

All stole a glance as a long-legged blonde temptress, once known as Brain 

Marshall, navigated the sun-drenched streets of Los Angeles with a grace that 

belied the inner turmoil churning beneath his flawlessly made-up facade. The 

sturdy click of his six-inch heels, a sound he had grown accustomed to, provided 

a rhythmic counterpoint to the cacophony of the bustling city. Shielded behind 

designer sunglasses, his heavily made-up eyes, weighed down by luscious lash 

extensions, squinted against the glaring sun. Despite the discomfort, he embodied 

the persona of Roxy Devine – a pretentious, social climbing Barbie doll, like a 

seasoned pro. 

Each step he took in those towering heels was a marvel. Weeks ago, the very 

thought of standing in such footwear would have seemed ludicrous, yet now he 

glided along with a girlish wiggle, the embodiment of femininity that he had been 

moulded into.  

Despite his adeptness in these shoes, beneath the surface, Brian's core – his 

thoughts, his fears, his hopes – remained untouched, buried beneath layers of 

forced femininity. While everything was supposedly reversible, a persistent doubt 

gnawed at him, hinting that some aspects of Roxy might linger long after his quest 

to uncover the truth about Cameron Montgomery’s disappearance. 

The sensation of long hair brushing against his neck and the swing of earrings with 

each stride were constant companions these days. As he clicked along, Brian’s 

mind was preoccupied with the impending late lunch, where he planned to probe 

for more clues. His thoughts ran in circles, pondering the questions he needed to 

ask, the information he desperately sought. 

Nearing the restaurant, Brian felt a chill brush against his bare legs, sparking a 

moment of self-awareness. Wrapped in a thick coat, he was surprised to find the 

cold still biting at him, a peculiar sensation given the warmer climate of Los 

Angeles compared to the cold he was accustomed to in Reno during this time of 

year. He pondered this persistent chill, attributing it to the extreme weight loss that 

had significantly slimmed down his physique. His body, now thinner than he ever 

remembered, seemed more susceptible to the cool air. 



Adding to his discomfort was the fashionably revealing clothing he was compelled 

to wear. Today's ensemble was a particularly strikingly bright example: a teeny tiny 

orange miniskirt, paired with a strapless top, more suited to turning heads than 

providing any practicality. The skirt, clinging snugly around his hips, was 

intentionally short, designed to draw attention in a way that made him feel both 

conspicuous and exposed. 

 



Brian approached the restaurant, teetering on the edge of discomfort and self-

consciousness, his feet throbbing in protest. The ordeal of parking his flashy 

yellow car in an underground lot a few blocks away, followed by the walk in those 

unrelenting ankle-crippling shoes, had left him with a dull, persistent ache. As he 

reached the entrance, the maître-d greeted him with a knowing look. "Good 

afternoon, I’m here to meet..." Brian began, but the man smoothly interjected, 

"Mr. Stark. He’s waiting for you at his usual table. If you’d care to follow me, Miss 

Devine."  

The welcome took Brian by surprise, and he managed a slight smile, his bloated, 

pillowy lips constrained by the stiffness of Botox and fillers. He followed the 

maître-d through the restaurant, his high-heeled feet clicking assertively against the 

floor, each step a measured performance in grace and discomfort. The family-

owned Mediterranean restaurant was a blend of opulence and style, adorned with 

lush greenery and intricate decor that reflected the affluence of its clientele. Brian 

navigated past elegantly dressed patrons, his posture rigid yet graceful, the high 

heels accentuating the sway of his hips beneath the constricting miniskirt. Soon, 

he was led onto a patio area, where Tod Stark rose to meet him. 

"Roxy, you look beautiful. I’m so glad you could make it," Tod greeted, his eyes 

briefly scanning Brian's shapely legs before leaning in for a cheek kiss. "Thank you 

for inviting me," Brian responded, feeling the roughness of Tod's stubble against 

his overly plump lips while leaving a faint red stain on the man's cheek. He quickly 

changed the subject, " This is a beautiful restaurant,” he added, casting his 

dramatically made-up eyes around the elegantly designed patio. 

“My family have been coming here for years. The food is delicious. Oh, I hope 

you're hungry,” Tod suddenly remarked, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. 

“It is a bit late for lunch but too early for dinner. But it’s the only gap I’ve got in 

my schedule today, I’m afraid.” 

“It’s no problem. You’re obviously a very busy and important man,” Brian 

responded, subtly stroking Tod's ego as he sat down, carefully manoeuvring the 

hem of his miniskirt to avoid exposing too much. Despite the hunger pangs 

gnawing at him - due to his strict diet to maintain Roxy's svelte figure, Brian knew 

he would have to settle for a small meal and feign satisfaction. 



As they settled into conversation, the initial awkwardness soon dissipated, replaced 

by a more relaxed exchange. Tod, taking the lead, did most of the talking and 

ordering, while Brian played the role of a vacant, agreeable companion – nodding, 

giggling, and occasionally asking a trivial question, perfectly playing the part Evelyn 

and Carly had crafted him for. 

About twenty minutes into their meal, Brian sensed an opportunity to steer the 

conversation. Removing his designer sunglasses with his immaculately manicured 

white nails, he took a sip from his orange cocktail, unintentionally matching his 

outfit. “So, in your message, you said you might be able to help me?” he asked, 

fluttering his long lashes in an attempt at flirtation, though his execution fell slightly 

short of the seductive mark Evelyn had trained him for. 

 



Tod hesitated, his gaze lingering on Brian's elaborately done face. "You know, 

after our last talk, I realized I didn't quite give you the whole picture about 

Cameron," he confessed, pausing momentarily to survey their surroundings with 

a cautious eye. 

Intrigued and somewhat on edge, Brian leaned forward, maintaining the façade of 

an inquisitive, somewhat naive socialite. "Oh? What do you mean?" he inquired, 

his voice laced with feigned innocence yet underscored by a genuine hunger for 

information. 

Tod leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a near-whisper. "The truth is, there's a 

part of the story I haven't shared with anyone – not even the police," he confided, 

his eyes flicking back and forth as if to ensure their privacy. "But I need to know 

how invested you are in this, Roxy. This isn't just idle gossip – it's serious." His 

tone was earnest, hinting at the gravity of what he was about to reveal. 

Brian's pulse quickened, a flutter of anticipation under the layers of his feminine 

attire. He leaned in, his meticulously styled blonde hair framing his carefully 

made-up face. "What's troubling you, Tod?" Brian urged, offering a reassuring 

smile, his plump, glossy lips parting gently. "You can trust me. I'm here for you," 

he added, his voice soft and empathetic. 

Tod, after a brief pause, returned the smile, a glint of trust in his eyes. "I'm really 

glad to hear you say that, Roxy. There's just something about you... I feel like I 

can open up," he admitted. His expression grew serious as he leaned in closer.  I 

believe Cameron was taken!" 

Brian's heart skipped a beat, and he leaned in even closer, his voice a hushed 

whisper tinged with urgency. "Taken? By who?" he inquired, his eyes wide with a 

mix of shock and curiosity.  

Tod's eyes darted around nervously. "Quiet," he hissed, the fear evident in his eyes. 

"We need to be careful. You never know who's listening around here." 

Brian nodded, a shiver of excitement mingling with apprehension. "I understand, 

sorry," he whispered, his voice soft with apology. "But why haven't you told the 

police about your suspicions?" 

Tod exhaled deeply, his gaze shifting away momentarily before locking back onto 

Brian. "It's complicated," he began, his voice tinged with a mix of regret and 



frustration. "There are things at play here that go beyond what you see on the 

surface." His words hung in the air, laden with unspoken implications. “In fact, 

perhaps this was a bad idea. Forget I said anything. I’m sorry.” 

"No, please,” Brian implored, reaching across to gently stroke the back of the 

man’s hand with his feminine fingers. “If you know something, please tell me. It’s 

not healthy to bottle these things up.” 

"I need to be sure I can trust you," Tod replied, squeezing Brian's hand. 

"You can trust me," Brian answered, giving the man his most sincere look – which, 

due to the Botox, just resembles his normal look but with a bit more of a pout. 

"How can I prove it to you?" 

"Well, I have a hotel room nearby," Tod replied as Brian felt the soft material of 

the man's pants brush against his bare leg. "Perhaps we can get to know each other 

a little better, and then talk some more?" 

Brian experienced a moment of intense internal conflict. The decision to follow 

Tod to his hotel room was fraught with implications he was hesitant to confront. 

He knew that Tod might have certain expectations, expectations that made him 

deeply uncomfortable. His masculine instincts screamed against the idea, urging 

him to decline politely. 

Yet, as he felt the weight of his long blonde hair cascading past his shoulders, the 

tightness of his face and body from the injectable procedures, and the discomfort 

caused by his feminine attire and towering heels, he was reminded of his primary 

goal. He was desperate for all of this to end, to peel away the layers of Roxy and 

return to being Brian. 

"Okay," Brian heard himself say, almost in disbelief at his own acquiescence. His 

unnaturally full and glossy lips moved almost independently as he committed to 

the decision. "I need to know what happened to her," he added, his voice a mix of 

determination and trepidation. 

 

 

 



Chapter 15: A Stark Revelation 

As the luxurious car wove through Los Angeles' evening streets, illuminated by a 

constellation of street lamps, Brian sat entranced in his reflection. The window, 

acting as an impromptu mirror, framed an image that repulsed him. The Botox 

and fillers had stretched his features into a flawless mask of femininity. Dark, 

fluttery lashes framed his eyes, now more doll-like than ever, while perfectly 

arched brows sat above, eternally etching an expression of surprise onto his face. 

Below them, his lips, swollen and glossed to an excessive plumpness, struggled to 

remain closed, a task that seemed Herculean given their exaggerated volume. 

Charles Montgomery’s voice pierced the silence of the car’s plush interior, “So 

what progress are you making in your investigation?” Sitting beside Brian, his 

presence was as commanding as his tone. Slowly, Brian turned, his movements 

hampered by the tightness of his outfit. "Nothing concrete yet," he replied, each 

word a laboured effort, leaving him breathless. 

“I see,” Charles replied, his voice carrying a note of contemplation. “Well, 

perhaps tonight you will make some headway. Speak to Suzy at the afterparty. I’m 

sure she can introduce you to a few people.” His advice was given with a casual 

yet authoritative nod, reflecting the ease with which he navigated these social 

labyrinths.Brian acknowledged with a nod, pushing back a curled strand of blonde 

hair. The smile he forced on his bloated lips was a struggle, born of fear rather 

than mirth. The thought of attending a movie premiere and an afterparty dressed 

in his current garb filled him with dread. 

His outfit for the evening was a concoction of discomfort and extravagance. The 

dress, with a corseted waist, cinched his midsection to the brink of agony, 

amplifying his artificially augmented chest into a magnificent cleavage. Crafted 

from a blend of black satin and leather, the material of the dress jutted out in an 

exaggerated fashion around his bosom and hips, sculpting an exaggerated 

silhouette that made even sitting an uncomfortable task. The long, train-like skirt 

added a dramatic flair, making him feel like a gothic bride, especially when 

perched atop towering platform pumps. 

The evening stretched before him, a daunting sequence of social navigation and 

physical endurance. Already exhausted from a day spent in Beverly Hills, where 

he had showcased opulent houses while balancing precariously on similarly 



towering heels, the thought of enduring another few hours was almost unbearable. 

Each step throughout the day had been a delicate balance of maintaining poise 

and managing pain, a skill he had honed but never relished. 

As the car pulled up alongside the dazzling red carpet, Brian's heart hammered 

against the constricting satin of his corseted dress. He gazed out at the sea of 

photographers with a rising sense of panic, their cameras poised like predators 

waiting for their prey. The glamorous scene outside was a stark contrast to the 

turmoil brewing inside him. He turned to Charles, words of protest forming in his 

throat, but before he could voice his fears, the chauffeur opened Charles' door, 

and the larger man clambered out with an air of accustomed dignity. 

In that fleeting moment of stillness before the storm, Brian watched in horrified 

fascination as Charles confidently navigated around the rear of the car. Then, the 

door on his side suddenly swung open, flooding the interior with the cacophony 

of excited chatter and intermittent flashes. Charles extended his hand with a 

reassuring smile, "Shall we, my dear?" His voice, a blend of encouragement and 

command, left little room for refusal. 

With a trembling gloved hand, Brian reached out, grasping Charles' firm grip for 

support as he was ushered into the blinding flashes of the photographers. His high-

heeled feet, buckled inside sky-high platforms, felt like they were made of lead. 

Each step was an effort, a struggle to maintain balance and composure under the 

weight of countless scrutinizing eyes. 

Brian shuffled along the carpet, his gaze fixed on Charles, seeking guidance in this 

unfamiliar world of flashing lights and prying lenses. "Just smile and relax," Charles 

whispered, his smile a portrait of confidence and ease. 

"Easy for you to say," Brian muttered, the words barely escaping his pillowy, 

glossed lips. His face, a carefully crafted visage of femininity, was a mask of 

discomfort and vulnerability. His lashes, heavy with mascara, fluttered in an 

attempt to shield his eyes from the relentless camera flashes. 

Suddenly, Brian let out a small, involuntary squeal as he nearly toppled to the 

ground in a comical stumble. This momentary lapse in grace reignited the interest 

of the cameramen, who had momentarily shifted their focus to more recognizable 

celebrities arriving on the scene. "Oh, sorry," Charles quickly apologized, having 

inadvertently stepped on the lengthy train of Brian's elaborate skirt. "If it makes 



you feel any better, I think you look absolutely fabulous tonight," Charles added, 

casually shifting his gaze away as if to dismiss the mishap. 

Brian responded with a glare, his annoyance magnified by the exaggerated pout of 

his voluminous, gloss-coated lips. Each flash from the photographers' cameras felt 

like an intrusion, dissecting every element of his appearance. They captured the 

strain in his posture, the towering heels that contorted his feet, and the opulent 

updo that crowned his head, its weight a constant burden with each step he 

managed to take. 



 



The next two hours for Brian, sitting in the plush, red velvet seat of the movie 

theatre, were nothing short of a living hell. The artsy film that flickered on the big 

screen might as well have been in a foreign language for all the interest he had in 

it. His discomfort was exacerbated by the torturous gown he wore, its corseted 

waist squeezing him mercilessly. Every attempt to find a comfortable position was 

a losing battle against the satin and leather confines of his outfit. His feet, 

imprisoned in their arched position, throbbed incessantly, a ceaseless echo of pain 

that seemed to amplify with each passing minute. 

As the credits finally rolled, offering a semblance of reprieve, Brian braced himself 

for the gauntlet that awaited him outside. Ushered from the theatre, he once again 

ran the harrowing obstacle course of flashing cameras and inquisitive eyes. The 

photographers, after his earlier near-fall, seemed especially keen on capturing his 

every move, their lenses trained on him in anticipation of another mishap. Brian, 

however, navigated through the sea of paparazzi with a cautious gait, determined 

not to give them the satisfaction of seeing him falter. 

The relief of finally making it to the car, and then to the after-party a short drive 

away, was palpable. Brian entered the event on the arm of Charles Montgomery, 

a figure of poise and suffering masked by an impeccable façade. The customary 

introductions as Charles's fiancé were a whirlwind of polite smiles and air kisses, 

each one a reminder of the role he was compelled to play. 

A half-hour into the event, with the freedom to mingle, Brian immediately sought 

out Suzy Montgomery. Not only was she a familiar face in the overwhelming 

crowd, but Charles's earlier words echoed in his mind, urging him to seek her 

guidance. 

Brian spotted Suzy at the heart of the opulent after-party, where she stood out in 

a daringly cut, flowing pink gown that added a touch of risqué glamour to the 

evening. Amidst the glittering Hollywood elite, they engaged in casual banter, their 

conversation lightly skimming over the event's highlights and the distinguished 

guests in attendance. Yet, as they delved deeper into their exchange, the light-

heartedness gradually ebbed away. Suzy's demeanour subtly changed, her words 

taking on a weightier, more intimate tone that suggested she had more pressing 

matters on her mind. 



“You know, Roxy, I've been meaning to talk to you about something,” Suzy began, 

her eyes locking onto Brian's heavily made-up ones. 

“Oh? What’s that?” Brian replied, his corseted waist tightening further with a mix 

of anticipation and anxiety. 

"Tod Stark!" Suzy said, her voice lowering. "I hear you visited his hotel room 

recently." She added with a theatrical tut. 

Brian’s heart skipped a beat at the mention. Memories of his brief encounter in 

Tod's hotel room came flooding back, drenched in regret and embarrassment. 

“It’s not what you think,” he stammered, his mind racing. He felt sick as he vividly 

recalled getting down on his knees like some whore to pleasure the man after 

telling him it was his time of the month. He could still remember the taste of the 

man, a sensation that lingered unpleasantly. The most frustrating aspect, however, 

was the futility of it all. Despite the personal boundaries he had crossed, he had 

tottered away with no new information, nothing to advance his search. 

Suddenly, their conversation was interrupted by a waiter who materialized before 

them, bearing a tray laden with H'ourderves. "May I offer you ladies some salmon 

pâté?" he inquired, his gaze lingering a moment too long on Brian's prominently 

displayed cleavage. Brian and Suzy simultaneously turned to face the intrusive 

figure. 



 



Suzy politely declined. "No, thank you." Brian echoed her response, albeit with a 

hint of frustration. "No, thank you," he repeated, his voice barely concealing his 

unease. With a nod, the waiter promptly moved along, leaving them to resume 

their private discussion.  

Turning back to face one another, Suzy leaned in closer. “Relax, Roxy. I'm not 

judging. This is Hollywood, after all. Doing things we don't want to, to get what we 

need, is part of the game.” 

Brian, still reeling from the mention of the hotel incident, was momentarily lost 

for words. “I...” he started, but Suzy cut him off. 

“Hey, it’s okay,” she reassured him. “What matters is that you’re here to help, 

right? My brother told me about your real reason for being in L.A.” 

“He did!” Brian exclaimed, a mixture of fear and surprise evident in his voice. His 

eyes, framed by thick lashes and dark liner, blinked rapidly in disbelief. 

"Yes, he did. And I think what you're doing is quite brave," Suzy continued, her 

voice soft yet sincere. "Private detective or not, it takes a special woman to go 

through with all of this. It’s impressive, really. You’ve pulled off quite the 

transformation." 

"Woman!" Brian repeated, a flicker of confusion crossing his tight face before 

quickly realizing Suzy still believed him to be a woman. "Err… what?" Suzy looked 

at him, puzzled, her red bob swaying as she tilted her head. "Nothing," Brian 

quickly covered, forcing a smile. "I’m just a bit tired today. That’s all." 

There was a brief, awkward pause before Suzy spoke again. “Anyway, let's arrange 

to talk more privately soon. But keep an eye on the Starks. They've had it in for 

my brother since he outmanoeuvred Tod's father in a major deal. There's bad 

blood there.” 

Brian nodded, the information about the Stark family resonating in his mind as a 

plausible lead. As Suzy excused herself to mingle with other guests, he was left 

alone to contemplate this new direction in his investigation. Despite the throbbing 

pain in his feet and the sensation of his ribs being crushed, Brian felt re-energized. 

Yet, as he stood there, draped in exaggerated femininity, he feared that there 

would undoubtedly be further lines he would need to cross if he was to uncover 

the truth about Cameron Montgomery. 



Chapter 16: Tangled in Tweed and Trepidation 

Brian's morning began in solitude, a marked departure from the usual routine 

overseen by Evelyn. As the sun's rays filtered through the sheer curtains of his 

girly-decorated apartment, there was a palpable sense of absence. The pastel walls, 

adorned with delicate floral prints and the soft, plush furnishings, seemed to echo 

the quiet. It was the first morning in what felt like an eternity that he'd woken up 

without Evelyn's watchful presence, and the silence was both unnerving and 

liberating. 

Evelyn wasn't there, having decided that after all the training she had given him, 

Brian no longer needed her constant supervision. This step was a test of sorts, a 

trial to see if Brian could maintain the meticulous standards of Roxy Devine 

without her direct oversight. However, the reprieve was temporary, as Evelyn had 

planned to return on the weekend to check-in. Brian knew this period of solitude 

was a fleeting luxury. 

Moreover, while Evelyn was away, she would still be informed of his every move. 

Melanie, ever the diligent aide, was tasked with sending her daily reports on Brian's 

activities. This invisible leash, though less constricting than Evelyn's physical 

presence, was a reminder that his actions were still being monitored, his 

compliance still under scrutiny. The weight of this knowledge hung over Brian like 

a shadow, a constant reminder that his newfound independence was only an 

illusion. 

In the bathroom, the sound of water cascading in the shower filled the void, the 

steam fogging up the mirror - a mirror that had bore witness to his dramatic 

transformation. As Brian showered, he allowed the hot streams to wash over him, 

each drop attempting to cleanse away the layers of his new, enforced identity. But 

the water did little to wash away the internal conflict that churned within him. 

The breakfast that followed was a meagre affair. Seated at his small dining table, 

surrounded by décor that screamed femininity, he nibbled on a slice of toast and 

sipped black coffee. His appetite had waned in recent weeks, a side effect of the 

stringent diet and the constant pressure of maintaining the appearance of Roxy 

Devine. 



As he sat there, a thought flickered through his mind, a brief fantasy of escape. 

The yellow Lamborghini, a glaring symbol of his gilded cage, sat parked outside, 

a tantalizing promise of freedom. He pondered the idea of taking the car, selling 

the array of designer clothes he had accumulated, and even pawning with the 

engagement ring that adorned his finger. The potential funds from such a sale 

tantalized him, a fleeting vision of a life reclaimed, a path to independence. 

Yet, the reality of his situation quickly extinguished that fleeting hope. The chastity 

cage locked around his member, an uncomfortable and constant reminder of 

Evelyn's control, made any thought of fleeing a painful prospect. Without Evelyn's 

key, the device was inescapable, a cruel safeguard against the very thoughts of 

running that now teased his mind. The idea of navigating the world in his current 

state, with his overtly feminine appearance and the physical changes he had 

undergone, seemed daunting. If he had to continue masquerading as a woman, he 

might as well stick around and see the job through. The fantasy of escape dissolved 

into the harsh reality of his circumstances. 

With a heavy sigh, Brian stood and made his way over to the closet. Inside, a series 

of outfits had been meticulously arranged by Evelyn, each one paired with 

matching shoes. The garments were organized in dry-cleaning bags, carefully 

labelled for each day of the week or specific occasions, a constant reminder of 

Evelyn's controlling hand in every aspect of his new life. Today's selection, labelled 

'Monday', was a mint green skirt and blazer ensemble in heavy tweed - another 

feminine outfit that felt like a costume. The corresponding platform sandals sat 

waiting below, their height a challenge he had learned to overcome with a mix of 

grit and resignation. 

At his vanity, Brian's reflection stared back at him - a blonde Barbie doll with 

features sculpted by countless injections. His makeup routine was now a swift 

process, the changes to his face reducing the need for the heavy makeup he once 

had to apply. A flick of mascara, a hint of blush, and a swipe of lip gloss were all 

it took to ready him for the day. 

Dressed and made up, Brian clicked out of his apartment. The walk to his car was 

a balancing act in his towering sandals, each step needing his full concentration. 

The drive to work was a distraction from his spiralling thoughts. The attention 

required to manoeuver the Lamborghini in his high heels was the only thing that 

kept him grounded, preventing his mind from wandering too far into despair. 



As he drove, Brian's gaze occasionally drifted to the people on the streets, ordinary 

lives unfolding around him, lives he once might have shared. Now, trapped in his 

extravagant persona, he could only imagine what it would be like to return to such 

normalcy. 

Arriving at Galactic Enterprises, Brian parked the car and took a deep breath, 

steeling himself for the day ahead. He gracefully exited his bright yellow car as the 

morning sun cast a spotlight on him, accentuating his striking appearance. The 

world seemed to pause for a moment, captivated by the image of this long-legged 

blonde vision. He steadied himself on his six-inch heels, flicking his long curly hair 

over his shoulder with a practiced motion. The movement set off a cascade of 

jangling from the gaudy fake jewels that hung from the hem of his mint green skirt 

and the bottom of his matching blazer. His appearance was a vivid magnet for 

attention, a stark contrast to the man he used to be, now an embodiment of a 

persona carefully crafted yet profoundly at odds with his true self. 



 



Tottering into the simple yet elegant office of Galactic Enterprises, Brian blended 

seamlessly with the other girls, each adorned in similarly glitzy attire. His arrival, 

marked by the gentle click of his heels on the polished floor, subtly announced 

his presence. He moved through the space with a practised ease, yet internally, he 

wrestled with the vivid contrast between the calm exterior he projected and the 

tumultuous thoughts swirling within him. 

As he approached the cluster of desks where he worked alongside the other girls, 

a chorus of greetings and compliments met him. "Looking fabulous as always, 

Roxy!" one of them chirped, her eyes running over Brian's ensemble with a mix of 

admiration and envy. Brian forced a smile, his plump lips stretching into a grin 

that didn't quite reach his eyes. "Thank you, darling," he replied, his voice a melody 

of feigned cheerfulness. 

The chit-chat was light and frivolous, revolving around the latest office gossip, 

fashion trends, and weekend exploits. Brian played along, nodding, and laughing 

at the appropriate moments, yet feeling more like an observer than a participant. 

The conversation felt like a dance he had learned the steps to but couldn't quite 

feel the rhythm of. 

Half an hour into the workday, as he was flicking through some property listings 

at his desk, Melanie summoned him. "Roxy, can you step into my office for a 

moment?" she called out, her tone casual yet authoritative. 

In Melanie's office, surrounded by sleek modern furniture and framed accolades, 

Brian sat down across from her, straightening his tiny skirt. "How are you doing, 

Roxy?" Melanie asked, her eyes scanning him in a way that made him feel like a 

product rather than a person. 

"Fine, thank you," Brian replied, keeping his voice even while internally bracing 

for what was to come. 

Melanie leaned back in her chair, a smile playing on her lips. "I must say, I'm 

impressed with your performance. Another house sold. When I took you on as a 

favour to Mr. Montgomery, I honestly didn't expect much. But you've proven to 

be a natural at this." 

Her words, meant as praise, felt like a double-edged sword to Brian. "Thank you," 

he said, his voice tinged with a mixture of pride and discomfort. 



"But to be honest," Melanie continued with a chuckle, "those gorgeous legs and 

that stunning blonde hair probably don't hurt your sales in a market primarily 

made up of lonely old men." 

Brian felt a wave of shame wash over him. He offered a polite smile, replying, 

"Thanks, Melanie. Was there anything else you needed?" 

Melanie's expression turned more serious. "Actually, yes. Suzy Montgomery 

called. She wants to meet you for lunch." 

Brian felt a surge of satisfaction at the mention of Suzy. He remembered her 

hinting at setting up a meeting, but he hadn't expected it to happen so quickly. 

"Great. Thank you for letting me know," he responded with a note of eagerness in 

his voice. 

Melanie nodded. "Take your time, Roxy. No need to rush back. There’s nothing 

urgent on the agenda today." 

As it turned out, it was a good thing that Melanie had told Brian to take his time, 

as the lunch date with Suzy was anything but short. After an exhausting search for 

a parking space in the crowded streets of downtown L.A., Brian hobbled to the 

restaurant, each step in his high heels igniting a burning sensation in his 

overworked leg muscles. 

Inside the upscale eatery, they nibbled on a light salad and some seafood, but Suzy 

artfully dodged every question Brian tried to ask about Cameron or the Starks. 

Instead, she seemed more interested in Brian, or rather, 'Roxy,. She peppered 

him with questions, fishing for answers and details about his life. Brian, in turn, 

gave vague responses, maintaining his carefully crafted facade while trying to steer 

the conversation back to more pertinent topics. 

The lunch, however, extended far beyond the confines of the restaurant. Suzy, 

insistent on making the most of their day together, dragged Brian on a shopping 

spree through a series of high-end designer stores to find what she called ‘the 

perfect dress’ for some event she had coming up. There, much to Brian's dismay 

and embarrassment, Suzy delighted in using him as her personal mannequin, 

dressing him in various garments she fancied. Hours passed in a blur of changing 

rooms and shimmering fabrics, with Brian's posture faltering with each passing 

moment, a physical manifestation of his gruelling afternoon. 



It was only when they were tottering down the street, amidst the bustling crowd, 

that Suzy finally answered one of Brian’s questions. "Well, Tod and Cameron 

used to have a thing," she said, a hint of nostalgia in her voice. "Stanley Stark never 

liked the idea of his son getting involved with our family." 

Seizing the opportunity, Brian pressed for more, asking if she thought Stanley 

Stark was responsible for Cameron's disappearance. Suzy's response was 

noncommittal but loaded with implications. "Can't say for sure," she said airily. "As 

I mentioned before. After Charles beat Stanley to that big deal, the old man has 

been out for blood." 

Suzy then elaborated on the deal, painting a picture of professional rivalry and 

personal vendettas. She mentioned a fire at their house in Malibu, an incident that 

Brian latched onto with keen interest. "The fire!" he echoed, his mind racing with 

possibilities. 

"Yeah, the house went up in flames," Suzy said, her voice tinged with genuine 

concern. She paused, collecting her thoughts before continuing. "Charles was 

supposed to be there, but luckily, his plans changed at the last minute." Her 

expression grew sombre, reflecting the gravity of what could have been a tragic 

incident. "It was a close call, too close. The whole thing still gives me chills," she 

added, her eyes betraying a flicker of fear at the memory. 

"It sounds like we have a prime suspect," Brian mused, his conviction growing 

stronger with each piece of information. 



 



"Well, if anyone knows the truth, it’s Tod," Suzy added, her heels clicking 

confidently beside Brian's faltering steps. "Get close to him. He's weak. If you play 

it right, I'm sure you can get him to spill the beans." 

Brian's heart sank at the thought. Getting close to Tod meant potentially crossing 

lines he had vowed never to cross again. The memory of that night in Tod's hotel 

room, the feel of carpet on his knees, crept into his mind, a reminder of the 

personal boundaries he had already breached. The thought of having to perform 

similar acts of devotion filled him with dread. 

As the sun began to set, casting long shadows on the streets of Los Angeles, Brian 

and Suzy parted ways. Brian, weighed down with the burden of the task ahead, 

made his way back to his car. The drive home was a solitary journey, filled with 

introspection and a growing sense of unease. He knew what he had to do, but the 

cost of it weighed heavily on his heart. The road ahead was fraught with personal 

challenges and moral quandaries, but Brian understood the necessity of it all. For 

his own self-preservation, he had to endure, even if it meant venturing further into 

a world that repulsed him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 17: It’s Dirty Work, But Someone Has to 

Do It 

Another week had come and gone, with Brian still enshrouded in the guise of 

Roxy Devine, navigating the opulent yet treacherous landscapes of luxury real 

estate and high society in Los Angeles. Each day was a gruelling marathon of idle 

gossip at the office, coupled with the task of presenting lavish properties to wealthy 

clientele. His efforts were not in vain, though; a recent sale had brought a rare 

glimmer of approval from Melanie. However, this small victory did little to ease 

the discomfort and indignity of his daily existence. 

The return of Evelyn over the weekend brought its own set of challenges. 

Although she seemed mostly pleased with his progress, her latest intervention had 

introduced a new trial into Brian's already tumultuous life. Now, each morning 

began even earlier than before, with a stylist arriving at his apartment to subject 

him to tedious hair and makeup sessions. The stylist, a perky and chatty 

professional named Lisa, seemed oblivious to Brian's internal turmoil as she 

skillfully transformed him into the epitome of femininity. 

Lisa, also responsible for choosing his outfits in Evelyn's absence, seemed to 

delight in selecting the most overtly feminine and revealing ensembles for Brian, 

much to his chagrin. Today's choice was particularly egregious in Brian's eyes: a 

cacophony of pinks and reds that he would never have dreamed of combining on 

his own. The knee-length, fitted pink dress clung to every curve of Brian's new 

form, accentuating the femininity that had been meticulously crafted through 

weeks of transformation. The asymmetrical neckline, leaving one shoulder bare, 

added an extra layer of exposure that made Brian squirm internally. 

The ensemble was rounded off with a pink Louis Vuitton handbag which, while 

undoubtedly luxurious, felt like a glaring beacon of his forced persona. The blazer, 

notable for its jarring red collar, seemed to scream for attention, a sentiment 

echoed by the perilously high, cage-like red platform sandals that threatened to 

topple him at every precarious step. 

Brian's lips, painted a glossy, vibrant red, matched his perfectly manicured nails - 

a detail Lisa had insisted on, claiming it tied the entire look together. However, 

Brian couldn't help but grimace at his reflection in the mirror. The sight of his hair 



styled into a blonde princess Jasmine ponytail added a surreal touch to his already 

over-the-top appearance. Each section of his hair was cinched with whimsical little 

butterfly clips, which, rather than adding charm, only heightened the sense of 

absurdity. 

The tightness of the dress and the strain on his scalp from the elaborate hairstyle 

made every movement a study in discomfort. As he thanked Lisa, his words were 

polite, but his tone belied his hesitancy. Stepping out to his yellow car, the 

embodiment of the flamboyant persona he was forced to adopt, Brian took 

cautious steps. The restrictive skirt and towering heels reduced his stride to a 

mincing shuffle. 

The morning in the office was unremarkable, filled with the usual compliments 

and gossip that had become the soundtrack of Brian's new life. His coworkers, still 

largely oblivious to the true nature of his predicament, continued to treat him as 

Roxy, the glamorous and successful real estate agent. He played along, his 

responses automatic and rehearsed, his mind elsewhere. 

By mid-afternoon, Brian was eager to escape the confines of the office. After 

informing Melanie of his supposed property showing, he grabbed his flashy Louis 

Vuitton handbag and made his way to the car. The bright yellow Lamborghini 

roared to life, its engine a stark contrast to the sluggish pace of traffic in Los 

Angeles. He manoeuvred through the streets with a sense of purpose, heading 

towards the hills. 

The route to the upscale properties had become familiar, a winding path leading 

to the city's most opulent homes. As he ascended, the sprawling view of Los 

Angeles unfolded below him, a tapestry of buildings and bustling lives that felt 

both connected to and distant from his own. 

Arriving early, as per Melanie's protocol, always put Brian in an awkward position. 

He stood outside the property, the towering heels of his shoes causing constant 

agony. His ankles and calves cried out for relief, but he resisted the urge to sit, 

aware that the potential client could arrive at any moment. His posture, 

maintained with almost stoic resilience, concealed the discomfort that pulsed 

through his body. 



 

As if summoned from the essence of a high-end car commercial, a sleek Porsche 

911 glided into view, its glossy finish gleaming in the bright afternoon sun. The 



door swung open, and out stepped a figure embodying casual elegance. Tod Stark 

removed his sunglasses with a deliberate slowness, his gaze landing on Brian with 

an unmistakable spark of interest. 

"Hello, Roxy," Tod greeted, his voice oozing a charm that seemed well-rehearsed. 

His eyes swept over Brian, taking in the meticulously curated ensemble that 

epitomized Roxy's extravagant persona. "You look great," he added, his smile 

broadening into a grin that suggested a playful undertone. 

Brian experienced a flush of discomfort at the compliment, feeling his cheeks 

warm beneath the expertly applied makeup. "Thanks, you're not looking too bad 

yourself," he managed to say, each word echoing his inner conflict. The moment 

lingered, filled with a palpable tension, until Tod's casual query about a property 

tour dispelled the awkwardness. 

Seizing the familiar framework of a property showing, Brian guided Tod inside, 

welcoming the chance to slip back into the more familiar guise of a real estate 

agent. The house, a showcase of modern luxury, revealed itself to them, each 

room a tribute to lavish living. Brian led confidently, his voice steady as he pointed 

out the property's unique features - a state-of-the-art kitchen here, a bespoke home 

theatre there, each element carefully chosen to dazzle. 

Their tour wandered through the spacious living areas, ascended the grand 

staircase, and ventured into the house's more personal spaces. Brian's narration 

was interspersed with Tod's sporadic inquiries, his interest appearing sincere as he 

took his time examining the architectural and design details. 

Eventually, they found themselves on an upstairs balcony, a grand expanse of 

marble that presented a stunning view of the carefully manicured garden below. 

The sunlight bathed the marble in a warm light, highlighting the intricate patterns 

within the stone and lending the area an almost otherworldly charm. 

"Well, that concludes the tour. But, given that you're probably not here to buy the 

place, I have something to ask you," Brian said, attempting to conceal the 

nervousness in his voice as he eased onto the cool marble ledge, grateful for the 

relief it provided to his sore feet. His posture, both refined and calculated, aimed 

to preserve the fragile illusion of his female persona. The skirt of his dress, a tight 

ring of fabric around his thighs, became even tighter as he crossed his legs, the 

action practised but unnatural. 



"I might buy the place," Tod countered, his voice tinged with a hint of challenge as 

he settled beside Brian on the ledge. "I can afford it." Their closeness was 

disconcerting, the space between them crackling with an unvoiced tension. 

"I'm sure you could," Brian replied, tossing his hair with a practiced nonchalance, 

the strands of the finest human hair extensions money could buy fluttering in the 

air. He could feel Tod's peering gaze on him, evaluative and shrewd. "I need to 

talk to you about Cameron," he ventured, steering the conversation into dangerous 

waters. 

The mention of Cameron's name darkened Tod's expression, like a shadow 

momentarily dimming a clear sky. "I need to understand what happened to her, 

and... well... if your father was involved?" Brian gambled, flinging his questions 

into the fray of a high-stakes game where truths were the currency and the risks 

were beyond measure. 

Tod's reply came after a pause, a silence heavy with untold secrets. "Why does this 

matter so much to you?" he asked, his question sharp, cutting to the core of Brian's 

elaborate facade. 

Brian leaned on a well-rehearsed response, a tapestry of partial truths and sheer 

necessity. "Life's been a struggle, Tod. I've fought for everything. But I've climbed 

my way up by making smart choices and working hard. To be frank, is Charles 

Montgomery the man of my dreams? No, but he offers me a better life." The 

words felt hollow, a distasteful falsehood masking a harsh reality. 

“That said,” he continued, “he can't move forward until he knows what happened 

to his daughter, no matter the outcome. I know you care about her. Please help 

me?” His request was a mix of exposed vulnerability and strategic planning, like a 

lure cast into uncertain waters. 

Tod's response was a combination of conflicting emotions, his furrowed brow and 

crossed arms hinting at an internal debate. “I like you, Roxy. I do want to help,” 

he admitted, his defences starting to wane. “But first, I need to know: do you like 

me, or are you just using me?” 

Taken aback, Brian struggled to maintain his composure amidst the unexpected 

turn in their dialogue. “I like you, Tod,” he stated, his tone smooth though the 



concept felt alien. “You're a very impressive man.” This strategic flattery seemed 

to resonate with Tod, his stern expression giving way to a tentative smile. 

“Suppose my father was involved with Cameron's situation. What do you plan to 

do with that information?” Tod's inquiry was incisive, delving into Brian's true 

motives. 

Brian felt a surge of adrenaline at the hint of a resolution. “I'd share the findings 

with Charles, hoping to bring him some peace. Do you have any evidence?” His 

voice remained calm, despite the quickening of his heartbeat. 

“I might be able to do some digging,” Tod suggested, inching closer. “I can do that 

for you,” he added, his hand resting on Brian's knee, a gesture fraught with implied 

promises. 

“Thank you,” Brian managed, his voice a whisper of gratitude and apprehension. 

The moment teetered on the precipice of intimacy, a line Brian felt both 

compelled and terrified to cross. 

But then, as if saved by the bell, Tod stood abruptly. “Just going to use the 

bathroom,” he announced, leaving Brian confused but relieved. Alone on the 

marble ledge, Brian allowed himself a moment to breathe, to collect his scattered 

thoughts. 

But the reprieve was short-lived as Tod soon returned while wearing fewer clothes! 

The removal of his shirt revealed a toned body, a display that sent a wave of unease 

through Brian. Tod confidently strode over, standing over Brain, the deliberate 

unzipping of his pants left little to the imagination regarding his expectations. 



 

"I can't have sex with you," Brian blurted out, the words rushing from him in a 

panic. "I won’t cheat on Charles, even if it is a marriage of convenience." 



Tod's smile was unnerving in its calm assurance. "That’s okay," he responded, his 

tone suggesting an alternative that Brian dreaded. "You can satisfy me another way. 

I’ve been thinking about those fat lips of yours all day." 

The words sent a chill down Brian's spine, a reminder of the sacrifice he had 

already made and the one looming before him now. The thought of repeating an 

act he deeply regretted was almost too much to bear. But the way forward was 

clear. With a heavy heart, Brian resigned himself to the role he must play. 

"Let me see him," he said, forcing a seductive purr into his voice. His heart sank 

as he watched Tod's reaction, the man's face lighting up with anticipation. 

Tod obliged, revealing himself fully to Brian. In that moment, as Brian took the 

man between his glossy red lips, it felt as if his last vestiges of dignity were slipping 

away, like he would be forever changed from the man he used to be. 

Feeling sick to his stomach, Brian went through the motions, his mind detaching 

from the immediate situation as if to shield him from the misery. Rather than 

focusing on sensory details like taste or smell, he centred his thoughts on his 

ultimate goal, the driving force behind enduring such humiliation. The prospect 

of uncovering information about Cameron and ultimately securing his escape 

from this forced nightmare became the beacon that guided Brian through the 

degrading act of sucking and licking Tod's penis until it exploded in his mouth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 18: The End of the Pink Masquerade? 

Sitting uncomfortably through the morning meeting at Galactic Enterprises, 

Brian's thoughts were a chaotic mix of conflicting emotions and sensations. As 

Melanie discussed team achievements and outlined areas for improvement, her 

voice gradually became a distant hum. All the other women seemed to be listening 

with intent, but Brian couldn’t focus, his mind entirely preoccupied by the 

ridiculously feminine outfit Lisa had insisted he wear that morning. 

Atop his head, Brian's blonde hair, artificially lengthened, pulled tightly in an 

uncomfortable manner. The heavy locks were brushed back sharply and held in 

place with a pink hairband, an accessory that struck him as childishly out of place. 

His hair fell in waves past his shoulders, its strands lightly touching the skin of his 

arms and brushing against the unnaturally full and round curves of his chest, a 

disconcerting result of the injectable filler. 

His top, a vivid mix of yellow with pink flowers and pink with yellow flowers, was 

the epitome of girlishness. Made from thick, body-hugging fabric, it clung to him 

uncomfortably, its high neckline pressing against his throat. The short, puffy 

sleeves brushed against his skin, creating a soft, almost ticklish sensation. However, 

If the top wasn’t enough to make him feel like an utter sissy, the high-waisted, mid-

length tulle skirt in soft pink deepened his sartorial humiliation. This skirt, an 

ensemble of semi-translucent, layered fabric, rustled with each movement, more 

suited for a fairytale princess than a grown man. 

Beneath the skirt's voluminous folds, his shoes were a stark reminder of his altered 

reality. The pink platform heels, quintessentially girly in style with thick straps, bit 

painfully into his hairless skin. The towering six-inch heels, now a regular part of 

his daily outfits, forced his feet into an unnatural arch. Despite somewhat 

acclimating to this type of footwear, they still continuously challenged his patience 

with each step. 

Along with the outfit, Brian wore accessories that only heightened his discomfort. 

The pink Louis Vuitton handbag on his lap, though the least intrusive, symbolized 

his coerced identity. The 'Gucci' necklace around his neck felt like a heavy shackle. 

His smallish faux diamond earrings and the bracelet jingling on his right wrist 

announced their presence with every slight movement. However, the most 

burdensome were the rings, particularly the large diamond engagement ring. They 



made his long-nailed fingers feel even more awkward and unwieldy. Each gesture 

became more laborious, fundamentally changing how his hands operated. 

As Melanie’s voice filtered back into his awareness, Brian struggled to focus amidst 

the distractions of his attire. The bulky hair, the constant rustle of his skirt, and 

the pressure on his feet served as relentless reminders of his transformation, taxing 

his already frustrated and weary mind. 

Suddenly, Brian's phone shattered the meeting's calm with its loud ringtone. The 

catchy pop tune echoed through the room, abruptly cutting off Melanie's speech. 

Everyone's attention snapped towards him, their disapproving glares underscored 

by the tune reverberating off the walls. 

Feeling a wave of embarrassment, Brian quickly delved into his small designer 

handbag. His fingers, long-nailed and styled with a modern French manicure, 

clumsily fumbled, hindered by the rings as he tried to silence the intrusive 

ringtone. 

Finally, grasping the sleek device, Brian noticed 'Tod' flashing across the caller ID. 

His heart skipped a beat, recognizing the call's importance. Looking up, his heavily 

made-up eyes conveyed a mix of apology and urgency to Melanie. "I need to take 

this," he stated, his voice blending assertiveness with hesitation. 

Around the table, the other girls' faces mirrored shock and disapproval, 

unaccustomed to such a break from meeting etiquette. Melanie, however, with her 

sharp and insightful gaze, understood the gravity of the situation. "No problem, 

Roxy. But take it outside, will you?" she instructed, her tone balancing 

understanding with firmness. 

Brian nodded, his gratitude clear for Melanie's understanding. Rising to his feet 

was a clumsy affair, his platform heels challenging his initial balance. A hush filled 

the room, every gaze fixed on him as he made his way to the door with loud, click-

clack steps. 

Stepping outside into the bright sunshine, he was momentarily dazzled by the 

glare. Holding the phone against his ear, he breathlessly said, "Hello." Meanwhile, 

his fingers, moving with unexpected dexterity, reached into his purse again. This 

time, they quickly found the pink sunglasses he had stashed earlier. With a smooth 



motion, he slid them onto his face, their tinted lenses offering relief from the sun's 

intensity. 

"Hey, Roxy," came Tod's voice, smooth and slightly flirtatious. "I’ve missed you. 

What are you wearing?” 

As Brian uneasily shifted his weight, the distinct clomp of his clunky heels against 

the concrete punctuated his awkward gaze at his distinctly feminine ensemble. 

With a shake of his blonde head, he tottered off up the sidewalk. "None of your 

business," he replied, trying to keep his tone neutral yet friendly. "What's up? 

You're calling pretty early, even by your standards?” 

From the other end of the line, Tod's chuckle resonated with a light, teasing 

quality. "Can't I just call to hear your voice?” he retorted, his tone laced with playful 

flirtation. 

Now at full strutting speed, Brian let out a loud sigh as he trotted down the street. 

His blonde hair bobbed around his shoulders, and his purse gently knocked 

against his rustling skirt. Frustration began to seep in, having been interrupted 

from an important meeting for seemingly no reason. "Well, that’s sweet and all, 

but I’m in the middle of work here," Brian replied, the loud clicking of his painfully 

high shoes filling his ears. "So, if that’s all you called to say, then…" Before he could 

finish, Todd cut him off. "Wait! I’ve got something important to tell you. It's about 

Cameron." 



 



Brian's heart raced, a mix of anticipation and anxiety, as his strut slowed to a 

canter. "What about her?" he asked, his voice barely concealing his eagerness for 

information. 

"Well, it took me a while, and it wasn’t easy, but I found something... something 

big," Tod began, his tone turning serious. 

Brian's pace continued to slow until he came to a stop. He found himself outside 

a designer store, the window display showcasing a bag that, to his surprise, he 

recognized from his own collection back at the apartment. But at that moment, 

that wasn’t important. "What did you find out?" he asked, plucking his sunglasses 

off his face with his long, claw-like nails. 

"Tod sighed, the weight of his words palpable even through the phone. "I hate to 

say this, but it was my father. He was behind Cameron's disappearance." 

"You know this for sure? You have actual evidence?" Brian shot back, lifting his 

right foot and resting it on the edge of his tall heel, rotating it to ease his aches. 

"Yes," Tod replied in an uncharacteristically sombre voice. "She visited him on the 

day she vanished." 

Brian felt a jolt of energy course through his feminized body. "She went to see him. 

Are you sure about this?" 

"The guest logbook from the day she disappeared had a page torn out. And the 

security footage from that day was wiped clean," Tod confidently replied as Brian 

listened eagerly. 

"Well, that definitely sounds a bit fishy. But it doesn’t prove anything for sure," 

Brian replied, his voice, along with his excitement, falling like a deflating balloon. 

"Obviously," Tod replied, sounding slightly annoyed. "But I wouldn’t have called 

you like this if there wasn’t more. I got a computer expert to dig deeper." 

"And?" Brian pressed, his grip tightening on the phone, his bloated lips pressing 

together into a pout. 

"He managed to find the deleted security footage on a backup server. Cameron 

entered the building, but she never left!" Tod revealed before releasing a heavy 

sigh. 



A wave of relief and triumph washed over Brian. "That's... that's incredible news, 

Tod. This is exactly what we need to... uhm...put Charles's mind at ease." 

Tod's voice softened. "I thought you'd want to know as soon as possible," he said, 

a hint of pride in his achievement evident in his tone. There was then a thoughtful 

pause before he continued, "You know, it wasn't easy getting this information, 

especially going against my own family. I hope you appreciate my efforts." 

Brian, overwhelmed with gratitude, responded earnestly, "Oh! I do. Thank you, 

Tod. I can't tell you how much this means." 

After another pause, Tod's voice returned, now laced with flirtation. "So, how 

about we meet up later this week? I can give you a copy of the tapes, and you can 

reward me for all this hard work and emotional turmoil." 

Brian hesitated, a familiar discomfort resurfacing as he gazed down the road 

littered with designer stores and expensive office buildings. 'Umm… I... Sure. 

Where do you want to meet?' he finally articulated, his voice faltering slightly at 

the thought of another encounter with little Tod. 

Tod chuckled, a sound that was both charismatic and unsettling. "I’ll text you the 

deets later. I can’t wait to see what you wear for me." 

Brian's discomfort was noticeable, even as he tried to mask it with a semblance of 

composure. "Okay, Tod. I'll be waiting for your text," he managed to say, the words 

almost sticking in his throat. 



 



The line went silent for a moment before Tod's voice returned, softer now. "You 

know, Roxy, you really are something special. I've never met anyone quite like 

you." 

Brian shuffled his feet, the pavement rough against the soles of his heels. "Erm... 

thanks, Tod. I... appreciate that," he said, unsure of how else to respond. 

There was a finality in Tod's next words, a promise laced with anticipation. “I'll 

see you soon, Roxy. Be ready. I'm going to rock your world." 

As the call ended, Brian stood frozen in the middle of the street as the blazing sun 

beat down on his feminized frame, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. Relief at 

having a crucial piece of evidence, anxiety about the impending meeting with Tod, 

and a deep-seated unease about what that encounter might entail swirled within 

him. He let out a deep breath he didn't realize he'd been holding, feeling the 

tightness of his outfit constrict even further. 

Noticing a man looking at him, Brian pivoted on his platform heels before 

tottering back towards the office building, his skirt swirling around his smooth legs 

with each deliberate step. As he minced along, his mind wandered to the future. 

Behind the carefully crafted façade of Roxy Devine, Brian yearned for the day he 

could finally cast off this false identity. He envisioned freeing himself from the 

burdensome extensions, clipping his nails short, and reversing the alterations to 

his face and body. He dreamt of a life where he could embrace his true self, 

unburdened by the guise he had been forced to adopt. 

In this envisioned future, Brian saw himself relishing simple, masculine joys—

restoring a vintage car, embarking on fishing adventures, or lounging on a beach, 

admiring the passing parade of bikini-clad beauties. The million-dollar reward 

from Mr Montgomery, promised for his service, shimmered in his mind as a 

golden ticket to this new existence. He pictured a life of comfort and ease, free 

from the constraints of heels and tight dresses. 

Each loud click of his pink platform heels solidified his determination. The 

discomfort, the embarrassment he had endured, and the hurdles he had overcome 

were mere stepping stones to his ultimate goal. They were the price for a future 

filled with freedom and authenticity. With renewed resolve, Brian re-entered the 

office building, the upcoming encounter with Tod overshadowed by the hope that 

all the madness he had endured was on the brink of ending. 



Chapter 19: Masquerade of Mourning 

Amid the glittering lights and the backdrop of ambient music, Brian found himself 

ensconced in the opulence of one of Los Angeles' most prestigious office 

buildings. The event, bustling with the city's real estate elite, was a dazzling mix of 

business and pleasure, a perfect setting for deals to be made and alliances to be 

forged under the guise of casual conversation and flowing drinks. Brian, however, 

as he often did these days, felt out of place among the sea of sharply dressed 

professionals and sleek silhouettes, despite his own striking appearance. 

His outfit for the evening was right on point - a floor-length, form-fitting black dress 

that accentuated his artificially enhanced curves. The sleeveless top, adorned with 

a playful bow at the centre of his chest, showcased his cleavage with audacious 

flair, while the daring cut-out around his waist offered a glimpse of his toned 

midsection. His long blonde hair, styled in soft curls, cascaded down his back, a 

golden waterfall that brushed against the fabric of his dress. The makeup covering 

his stiff, Botox-filled face was meticulously applied, with silvery eyeshadow that 

made his eyes sparkle under the event lighting and massive fluttering lashes that 

framed them beautifully. His lips, swollen and glossy, were a testament to his 

forced transformation, shining with a pink gloss that caught the light with every 

movement. 

Perched next to Melanie, who radiated confidence in a satin red minidress, Brian 

took cautious sips from his skinny vodka and lime through a straw, mindful not to 

disturb the perfect application of his lip gloss. Despite the lively atmosphere, 

Brian's thoughts were miles away, preoccupied with Tod and the promise of a 

solution to his ongoing ordeal. 

It had been almost a week since Tod had ignited a flicker of hope in Brian's heart, 

promising him the evidence that could potentially end his crossdressing 

nightmare. But the subsequent silence and avoidance from Tod had planted seeds 

of doubt in Brian's mind. The few times he had managed to reach Tod over the 

phone, the responses were evasive, littered with poor excuses for their inability to 

meet. Brian's intuition, honed through a lifetime of grafting, sensed that something 

was amiss. 

Melanie's voice floated back into focus, her enthusiasm for the industry's latest 

trends undiminished by the hum of conversations around them. "And you 



wouldn't believe the markup on the new development over on Fifth. It's practically 

highway robbery, but with the market as it is, they'll get every penny they're asking 

for." 

Brian offered a non-committal murmur in response, his mind still wrestling with 

the ramifications of Tod's silence. The irony of his current situation wasn't lost on 

him; there he was, amid Los Angeles' real estate crème de la crème, dressed to 

the nines in an outfit that screamed high fashion yet felt more like a costume in a 

play he never auditioned for. 

Melanie leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a more intimate register. "I've been 

meaning to ask you, Roxy. How do you always manage to stay so... composed? It's 

like nothing ever rattles you." Her gaze was admiring, yet probing, as if trying to 

peel back the layers of Brian's meticulously crafted persona. 

The question jolted Brian back to the present. He glanced at Melanie, her 

presence suddenly registering in a way it hadn't before. By any standard, she was 

an attractive woman, her features animated with intelligence and wit. In another 

life, he might have found himself drawn to her. Had he met her in a bar, he 

probably would have tried to take her home. Now, however, he was just her 

glamourous little worker bee, existing solely to keep her happy and generate 

revenue for the company. 

"It's all about perspective, I guess," Brian found himself saying, the line sliding off 

his tongue with practised ease. "You learn to take things as they come, you know?" 

The words felt hollow, even to him, but Melanie nodded, seemingly satisfied with 

the answer. 

As Melanie returned to prattling on about the glitterati circling them, Brian's mind 

floated away, adrift in the absurdity of his current existence. The sharp pain in his 

feet from those infernal heels contrasted starkly with his past life, back when 

slipping unseen was his art form, not strutting about as eye candy. 

"Roxy, darling, you seem miles away," Melanie's voice cut through his musings, 

pulling him back to the sparkling reality around them. 

"Just reminiscing about... simpler times," Brian managed to say, a half-truth 

wrapped in the enigma of his transformation from a con man to this high-heeled 

spectacle. 



Melanie chuckled, oblivious to the depth of his statement. "Well, you've certainly 

made a splash in this world, haven't you?" 

If only she knew the irony. Once a master of blending in, Brian now navigated a 

world where his every step was a calculated performance, a far cry from the quick-

footed grifter's life he once led. 

Their conversation flowed on until suddenly, like a shockwave through still water, 

Evelyn appeared, cutting a determined path through the crowd. Her presence, 

always commanding, now seemed charged with urgency, drawing the attention of 

those she passed. Melanie's face lit up at the sight of her approaching friend, but 

Brian sensed something amiss in Evelyn's stride and the set of her jaw. 

"Ah, here comes trouble," Melanie joked, her voice light, but Brian remained 

silent, his discomfort growing. 

Evelyn reached them, her smile not reaching her eyes as she greeted Melanie. 

"Sorry to interrupt," she said, her tone brisk, polite but strained. Without missing 

a beat, she turned to Brian, her voice dropping to a more serious register. "I need 

you to come with me, now." 



 

Brian, his heart sinking, nodded, sensing the gravity of her words. He offered 

Melanie a quick, apologetic smile. "I'm sorry, I have to go," he said, the weight of 

his cone-heeled, platform sandals suddenly feeling like anchors pulling him down. 



Melanie, ever understanding, waved off his apology. "It's fine, darling. Go," she 

said, her brows knitting together in concern as she turned back to Evelyn. "Is 

everything okay?" 

Evelyn's response was curt, her usual poise underlaid with a ripple of tension. "No, 

but it's not something I can discuss right now," she admitted, her gaze briefly flitting 

around the room, aware of the many ears within earshot. 

Brian, his thoughts a whirlwind of anxiety and speculation, carefully gathered his 

purse and leather jacket with his long-nailed fingers. Then, with a deep breath to 

steady himself, he shifted his weight back onto his aching ankles. The air was thick 

with tension as Brian, in all his feminine finery, followed Evelyn through the 

bustling crowd, each step an echoing testament to the unease building within him.  

Exiting the throng of party-goers into the relative quiet of the hallway, Brian 

attempted to pierce the silence. "Evelyn, what's..." he began, only to be cut off by a 

sharp, "Not now," from Evelyn, who didn't break stride or turn to meet his gaze. 

The intensity of the situation magnified with every step, their path marked by the 

rhythmic wobble of Brian's altered figure as he struggled to maintain his usual 

poised swagger on the unforgiving heels. The contrast between his glamorous 

appearance and the gravity of their exit could not have been starker. 

Reaching the waiting car, they slipped inside the rear, the privacy of the space 

allowing the frantic nature of the situation to momentarily subside, replaced by a 

suffocating silence. Brian turned towards Evelyn, his eyes, large and expressive 

beneath the weight of long, extended lashes, searched her face for answers. 

Evelyn, her composure slipping, reached for the minibar. "I need a drink," she 

muttered, her hands shaking as she poured a generous measure of whiskey into a 

glass. The clink of the bottle against the glass seemed loud in the enclosed space. 

She consumed the whiskey in one gulp, a grimace crossing her features as she 

sought temporary solace in the burn. 

Brian, his concern morphing into fear, pressed again, "Please, Evelyn, tell me 

what's going on." His voice trembled, betraying his dread that their charade had 

been uncovered, that his true identity might have been exposed. 

Turning to face him, Evelyn's expression was haunted, fear etched into every line. 

"It's Mr Montgomery," she whispered, her voice barely above a breath. "He's... 



he's... dead." The words hung heavy between them, charged with an unspeakable 

finality. 

"What!!!" Brian's exclamation filled the car, a mix of shock and disbelief. "How? 

When? What happened?" 

Evelyn wiped away a tear that threatened to spill, her voice quivering as she spoke. 

"Tonight, at his house. The police are there now. They think he was murdered." 

"Murdered!" The word echoed in Brian's mind, amplifying his horror. Evelyn 

nodded, her gesture a silent confirmation of their grim reality. 

"We're heading there now," she added, her tone resigned. 

Brian opened his glossed lips to respond, to express his tumult of emotions, but 

words failed him. Instead, he sat back, the weight of the revelation settling around 

him like a shroud, leaving him to contemplate the implications in stunned silence. 

As the luxury car weaved through the Los Angeles night, Brian's mind raced, a 

torrent of worry and speculation churning within. The death of Charles 

Montgomery was not just a tragic event; it was a cataclysm that threatened to 

unravel the delicate facade Brian had been forced to maintain. Would the police 

delve into his past? Uncover his real identity beneath the layers of makeup and 

carefully curated outfits? Or, a thought even more chilling, was he doomed to 

remain trapped in this role of Roxy Devine, the gold-digging Barbie doll, forever? 

These questions haunted him, each more unsettling than the last, as the city lights 

blurred past. 

The car's arrival at the Montgomery mansion was marked by a heavy silence. Brian 

glanced at Evelyn, seeking some solace or guidance, but found none. "Are you 

coming in with me?" he asked, though he already sensed her answer. 

Evelyn shook her head, her expression sombre. "You need to do this alone," she 

said softly, her voice tinged with a sorrow that mirrored the tightness in Brian's 

chest. He wanted to protest, to demand her support, but the resignation in her 

eyes stopped him. Instead, he asked for a drink, a small comfort in the face of 

what awaited him. 

Evelyn complied, pouring two generous servings of whiskey into thick-rimmed 

glasses. They toasted silently, "To Charles," a tribute to the man whose death had 



cast such a long shadow over the evening. Brian downed his drink in one swift 

motion, steeling himself for what was to come. He stepped out of the car, his 

platform heels clicking assertively against the pavement as he made his way past a 

police cruiser and through the open gate into the mansion's inner courtyard. 

 



The sight of police tape crisscrossing the front door, a flimsy yet powerful barrier 

against the opulent backdrop of the Montgomery home, sent a shiver down his 

spine. A burly policeman stood guard, the embodiment of authority in the midst 

of chaos. Brian gathered every ounce of his resolve, attempting to channel the 

persona of the bereaved fiancée. 

"What's happened here?" he exclaimed, his voice pitched high in feigned hysteria, 

an attempt to embody the irrational and distraught partner expected in such 

circumstances. 

The policeman glanced up, his eyes briefly meeting Brian's before he spoke into 

his radio. Taking a step forward, he addressed Brian directly, "Miss Devine?" His 

tone held a mixture of formality and anticipation, indicating he had been briefed 

to expect Brian's arrival. 

"Yes. Please, where's Charles?" Brian asked, knowing the moments about to follow 

would be a crucible, testing his ability to maintain his elaborate deception amidst 

the probing eyes of the people he hated most in the world – the police. Every 

movement, every word, would have to be calculated to navigate this labyrinth of 

suspicion and scrutiny. As he tottered forward in his restricting dress and sky-high 

heels, Brian prepared to deliver the performance of a lifetime, his heart racing 

with the fear and adrenaline of the ultimate masquerade. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 20: Fight in Heels or Flee in Flats 

Brian sat, enveloped in the soft embrace of the pink armchair, lost in a whirlpool 

of thoughts. The quiet of his apartment was broken only by the sound of the front 

door opening, followed by Evelyn's voice, which was warm yet formal, greeting the 

visitors who had come to see him. Dressed entirely in black, his outfit marked a 

stark contrast from his typically vibrant outfits, symbolizing the mourning he was 

compelled to embody. 

He gently shook his head, setting his blonde locks into motion, a gesture that had 

become distressingly familiar over time. His hands, now slender and adorned with 

acrylic nails, instinctively smoothed the satin skirt against his thighs. The cool 

whisper of fabric over his pantyhosed legs sent a shiver through his feminized 

form, a shuddering reminder of the web he was now caught in. 

Evelyn's selection for Brian's mourning attire was made with care, ensuring he 

presented both a respectful and undeniably feminine image. The bodysuit, a blend 

of sophistication and vulnerability, was crafted from patterned mesh that offered 

coverage while hinting at the skin beneath. Its design, fastening with two discreet 

buttons at his tucked-away crotch, provided a seamless silhouette suitable for the 

day's solemn events. 

The towering ankle boots, dark as the occasion demanded, added a stylish twist 

to Brian's ensemble, casting him as a glamorous yet grieving young widower. This 

fashionable balance struck a note of grace, with clear panels showcasing his nylon-

clad feet - a blend of elegance and mourning's solemnity. 

As the voices outside grew louder, Brian prepared for the imminent intrusion 

upon his carefully curated sanctuary. Suddenly, Evelyn ushered two men into the 

room. Brian, seated with his arms resting on his lap and legs pressed together, 

chose not to rise. His gaze, sharp and assessing, fell upon the suited strangers as 

the lead man presented a badge. 



 

"Miss Devine. I'm Detective Durand, and this is my partner, Detective Jenkins. 

We're very sorry for your loss," Durand began, his tone official and devoid of 

empathy. 



Brian acknowledged the sentiment with a nod, maintaining his impeccable posture 

and the femininity that had been meticulously coached into him by Evelyn. "Sorry 

to bother you at home, but I'm afraid we need to ask you some questions," the 

detective continued. 

"Of course, detectives," Evelyn interjected on Brian's behalf, her voice carrying a 

blend of hospitality and authority. "Please, take a seat. Can I offer you something 

to drink?" 

"No thank you, ma'am," Detective Durand declined politely. "We're fine." 

As the room settled into a temporary silence, Evelyn excused herself with a tactful 

understanding of the situation's delicacy. "Okay, I'll give you some privacy," she 

offered, signalling her departure. "If you need anything, Roxy, I'll just be next 

door." 

"Thank you, Evelyn," Brian responded, his tone sombre yet convincingly feminine, 

before he turned his attention back to the two men. "Please, take a seat, detectives," 

he invited, gesturing towards the adjacent pink sofa with his perfectly manicured 

hand. "I'm happy to help any way I can." 

Durand and Jenkins slowly crossed the room, their movements deliberate as they 

took their seats on the sofa, their rugged appearances a stark contrast to Brian's 

delicate femininity. "Nice apartment, this," Detective Jenkins remarked, his gaze 

sweeping across the luxurious decor with an evaluative eye. "Did Mr Montgomery 

pay for all this?" 

The directness of the question caught Brian off guard, causing a momentary panic. 

Yet, he recovered swiftly, his response delivered with a mix of defensiveness and 

poise. "Yes," he answered, a hint of indignation colouring his voice. "Charles was a 

very generous man. But, before you jump to any conclusions. I'm quite capable of 

affording this myself. Charles simply took the initiative with this place." 

"Of course, Miss Devine," Detective Durand interjected smoothly, his tone meant 

to ease the tension. "My partner didn't mean to cause offence. Can I ask how you 

met Mr Montgomery?" 

Brian's smile was ready, his narrative rehearsed yet delivered with an air of 

spontaneity. "I sold him a house, and we just hit it off," he described, managing to 



infuse his words with a look of fabricated nostalgia. "He was so fascinating and 

handsome. It's hard to imagine any girl not being charmed by him." 

"And you started dating immediately after that?" Durand pressed, his inquiry 

pointed. "How long ago was this?" 

"Six months," Brian replied, his eyes briefly meeting Jenkins's as the detective, 

scribbling down notes jerked upwards. The quick pop of his head would have 

almost been comical if not for the insinuation laced within his follow-up question. 

"Not long for a couple to get engaged, is it? Must have been love at first sight, hey?"  

Brian shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He crossed his smooth legs with a 

deliberate elegance. “And what exactly are you suggesting with a question like 

that?” the skirted man countered, his gaze locked onto Jenkins', a silent challenge 

issued with an unyielding stare. Despite the weight of his mascara-laden eyelashes, 

he held his look steady, determined not to show any sign of weakness. “I feel like 

I’m under interrogation here. Surely, I’m not a suspect in your case?” 

Detective Durand, observing the exchange with a professional detachment, 

intervened with a softer approach. “We’re just following every thread, Miss 

Devine. Please forgive my partner; he can be a little blunt at times. But, given the 

circumstances, you must understand how this appears. A young, beautiful woman 

meets an older, wealthy man, and within a short period, an engagement is 

announced. Then, tragically, he passes under mysterious circumstances, leaving 

you, a relative newcomer in his life, as the sole heir to his vast fortune.” 

Brian's reaction to Durand's summary was visceral, a mixture of shock and 

indignation. “Err… what?” he blurted out, momentarily dropping his carefully 

maintained persona. “He left me all his money?” The revelation seemed to hit 

him with the force of a physical blow, leaving him visibly shaken. 

“Not bad for six months' work, right?” Jenkins shot back, his tone laden with 

insinuation, his words cutting through the air like a knife. 

“How dare you!” Brian's retort was as sharp as the stilettos he wore, his voice rising 

in a crescendo that matched the dramatic flair of his posture. His initial surprise 

at the information revealed quickly gave way to a bold resurgence of his carefully 

crafted feminine persona. “I loved Charles, and he loved me,” he declared, his 

statement punctuated by a defiant flick of his perfectly styled blonde hair, sending 



a scent of his floral perfume wafting through the tension-filled room. “I had no 

idea what was in his will. And on the night he died, I was at an event with fifty other 

people if you're implying what I think you are!” 

Durand offered a reassuring smile, an attempt to soften the investigative edge of 

the conversation. “We're not implying anything, Miss Devine,” he clarified, 

glancing briefly towards his partner, signalling perhaps a desire for Jenkins to 

temper his abrasive approach. “We're merely asking questions.” 

“Well, I’ve answered your questions, and unless you plan to arrest me, I’d like to 

be left alone now,” Brian replied, his voice carrying a slight tremor of frustration 

and exhaustion. His patience was wearing thin, frayed at the edges by the probing 

questions and the underlying implications they carried. 

“Of course, Miss Devine,” Durand acknowledged with a professional nod, 

standing and signalling the interview's conclusion. As he got to his feet, he cast 

another look toward Jenkins, who rose much more slowly, his eyes lingering on 

Brian with an intensity that felt like an unspoken challenge. “We may have some 

follow-up questions in a day or two. Don’t leave town,” Jenkins added, the hint of 

a smile playing at the corners of his mouth, though it did little to mask the 

seriousness of his instruction. 

Feeling the weight of their scrutiny, Brian felt a surge of vulnerability. The moment 

he stood, the familiar discomfort of his attire made itself known, his feet settling 

back into an unnatural arched position enforced by his stiletto-heeled boots. “I’ll 

see you out,” he offered, mustering as much dignity as he could, his arm extended 

in a gesture of forced courtesy. 

In a silent procession, Brian elegantly tottered ahead, his movements meticulously 

measured to portray his learned femininity. Each step was a delicate balance 

between a wiggle and a stride, a ballet of sorts that he performed on the fine line 

of his high-heeled reality. It was more than just walking; it was a statement, a 

testament to the persona he had been sculpted into, all while under the watchful 

eyes of the detectives whose scrutiny he could feel like a physical weight. 

Reaching the grand entrance, painted a vibrant shade of pink that seemed to mock 

the gravity of the situation, Brian pushed the heavy doors open with a practised 

flourish. He turned to face the detectives with a look that held an undertone of 

disdain. “Have a great day now, detectives,” he purred, his voice dripping with a 



honeyed venom, as he batted his dense lashes with exaggerated femininity. It was 

a performance worthy of any stage, a masterclass in maintaining his crafted identity 

under pressure - a final, defiant assertion of his womanhood, leaving no room for 

doubt in their minds. 

“You too, Miss Devine. We’ll be in touch,” Durand replied, the professional 

detachment back in his voice as they stepped out of the apartment, leaving Brian 

in the looming silence of their departure. 

With the door closed and the weight of the encounter pressing down on him, 

Brian leaned heavily against the solid wood, letting out a deep, weary sigh. The 

reality of what had transpired, coupled with the shocking news of the inheritance, 

sent his mind into a tailspin. Seeking a moment of relief, he lifted his left leg, 

grasping the tall stiletto heel of his boot to stretch out the cramp seizing his calf 

muscle.  

Evelyn's sudden appearance caused Brian's head to snap around, his long, blonde 

hair swishing dramatically with the motion. Her concerned gaze swept over him, 

assessing, critical. “This isn’t good,” she murmured, shaking her head in a gesture 

that spoke volumes. 



 

“You heard all that, then?” Brian stated, his voice sounding weary as he lowered 

his leg back to the floor. His attempt to alleviate the ache from his high-heeled 

stance proved futile. 



“Yes, and you need to be careful not to antagonize them. If they dig too deep into 

your background, there are going to be problems,” Evelyn advised, her tone that 

of a mother talking down to a child. 

“Yeah! I know,” Brian retorted, the frustration evident in his voice. “You think I 

want to be caught? I’m just doing as you said. Acting the part!” 

Evelyn sighed, a sound that carried a mix of empathy and exasperation. “I know, 

but just don't push it too far. Give them no reason to suspect your true identity.” 

Brian's expression softened as he regarded Evelyn, his posture revealing the toll 

of their charade. “Evelyn, I don't think I can do this much longer. How long am I 

going to continue living like this?” The vulnerability in his question was palpable, 

a rare moment of raw honesty between them. 

Evelyn offered the feminized man a small, encouraging smile. “You can and you 

will. At least until the case is closed. But perhaps you can do something to quicken 

that along.” 

Brian eyed her with a blend of suspicion and curiosity. “Like what?” he asked, his 

interest piqued despite his apprehension. 

“Well, you could continue your investigation. Don’t you think Charles’ death 

could be linked to Cameron’s disappearance? It can’t be a coincidence. Here, 

take these,” Evelyn said, extending her hand to reveal a set of keys. “These are for 

Charles's house. Perhaps you can find some clues there.” 

Brian looked at her as if she’d lost her mind. “What? Go to the scene of the 

murder? Weren’t you the one just telling me to be careful?” 

“So be careful,” Evelyn countered with a calm resolve. “It’s that or sit around here 

like a dolled-up, grieving widow, waiting for your true identity to be discovered.” 

Brian's mind raced, grappling with the frightening implications of Evelyn's 

suggestion. Then, with a sense of trepidation, he moved forward, his steps 

measured and purposeful in his high-heeled boots. Approaching Evelyn, he 

reached out, his hand adorned with long, polished nails, steady as he took the keys 

from her.  

Looking down at the older woman from atop his painfully high boots, Brian stood 

at a crucial crossroads. He had two choices: to flee Los Angeles and tackle the 



daunting task of reclaiming his male identity - a path fraught with challenges, given 

the transformation he had undergone to resemble a high-maintenance trophy wife, 

a change not easily reversed or hidden. Alternatively, he could choose to stay, to 

see this through to its conclusion and discover what fate had in store for him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 21: A False Dawn 

Amidst the sea of sombre faces and muted conversations, Brian stood, a solitary 

figure atop sky-high platform pumps, the embodiment of an elegance that felt 

more like a burden with each passing moment. His attire, chosen with painstaking 

attention to detail, was designed to straddle the line between mourning and the 

flamboyant femininity that had been imposed upon him. The asymmetric skirt of 

his dress fluttered slightly with every gentle movement he made, adding to his 

misery as his nylon-clad legs swished about and shone brightly. 

Abruptly, An elderly woman approached, her eyes brimming with genuine sorrow. 

"I'm so sorry for your loss," she murmured, her voice a soft echo of the collective 

grief that filled the room. "Charles was such a lovely man." 

The discomfort of standing in footwear that stretched his arches to their limits 

caused Brian to subtly shift his weight. He acknowledged her condolences with a 

nod, the fullness of his artificially enhanced lips forming what he hoped was a 

convincing smile. "Thank you," he whispered back, infusing his tone with a 

semblance of grief. "I miss him dearly." The words felt rehearsed, yet the act of 

repeating them never became easier, each expression of sympathy a challenge to 

his composure. The woman's hand, warm and comforting, enveloped his, her 

touch gentle yet filled with empathy. "Stay strong, dear," she advised before 

releasing his hand and moving away, leaving Brian to once again survey the room. 

As his gaze drifted, so too did his thoughts, to the absurdity of his situation. Here 

he was, at the heart of a gathering meant to honour the life of a man whose death 

had thrust Brian into the centre of a charade he felt ill-equipped to manage. Unlike 

the events he'd attended with Charles, where he was nothing more than arm candy, 

quickly forgotten once introduced, tonight, he was the focal point, the mourner-

in-chief expected to embody a grief that was as complex as it was confounding. 

Glancing down, Brian was confronted with a view that, despite its familiarity, never 

ceased to feel strange. Framed by cascading blonde locks, his vision was crowned 

by the flutter of heavy lashes, each blink sending little jets of air across his heavily 

made-up face. His lips, plump and shining with red gloss, parted slightly as he took 

in the sight - a view he would never get used to. Straining to see his legs, now 

smooth and feminine beneath the sleek fabric of his pantyhose, required him to 



navigate around the soft curve of his enhanced chest, modestly concealed for once 

to match the night's mournful tone. 

In that moment, surrounded by Los Angeles' elite, Brian felt utterly lost and alone, 

barely able to recognize himself beneath the layers of forced femininity. The event, 

not quite a funeral since the police had yet to release the body, was meant to 

celebrate Charles Montgomery's life. Instead, it felt like a bizarre alternative 

universe, with Brian playing a role his past self would scarcely recognize. He would 

surely have a heart attack if he could see the buxom, blonde bimbo he was 

destined to become. 

As the evening unfurled, a familiar figure cut through the throng of mourners, 

commanding Brian's attention. Tod Stark, impeccably dressed, moved towards 

him with a sombre grace that seemed at odds with the usual flamboyance Brian 

had come to associate with him. 

Tod's approach halted just a step away, allowing a respectful distance. "Roxy, I'm 

truly sorry for your loss," Tod began, his voice carrying a weight of genuine 

sympathy. "Charles was a remarkable man, and his absence will be felt by many." 

Brian, anchored in his role as the grieving fiancée, nodded slightly, the gesture stiff 

and rehearsed. "Thank you, Tod. It's a difficult time," Brian replied, his tone even, 

betraying none of the frustration that churned beneath the surface. 

They exchanged a few more pleasantries, the kind of empty conversation that fills 

such gatherings, neither touching the depth of their shared secrets. Yet, Brian 

couldn't let the moment pass without seeking the answers he so desperately sought. 

"I need to ask you," Brian ventured, his voice dropping to a whisper. "About the 

evidence you mentioned. The tapes." He watched Tod carefully, looking for any 

sign of evasion. 

Tod's eyes flickered, a shadow of discomfort crossing his face. "Now's not really 

the time, Roxy," he murmured, attempting to steer the conversation away from 

dangerous waters. 

"Just tell me one thing. You said you wanted to help me. Was that a lie?" Brian 

pressed, the softness of his question belying the steel beneath. 



"No, it wasn't a lie," Tod insisted, meeting Brian's gaze with a seriousness that felt 

out of place among the muted conversations and polite laughter surrounding 

them. "It's just... complicated. More than I can explain right now. But believe me 

when I say. I really do care about you. And I want to help." 

Tod soon drifted away, mingling into the crowd to leave Brian alone once more 

amidst the muted crowd. Tightly wrapped within the embrace of his snug black 

dress, Tod had left the feminised man with more questions than answers. Tod's 

parting words, though seemingly genuine, were hard to trust at face value, 

considering the man's actions and what Brian had discovered yesterday when he 

secretly entered Charles Montgomery’s house. 

Under the guise of a simple black dress, shielded by a puffer coat that swallowed 

his frame, Brian executed his plan in the muted light of the late afternoon. His 

face, almost bare, lacked the usual sheen of makeup, making him feel oddly 

exposed despite this being the norm mere months ago.  

The decision to park a few hundred meters away from his destination was strategic, 

designed to minimize the chance of being spotted. Yet, as Brian made his 

approach on foot, doubts began to cloud his mind. These doubts were not about 

the mission itself but about his choice of footwear. The knee-high boots, crafted 

from the finest Italian leather, were perhaps an unorthodox selection for a task 

that demanded stealth. However, he had been left with little choice, given that 

every pair of shoes he owned these days featured a similar towering heel. But 

despite the impracticality of the boots, it wasn’t their height that troubled him; 

months of living in heels had honed his ability to move with a grace that belied 

their impracticality. Instead, it was the sound they made—a pronounced clicking 

that shattered the evening's stillness, echoing against the opulent façade of the 

house with each step he took. This noise was a significant concern. 



 



Apprehension filled Brian as he entered the mansion. Half-expecting to 

immediately encounter signs of the crime - the chaos from a struggle, the evidence 

of a life cut short - he found instead that everything inside appeared undisturbed. 

The interior's pristine opulence offered barely a hint that it was the scene of a 

murder investigation. 

Not dressed as he would have liked for such an occasion, Brian's outfit - a form-

fitting black dress and high-heeled boots - was a stark departure from the baggy 

clothes and balaclava he'd worn on previous occasions when entering properties 

without permission. This odd twist in his situation did not escape him. However, 

despite the feminine attire, his instincts and skills remained sharp. He moved with 

deliberate steps, each one echoing more loudly off the mansion's luxurious walls 

than he would have preferred. 

Driven by desperation and the slim hope of uncovering overlooked details, Brian 

meticulously combed through the mansion. He sifted through Charles's 

possessions, room by room, his frustration mounting with each empty drawer and 

silent corner. Despite his thorough search, nothing unusual surfaced. Frustration 

peaked, and the risk of lingering any longer loomed large, nudging him toward the 

brink of abandoning his quest. Yet, as he paused to rest, leaning against a bookcase 

to massage his sore ankle, a glimmer of an anomaly caught his eye - a button, 

ingeniously concealed beneath one of the shelves. 

His heart pounding, Brian extended a manicured hand, the length of his nails 

proving momentarily cumbersome as he pressed the button. A soft click, barely 

audible above the thundering of his heart, echoed in the silence. Slowly, the 

bookcase began to move, a section swinging open to unveil a hidden doorway that 

had blended seamlessly with the spines of the books. 

Stepping into the hidden room, Brian was met with the fervent obsession of a 

father's quest for answers. The walls were a tapestry of connections and suspicions, 

adorned with photographs of individuals - potential suspects in Cameron 

Montgomery's disappearance. Sticky notes in various colours and pieces of paper 

adorned the space, each bearing fragments of information, theories, and 

questions. Lines of string stretched across the surface, drawing invisible threads 

between faces, dates, and events. The room was a testament to Charles's 

desperation, an unsettling shrine to the depths of a parent's love, turned obsession. 



As Brian absorbed the network of connections sprawling before him, the true 

magnitude of Charles's despair became strikingly clear. Among the images of 

Stanley Stark and Tod were others he did not recognise. And then, shockingly, 

there was Suzy, her presence on this wall casting a shadow of doubt and suspicion 

where none had existed before. 

Back at the solemn gathering marking Charles Montgomery's memorial, Brian, 

elevated by his stilt-like heels, spotted Suzy standing alone for the first time that 

evening. With practised grace, he navigated the space, his head held high and his 

back straight, as he made his approach. 

"Suzy, can we speak for a moment in private?" Brian announced, the question 

posed with a casualness that belied the storm of questions raging within him. 

Suzy, taken aback by the suddenness of the request, paused before nodding in 

agreement. "Of course, Roxy. Let's step outside," she responded, her voice carrying 

a note of curiosity and perhaps a hint of caution. 

Together, they retreated to an adjacent room, seeking solitude away from the 

watchful eyes and ears of the other guests. As the door clicked shut, silencing the 

murmurs of the gathering, a palpable tension enveloped the space. 

Brian initiated the conversation by detailing his covert visit to Charles 

Montgomery's house and his subsequent discovery of the secret room hidden 

behind the bookcase. He conveyed each detail with deliberate slowness, saving 

the mention of Suzy's photograph for last. As he spoke, his eyes remained fixed 

on her, searching for any subtle change in her expression. 

At the revelation, Suzy's demeanour shifted sharply from concern to indignation. 

"What exactly are you suggesting, Roxy?" she demanded, her voice rising with a 

mix of anger and disbelief. "That I had a hand in my own niece’s disappearance? 

My brother's death?" Her accusation hung heavy in the air between them. 

"You tell me," Brian retorted, holding her gaze, searching for the truth within her 

tumultuous emotions. 

Suzy's anger flared. "You bitch! How dare you," she erupted, her voice laced with 

fury. "You accuse me, yet you're the one who appeared in our lives out of the blue, 

and are now poised to inherit everything. It seems to me you have far more motive 

than I," she retorted, her reasoning sharp and accusatory. 



Brian felt a surge of frustration. "I was at a party the night he died. And the will 

surprised me as much as anyone," he defended, his tone firm yet tinged with 

irritation. He then pressed on, unwilling to let the matter sidetrack him. "If it wasn't 

you, then why was your picture on Charles' wall of suspects?" 

Suzy's response was a complex blend of hurt and defiance, with tears threatening 

to spill from her eyes. "I don't know," she admitted, her voice breaking with 

emotion. "The thought that my own brother might have suspected me... it's 

unbearable." 

After a brief pause, Suzy's gaze remet Brian's, her expression hardened by anger. 

"Perhaps, Roxy, instead of fucking the real murderer, you could try catching him," 

she spat out, her words laced with venom. 

Brian recoiled at the accusation. "If you’re talking about Tod. I never slept with 

him!" he shot back, stunned by the words. 

"That’s beside the point," Suzy dismissed with a wave of her hand, "Tod Stark is 

responsible for all of this. He killed Cameron and Charles. It’s him, Roxy." 

"How can you be so sure?" Brian challenged, seeking any semblance of proof. 

Suzy's response was chilling. "I've always known it was that little daddy’s boy, acting 

on his vile father’s behalf. I just lacked the evidence. However, your... relationship 

with Tod places you in a unique position to extract a confession." 

Brian baulked at the suggestion. "You think he’ll just confess to me? Just because 

I ask him nicely?" 

"Well, you'd better ask him very nicely. Because if you don’t get that confession," 

Suzy's voice dropped to a threateningly soft tone, "then I'll have no choice but to 

inform the police about your little affair. Imagine how that would look." 

The gravity of Suzy’s ultimatum left Brian reeling as she turned on her heels and 

left the room. As his knees buckled, Brian was overwhelmed by a torrent of 

emotion. His long, manicured fingers covered his face as he grappled with feelings 

of betrayal, disbelief, and the sheer weight of the facade he had been living under. 

The reality of his situation crashed down upon him, the forced femininity, the 

endless days spent in discomfort and the aching exhaustion of maintaining his 

elaborate disguise. 



 

The isolation of his plight enveloped him, the room seeming to constrict around 

him with the full weight of his charade. The realization of what lay ahead was 

chilling - confronting Tod, and extracting a confession, was a path fraught with 

danger and uncertainty. Yet, as the silence of the room pressed in on him, Brian 

knew there was no turning back. The stakes were too high, the consequences of 

inaction too grave. 



Chapter 22: Devine Intervention 

In the dimly lit ambience of the upscale hotel room, Brian sat, an embodiment of 

forced allure and synthetic beauty. The snug embrace of his mini dress contoured 

every curve that science and cosmetics had sculpted onto his once masculine 

frame, a testament to the lengths he had gone, or been pushed, in his covert 

mission. Each sip of wine, marked by the transfer of red lipstick, felt like a silent 

concession to the role he played - a role that now seemed to define his existence. 

He glanced down at the alluring ensemble he donned - a black mini dress made 

of velvet and nylon that hugged his form in a manner that left little to the 

imagination. With a sigh, he shook his head in disbelief, causing the large earrings 

he wore to jangle softly, a sound that momentarily distracted him from the task at 

hand. Adjusting his position, he brought his legs, sheathed in the smooth caress of 

sheer pantyhose, closer together, keenly sensing the unpleasant angle at which his 

feet were angled due to the sky-high platform pumps. 

The sound of a flushing toilet from the hotel room's bathroom jolted him back to 

the present moment, and with it, the realization of what was about to unfold. In 

anticipation of Tod Stark's return, Brian mustered a semblance of confidence. He 

forced a practised smile onto his plump, glossed lips and casually placed his left 

hand behind his head, letting it rest to the side of his long ponytail that cascaded 

down his back. In this carefully choreographed pose, he attempted to radiate a sex 

appeal that was as convincing as it was necessary. 

As the bathroom door opened and Tod Stark re-entered the room, Brian's heart 

skipped a beat. He maintained his composed demeanour, locking eyes with Tod 

and offering a look that was meant to be seductive and inviting. 



 



Tod's voice cut through the silence, his question "Did you miss me?" hanging in 

the air like a challenge. Brian's response was a carefully crafted grin, wider than 

before, a façade meant to charm. He was acutely aware of the recording device 

secreted beneath the sofa, its presence a silent witness to their encounter. "Come 

over here, and you'll find out," he responded, his voice dripping with seduction, a 

sharp contrast to the revulsion swirling within him. 

As Tod closed the distance, his stride confident, he lowered himself beside Brian, 

his hand tracing the length of his nylon-clad leg. The touch sent an involuntary 

shiver through the feminised man, a visceral reaction to the intimacy he was forced 

to endure. When Tod's lips met his, Brian fought against every instinct to recoil, 

instead allowing the kiss, participating in the charade with a semblance of 

willingness. 

The kiss broke, and Tod's smile was one of satisfaction. "I was surprised you 

invited me here today," he mused, looking into Brian's eyes for answers. "Perhaps, 

I missed you," Brian offered, the words as seductive as he could muster. Tod's 

response was swift, a sharp pivot that shattered the romantic illusion. "Or perhaps 

you just want those tapes." 

Brian shifted his posture, crossing his legs and turning away in a defensive 

manoeuvre. "That's all you think of me, is it?" he feigned hurt. "That I’m some 

cold-hearted bitch, using you to get what I want." Tod's smile held no warmth. 

"Let's cut the bullshit, shall we?" he asserted. "Charles is gone. It’s just you and me 

here. And correct me if I'm wrong, but I seriously doubt you would have been 

with him if he was a street cleaner or a janitor." 

Seizing the moment, Brian pushed himself off the sofa, standing tall on his high-

heeled feet to assume a more dominant posture. "Gone! Funny way to put it," he 

countered, his gaze locked on Tod's. "Murdered would be more accurate," he 

declared, the word hanging between them like a sword. "As you say, it's only you 

and I here. So, there’s no need for further pretence. But tell me this, Tod. Why 

did you kill him?" 

Tod's reaction was immediate, a mix of shock and denial as he leapt to his feet, 

his hands grasping Brian's upper arms with surprising strength. "What the hell are 

you talking about? I didn’t kill Charles," he protested, the force in his voice 

matched by the grip on Brian's nylon-clad arms.  



With a burst of adrenaline-fueled strength, a remnant of his former self, Brian 

managed to wrench free from Tod's grip. He took careful, calculated steps back, 

each movement on his heels a delicate balance between creating distance and not 

toppling over. The air between them crackled with tension, Brian's heart pounding 

as he prepared to unleash a bold fabrication. "Then, why were you seen leaving 

Charles's house moments after he was killed?" he demanded, trying to inject a 

sense of authority into his voice, an attempt that felt somewhat diminished by his 

current Bimbofied form. 

Tod's response was swift, a mixture of disbelief and anger. "Ridiculous," he retorted 

sharply. "I was nowhere near his house that night." 

Brian could feel the edge of panic as his confidence began to falter. In another 

life, standing up to someone like Tod Stark would have been straightforward, but 

now, as the glamorous Roxy Devine, doubts crept in. Could he, in his current 

guise, defend himself if Tod turned aggressive? He decided to gamble on one final 

lie. "Stop lying, Tod," he said, trying to sound convincing. "A witness who can 

identify you. I haven’t told the police, and if you confess now, I won’t." 

A tense silence fell over the room, broken only by the distant sounds of the city 

outside. Tod's gaze on Brian shifted, morphing from anger to something akin to 

confusion, perhaps even concern. "What are trying to pull here, Roxy?" he asked, 

his voice carrying a note of genuine perplexity. "There is no witness because I 

wasn’t there. Why are you saying all this?" 

In that charged moment, as the words hung heavy in the air, Brian felt the facade 

crumble. The realization hit him like a cold wave; Tod was speaking the truth. 

With a heavy sigh, Brian conceded, "Fine, you got me. There is no witness. But if 

you didn’t do it. Who killed Charles? And what happened to Cameron 

Montgomery?" 

Suddenly, the hotel door swung open, causing Tod and Brian to snap their heads 

towards the entrance. Confusion etched on their faces morphed into shock as Suzy 

Montgomery sauntered in with a self-assured grin. “Perhaps I can shed some light 

on that?” she declared, her presence like a bolt of lightning in the already uneasy 

atmosphere. 

“You?” Tod's voice was laden with disbelief. “You killed your own brother?” 



Stopping a few feet away from the shell-shocked pair, Suzy's smile broadened, 

though her eyes glinted with something colder. “No, someone got to him before I 

could. But as for Cameron... that little brat got exactly what she deserved.” 

Tod's voice trembled, “Please, tell me you’re joking, Suzy.” 

Her response was chilling. “I don’t see anyone laughing here, Toddy.” 

“No,” Tod whispered, his complexion draining of colour. “Not because of what 

happened between us?” 

Suzy's demeanour shifted from mocking to fury. "That little whore thought she 

could do whatever she wanted without any consequences. First, she turned Charles 

against me, cutting off my allowance. Then, she had the audacity to take you from 

me too.” 

"You two were a couple?" Brian managed to ask, finding his voice amid the 

surprise. 

"Engaged and three weeks away from the alter," Suzy snapped, her anger palpable. 

“That's before Toddy, here decided that Cameron was his soul mate.” 

"Suzy, I’m sorry. I’ve said it a thousand times. But murder? You've gone too far. 

And for what? Revenge? Money?" Tod's expressed, his shaky voice a mix of 

remorse and desperation. 

"Both, I'd imagine," Brian chimed in, seizing the moment to play his hand, mindful 

of the recording device tucked away under the sofa. "With Cameron gone, Suzy 

stood to inherit everything. Except, I bet she didn’t count on Charles leaving his 

fortune to me. That must have thrown a spanner in the works, right?" 

Suzy's scoff was dismissive. "Yes, that was a surprise. Charles always did have a sick 

sense of humour. But don't you worry, Brian! All is going to work out just fine." 

"Brian!" Tod exclaimed, his head pivoting towards the crossdressed man, with a 

look of utter astonishment. 

Suzy's laughter filled the room, cold and devoid of joy. "Yes, isn't it perfect, Toddy? 

This whole time you've been sleeping with a man." Her chuckle grew louder, her 

amusement at the revelation twisted. 



"What?" Tod's voice was a mix of confusion and disbelief, his gaze flitting between 

Suzy and Brian, seeking answers in a world suddenly flipped on its head. 

“Oh, how precious. The look on your face,” Suzy taunted, her laughter ceasing as 

she drew a pistol from her purse, the mood in the room shifting drastically. “Who 

says revenge isn’t sweet?” she sneered, aiming the gun at Tod's head and cocking 

the hammer with chilling calmness. 

“Wait! Suzy! No!” However, Tod's plea was cut short by an ear-shatteringly loud 

bang, reverberating through the room, followed by the heavy thud of his body 

collapsing to the floor. 

In the aftermath, Brian, still processing the scene, faced Suzy with a mix of shock 

and distress. The absurdity of meeting his demise in a dress, wasn’t lost on him. 

“You won’t get away with this, you know?” he said in a last-gasp attempt to reason 

with her, his voice tinged with desperation. 

Suzy smirked, her eyes cold and calculating. “Get away with what, Brian? As far 

as I’m concerned. A known con man infiltrated my family. Killed my beloved 

brother for his fortune, and when poor Toddy here confronted you, you killed 

him too.” 

However, before Brian could muster a response, a slow, deliberate clap echoed 

through the room. Suzy, caught off guard, spun around to the source, her face a 

mask of disbelief. “Charles!” she gasped, the gun wavering in her hand. “You’re… 

you’re alive.” 

Charles Montgomery, accompanied by Evelyn, stepped into the room, his shaking 

head displaying his utter dismay and anger. “How could you, Suzy? How could 

you?” 

“Charles… she was turning you against me. She…” Suzy's attempt to justify her 

actions was cut short by Charles's booming voice. “Silence,” he commanded, his 

presence dominating the room. “I don’t want to hear it. Get her out of my sight.” 

At his signal, two armed police officers entered the room, their approach 

methodical and determined. With professional calm, they commanded, “Drop 

the weapon!” Their tone left no room for defiance. As the gun clattered to the 

floor, they swiftly read Suzy her rights, her protests and screams muffled as 



handcuffs clicked around her wrists. Dragged away, her descent from manipulative 

schemer to prisoner was swift and final. 

In the stillness that followed, Brian, still reeling from the night’s events, couldn’t 

help but marvel at the twisted fate that had led him to this moment. With a slow 

shake of his head, he looked up at Charles. “You knew it was her, didn’t you?” he 

asked, feeling like a pawn in the game plan of a grand master. 

“I had my suspicions,” Charles replied, his voice steady, his face a mask that 

betrayed no emotion. 

Brian let out a long, weary sigh, the weight of the situation pressing down on him. 

“So, you faked your own death and what, paid off the police to cover it up?” 

“Something like that,” Charles replied, his lips curving into a slight smirk that 

didn't quite reach his eyes. 

“So, what now?” Brian asked, his gaze drifting to the still form of Tod Stark. 

“That depends on you,” Charles’s tone was sombre, reflective even. 

“And what exactly does that mean?” Brian shot back, frustration edging his voice. 

“More games? Want to mess with me some more?” 

Charles let out a dismissive scoff. “I’ll admit, transforming you into... this,” he 

gestured vaguely at Brian, “was perhaps a little twisted. But the means have 

justified the end. You’ve completed your task, Brian, and are free to go. But before 

you walk out that door, consider this. This story will quickly become national 

news, and your involvement in it as Roxy Devine is going to cause a media storm. 

However, I have an alternative offer for you.” 

“Go on,” Brian said, his interest piqued despite his apprehension. 

Charles’s smile widened. “You see, Brian, as much as we strive for money, the 

attention and lifestyle it brings with it, in my case, has only led to misery. And you 

pose a unique solution where everyone can get what they want. You can choose 

to stay living as Roxy Devine, the mourning widow to Charles Montgomery, and 

as a result, allow Evelyn and I to disappear and start a new life.” 

“Are you crazy?” Brian’s voice rose in disbelief. “And why on Earth would I do 

that?” 



“Well, if I stay ‘dead,’ you are set to inherit quite the fortune. It would make you 

the twenty-seventh richest man - or woman - in the country,” Charles explained, 

his voice laced with a persuasive tone. 

Brian wobbled atop his towering heels, the magnitude of Charles’s proposal 

washing over him. The confusion on his face was palpable, despite the Botox, a 

storm of emotions playing across his feminized features. The idea of continuing 

to live as Roxy Devine, a fabricated identity born out of necessity and desperation, 

versus stepping back into a world that no longer recognized him as Brian Marshall, 

was a choice he never imagined he'd have to make. 



 



The silence that followed was heavy, filled with the weight of decisions yet to be 

made and paths yet to be chosen. Brian, caught in the crossroads of an 

unimaginable dilemma, looked utterly lost, the clarity and resolution he so 

desperately sought just out of reach. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Epilogue 

Two years later, Melanie Sutton, owner of Galactic Enterprises, a name that had 

risen to prominence in the echelons of Los Angeles real estate, stood confidently 

in the sprawling living room of a multi-million dollar mansion that nestled in the 

lush hills above the city. The sun, descending towards the horizon, painted the sky 

in hues of orange and pink, a backdrop that accentuated the mansion's modern 

architecture and luxurious design. 

Beside her, a man of considerable influence in the business world, known for his 

Midas touch in investments, surveyed the scene with a keen eye. The air between 

them was filled with the kind of polite, anticipatory small talk that precedes 

significant business dealings. 

"It's quite the view, isn't it?" Melanie said, gesturing towards the panoramic 

windows that offered an unobstructed vista of the city below. "Imagine the parties 

one could host here." 

The client chuckled, his gaze still fixed on the horizon. "Indeed. Los Angeles has 

a way of shining brighter when viewed from above. Your firm has quite the 

portfolio, Miss Sutton. Impressive work." 

Melanie smiled, her confidence unwavering. "Thank you. We pride ourselves on 

not just meeting, but exceeding our clients' expectations. It's not just about the 

properties; it's about the relationships we build and the dreams we help realize." 

As the conversation meandered from the potential of the real estate market to the 

latest architectural trends, the loud clicking of high heels approached the open 

doorway. The businessman’s attention shifted towards the blonde bombshell, his 

interest piqued. 

Melanie turned, her smile broadening. "Ah, here she is now. Allow me to 

introduce you to my business partner, Miss Roxy Devine." 

As Brian, who had not answered to his birth name in years, gracefully made his 

entrance into the opulent room, every step was a testament to the persona of Roxy 

that he had embodied so completely. His gait, a perfect blend of confidence and 

allure, mirrored that of a seasoned model on the runway, drawing the room's 



attention with an effortless magnetism. His long, wavy blonde hair, a golden halo 

around his delicately structured face, flowed with a life of its own. 

The air in the room thickened, turning into a palpable silence as Melanie and her 

potential investor's gaze followed Brian’s approach, their conversation fading into 

the background. It was as if time had slowed, allowing every detail of Brian's 

appearance to be absorbed and admired. His makeup, artfully applied, featured 

darkly lined eyes that soldered with intensity, while his lips, plump and bright red, 

stood out against his tanned skin. 

Brian's outfit, a meticulously coordinated ensemble, spoke volumes of his 

impeccable taste and attention to detail. The two-piece skirt and top, woven from 

the finest tweed, hugged his figure in all the right places, its rich red hue mirroring 

the fiery vibrancy of his coat. The outfit was a bold statement, one that Brian wore 

with an air of casual elegance that few could replicate. 

And then, there were the shoes. Brian's trademark platform sandals, glossy and 

red, were not just footwear; they were a declaration of his unapologetic authority. 

The click of his heels on the marble floor punctuated the silence, a rhythmic 

reminder of that his presence demanded attention and respect. 



 



With the poise of a seasoned socialite, Brian sashayed up to the investor, a sultry 

display in towering heels that once would have seemed an insurmountable 

challenge. With a practised ease, he delivered a flawless double air kiss to the 

businessman, introducing himself with the charm and confidence that had become 

natural.  

"It’s a Pleasure to meet you, Miss Devine," the investor remarked, his voice tinged 

with both respect and intrigue. "I've heard a lot about you." 

"All lies, I assure you," Brian replied with a playful tilt of his head, his voice smooth 

and inviting. “And please, call me Roxy.” 

The businessman nodded, his smile reflecting a mix of admiration and curiosity. 

Turning to Melanie, Brian mirrored the greeting with another set of air kisses, his 

smile radiant and sincere. "Sorry I'm late," he apologized with a charming smile. 

"The traffic in Los Angeles seems to get worse every day." 

"What did I miss?" Brian inquired, his gaze flitting between Melanie and the 

investor. 

"We were just discussing the dramatic changes in this area and its potential for 

future growth," Melanie filled him in, her admiration for Roxy evident in her gaze. 

Brian nodded, his mind briefly wandering to the dramatic changes he had 

experienced personally. From a man whose presence once barely caused a ripple 

to a stunning, unforgettable woman commanding the room. Now one of the 

wealthiest women in the country, the decision to invest and become Melanie's 

equal partner in the firm was born out of a desire for more than just a life of 

leisure. It had been a whirlwind of adaptation, embracing the life of a powerful, 

desirable woman. But for Brian, sunning himself by a poolside could never 

compare to the thrill of the deal. 

Brian had always been a hustler at heart, driven by the thrill of the chase and the 

satisfaction of a payday. And while he now plied his trade in sky-high heels and 

miniskirts, the essence of who he was remained unchanged - a relentless pursuer 

of success, no matter the guise he donned. 

The End 


