

The Safari Sweetheart

Feminized and Loved by Tribesmen

“This story is for you.

May it transform you into

the person you are meant to be and

transport you into a world

where your fantasies come to life.”

[image: A person standing on a cloud with a fishing pole  Description automatically generated]

Copyright © 2024


Copyright © 2024 by Brightlucky Press. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All the characters are within the legal age of consent. The author and publisher disclaim any liability, loss, or risk incurred as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and application of any of the contents of this book.

This book is intended for mature audiences and contains adult themes and language. Reader discretion is advised.

If you have any questions regarding the use or distribution of this book, please contact the author directly. Thank you for respecting the author's work and intellectual property rights.


Table of Contents

∞∞∞

The Safari Sweetheart

Table of Contents

Introduction

Free Vip Mailing List

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Epilogue

Book Bundles

Custom Story

Audiobooks

Find Femboys

Other Titles

Author’s Message


Introduction

“I just wanted to watch them through the lens. Little did I know, it was the tribesmen eyeing me for my hidden femininity.”

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

Loser, that was my mom’s term of endearment for me. However, I didn’t allow her adorable nicknames to define me.

I knew that my dream was bound somewhere. I knew that I had a place in this world. I knew that I had to tell stories through the photographs and videos that I captured.

But in the process of journeying through numerous safaris in Africa, I was about to discover something else, something hidden inside of me, something that involved wigs, oils, and sweaty tribesmen.  

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS LOST IN THE WORLD of my photos, adjusting the lighting on a particularly stunning shot of a deer I'd managed to capture at dusk. The hues of the setting sun had painted its fur in a spectrum of oranges and pinks, a sight so captivating I almost forgot the reality of my surroundings.

My room, cramped and cluttered with my photographic exploits, was both my sanctuary and my cell. The gentle hum of my laptop was often the only sound that kept me company, aside from the occasional criticisms from my parents.
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As I clicked through another photo, refining the contrast to make the image pop, my mother's voice pierced my concentration.

"John, could you come down and open these boxes for me?" she called, her tone a mixture of demand and disregard for the sanctuary I had created in my small corner of the world.

I hesitated, my fingers hovering above the keyboard. I knew that this interruption would lead to another lecture about my life choices, or rather, her perceived lack of them. With a sigh, I closed my laptop and made my way downstairs, preparing myself for the inevitable.

The boxes were piled high in the living room, each one filled with crafting supplies my mother had ordered. As I began opening them, she wasted no time in starting her daily ritual of questioning my life decisions.

"When are you going to move out? Your brothers were out and successful by your age. Married, even. Don't you want more out of life?"

Her words stung, not because they were new, but because they were a constant reminder of how differently my parents saw me compared to my brothers. I was the outlier, the "bum" with dreams too big and too different from what they considered successful.

"I'm working on it, Mom," I replied softly, keeping my focus on the boxes.

"I just need a bit more time. My photography is starting to get noticed."

She scoffed, a sound that chipped away at my already fragile confidence.

"Photography. You mean taking pictures of bugs and animals? That's no career. It's time you grew up and got a real job. Something with a future."

I bit my lip, fighting back the urge to defend my passion. It was clear she didn't understand, and I wasn't sure she ever would. My dreams of becoming a renowned videographer for National Geographic seemed galaxies away in moments like these. Yet, despite the disapproval and the constant comparisons to my more traditionally successful brothers, I couldn't give up on my dream. It was the one thing that truly made me feel alive, the lens through which I saw the world in its most beautiful form.

Returning to my room with a heavy heart, I reopened my laptop and stared at the unfinished work before me. The deer in the photo seemed to look back, its eyes reflecting a mix of wild freedom and serene acceptance.
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After finishing up with my photos, I decided to take a break and head over to Troy's place for some much-needed distraction. He had the latest PS5 and we had made a bit of a ritual out of competing against each other in whatever new game caught our fancy.

The drive over was short, but it was enough time for me to stew over my mom's nagging words. It seemed like no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't escape the feeling of being the family disappointment.

As soon as I settled onto Troy's couch, controller in hand, I let out a sigh. "My mom was on my case again today," I confessed, feeling the familiar weight of inadequacy settle over me.

"She just doesn't see photography as a real job. It's exhausting, man."

He paused the game and turned to me, his expression sympathetic.

"Don't listen to her. You're incredibly talented. Your photos are amazing, and it's only a matter of time before everyone else sees that too."

I managed a weak smile, grateful for his support. But before I could respond, my phone buzzed insistently in my pocket. Pulling it out, I saw a text from my credit card company—a sharp reminder of the three months of unpaid dues hanging over my head.

"Ah, it's just a reminder to call my grandma for her birthday," I lied, quickly silencing the phone and stuffing it back into my pocket. I wasn't ready to face that reality, let alone discuss it with Troy.

He looked at me, skeptical but didn't push.

"Speaking of reminders, how did you rack up that much debt, man? Fifteen grand is no joke."

I was shocked at how accurate his instinct was, but all I could do was shrug—a wave of embarrassment washing over me.

"Traveling to get the shots I want isn't cheap. I was in Alaska last month, remember? The flights alone were a fortune, but it was worth it for the photos I got."

He nodded, then offered, "Have you thought about getting a part-time job? Just until things pick up with your photography."

The suggestion made me uneasy.

"I've thought about it, but I barely have time to edit the photos and videos as it is. It's all consuming, you know?" I admitted, feeling the pressure of my choices weigh heavily on me.

"But I believe in my skills, Troy. I have to. It’s the one thing I’m truly passionate about."

He clapped me on the shoulder, a gesture of solidarity. "I believe in you too, man. You'll figure it out. You always do."

Troy and I were deep into our game, the competitive tension thick in the air, accompanied by the rapid clicking of controllers. It was one of those rare moments where I could forget about my debts, my family's expectations, and just be in the moment, doing something I loved with a friend who understood me.

Mid-game, my phone started ringing again. The persistent buzz felt like an anchor, dragging me back to reality. I ignored it, determined not to let anything ruin this brief escape. But as the ringing continued, a mix of frustration and anxiety bubbled up inside me.

Finally, unable to take it anymore, I paused the game and snatched the phone from the coffee table, ready to unleash my pent-up stress.
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"I told you, I'm going to pay this year!" I screamed into the phone, my voice cracking with the force of my outburst.

There was a stunned silence on the other end. Then, a calm, unfamiliar voice replied, "Uh, I certainly hope so, but I'm actually calling from The National Geographic Channel. Is this John Jolie?"

My heart stopped. I felt the color drain from my face as I realized my monumental mistake.

"Oh, I—I'm so sorry," I stammered, my earlier confidence evaporating into thin air.

"Yes, this is John. I thought you were someone else."

The man on the line chuckled lightly, easing some of my embarrassment.

"It's quite alright. Happens to the best of us. My name is Hugo Smith, I'm a hiring manager here at The National Geographic. I came across your photos and videos online, and I'm very impressed. I believe you have exactly the kind of talent we're looking for. Would you be interested in coming to our office in L.A. for a meeting? We'd like to discuss a potential offer with you."

For a moment, I was speechless, my mind racing to catch up with the words I was hearing. Was this really happening?

"Yes, of course! I'm very interested. Thank you so much for this opportunity," I managed to say, my voice a mix of excitement and disbelief.

After exchanging a few more details and hanging up, I turned to Troy, who had been watching the entire exchange with wide eyes.

"That was The National Geographic," I said, the reality of it finally sinking in.

"They saw my work. They want to meet me in L.A. for a potential offer."

For a second, neither of us moved, then all at once, we were jumping around the living room, shouting and laughing in a burst of pure, unadulterated joy.

“My friend’s going to be the next David Attenborough!”

“Hear hear!”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE MORNING OF MY MEETING with Hugo Smith, I was a bundle of nerves. I had chosen my outfit with painstaking care, settling on a pair of dark jeans and a crisp, blue button-down shirt. I wanted to look professional, yet still true to myself as a creative. Standing in front of the mirror, I took a deep breath, trying to calm the flurry of butterflies in my stomach.
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Upon arriving at one of the offices of The National Geographic Channel in L.A., the reality of the situation hit me in full force. This was it, the moment that could change everything. I was ushered into a sleek, modern office where Hugo Smith awaited.

He stood to greet me, extending a firm handshake. Hugo was the epitome of professionalism, dressed in a tailored suit that spoke volumes of his stature within the company. His demeanor was warm, yet there was an undeniable sharpness in his eyes—a reflection of his keen insight and experience.

"John, it's a pleasure to meet you in person," Hugo began, his voice smooth and reassuring. "We've been very impressed with your work, and we believe you have a unique perspective that could greatly benefit our upcoming projects."

As he spoke, I found myself relaxing slightly, drawn in by his confidence and clear respect for my craft. Then, he laid out the offer that would turn my dream into reality.

"We're preparing for a two-month expedition in Kenya, focusing on the diverse wildlife there. We're offering you $50,000 to join the team as a photographer and videographer. What do you think?"

I was speechless, my mind racing. The opportunity to travel to Kenya and capture its incredible wildlife was beyond anything I had dared to hope for. Before I could form a proper response, Hugo added, "And you won't be going alone. Sammy Ramsey will be your partner on this project."

Sammy Ramsey. The name alone sent a jolt of excitement through me. I had seen Sammy's work on TV—his breathtaking photography, his adventurous spirit as an explorer and host. He was a legend in the field, and the thought of working alongside him was both thrilling and utterly intimidating.

"I—I'm honored," I finally managed to say, my voice tinged with awe.

"I've admired Sammy Ramsey's work for years. To have the chance to learn from him and contribute to such an important project... I'm in. Absolutely."
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Hugo's smile broadened. "Fantastic. We believe this project could be a significant stepping stone for you, John. Welcome aboard."

And just like that, I signed the papers.

As I left the office, a sense of surreal excitement washed over me. This was more than just a job; it was the beginning of a grand adventure, a chance to prove my worth and pursue my passion on a global stage.

Later that day, standing on the bustling sidewalks of Rodeo Drive, I clutched my credit card a little too tightly, whispering to it like an old friend—or perhaps a partner in crime.

"Fifty thousand dollars, poppa needs National Geographic outfits." It was a moment of whimsy, of daring to dive headfirst into this new identity as an explorer, a world away from the doubts that usually clouded my days.

I stepped into the stores with a mixture of excitement and trepidation, my eyes wide at the arrays of "explorer" clothing that seemed to call out to me. There were rugged, yet stylish vests pocketed enough for every possible need, lightweight cargo pants that promised comfort and practicality, and sturdy boots that looked like they could walk through time. I couldn't resist the high-tech, moisture-wicking shirts or the wide-brimmed hats that whispered of adventures in the savannah under the scorching sun.

As the salespeople flitted around me, suggesting belts with hidden compartments and sunglasses fit to battle the glare of the fiercest sun, I found myself swept up in the fantasy. Each piece of clothing, each accessory, felt like a rite of passage, transforming me from John Jolie, the dreamer, to John Jolie, the intrepid National Geographic videographer.
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When I finally emerged from the stores, my arms were laden with bags, the weight of them a tangible reminder of the reality I was stepping into.

Glancing at the receipts, I realized I'd spent almost $5,000—on another card, no less. A part of me balked at the figure, but the larger part of me was buzzing with an indescribable joy. This wasn't just shopping; it was arming myself for the journey of a lifetime.

Sitting in my car, surrounded by the paper bags filled with my new wardrobe, I couldn't help but grin. "Kenya, here I come!" I exclaimed to the rearview mirror, the words feeling both surreal and right.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

IT WAS THE WEEKEND, the beginning of what I hoped would be the adventure that would define my career. Dressed in my brand-new "explorer" outfit, I stood in the airport, luggage at my side, feeling like a character in one of those epic adventure films. But instead of excitement, a nervous energy buzzed through me. Today, I was going to meet Sammy Ramsey for the first time.

The thought of meeting Sammy, someone I had admired from afar through his documentaries and shows, was intimidating.

Would he be as larger-than-life in person as he was on screen?

Would he think I was out of my depth?

To my surprise and relief, Sammy was nothing like the imposing figure I had built up in my mind. When we finally met, he greeted me with a warm, genuine smile that immediately put me at ease.
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"John, it's great to finally meet you," he said, shaking my hand with an enthusiasm that felt both welcoming and sincere.

As we waited to board our flight, Sammy suggested grabbing a coffee.

"My treat," he insisted, guiding me to a nearby café. Sitting there, sipping on the free coffee he'd bought me, I listened, fascinated, as Sammy shared stories of his travels, the wildlife he'd encountered, and the countless adventures that had led him to become the renowned explorer and host he was today.

What struck me most was when he shared about his beginnings as a videographer.

"I was right where you are once," he said, a reflective note in his voice.

"Behind the camera, trying to capture the essence of the world through a lens. It's where I learned everything that got me here."

Sammy's openness about his journey was both comforting and inspiring. He spoke of the challenges he faced, the mistakes he made, and the lessons learned along the way. It was a reminder that everyone starts somewhere, and that with passion and perseverance, it's possible to achieve your dreams.

As our boarding call echoed through the airport, I felt a renewed sense of purpose. Sammy had not only shared his knowledge of wildlife and the wild, he had unwittingly taught me something far more valuable—confidence in my own journey.

After a long flight, filled with anticipation and countless stories shared between Sammy and me, we finally arrived at our destination in Kenya. The hotel we were booked into was called The Serengeti Grand, a name that promised as much luxury as it did adventure. I had never stayed anywhere so prestigious on my personal trips, where budget accommodations were my go-to.
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As Sammy and I stepped out of the shuttle, the hotel staff greeted us with a warmth and grandeur I wasn't accustomed to. They welcomed us with bright smiles and fresh flowers, draping colorful, fragrant leis around our necks.

"Karibu," they said, which I later learned meant "welcome" in Swahili.

"Wow, they really go all out, don't they?" I whispered to Sammy, slightly overwhelmed by the reception.

Sammy chuckled, his eyes sparkling with amusement. "Welcome to the big leagues, John. National Geographic doesn't do things by halves."

The lobby was a masterpiece of elegance and comfort, blending modern design with traditional African art. We were introduced to the rest of the National Geographic staff, a diverse group of passionate individuals who were just as excited as I was to embark on this journey. Their friendly faces and hearty welcomes made me feel like I was part of something much larger than myself, something meaningful.

After the introductions, I followed a bellhop to my room, my luggage rolling behind him. The door swung open to reveal an interior that was the epitome of class and comfort. The bed was large and inviting, dressed in crisp, white linens, and the furnishings were of the highest quality.

But it was the view from the balcony that took my breath away. The vast, untouched savannah stretched out before me, a sea of greens and browns that whispered of the wild heart of Africa.

I stepped out onto the balcony, letting the view sink in. Below, the hotel's gardens were a lush oasis, contrasting with the rugged beauty of the natural landscape beyond. It was a moment of pure awe, a realization of just how far I'd come from my cramped room back home, filled with dreams and doubts.

"This is incredible, isn't it?" Sammy's voice came from behind me. He had come to check on me, his presence a comforting reminder of the friendship that was quickly forming between us.

"It's more than I ever imagined," I replied, my voice tinged with emotion.
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"I feel like I've finally arrived."

Sammy leaned on the balcony railing next to me, looking out at the view.

"This is just the beginning, John. Wait until you see what's out there, beyond the comforts of this hotel. It's going to change you, in the best way possible."

I turned to him, grateful for his mentorship and friendship.

"I can't wait to start. And I'm really glad you're here to show me the ropes."

Sammy smiled, clapping me on the shoulder.

"I wouldn't miss it for the world. We're going to capture some amazing things together."


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE SUN HAD BARELY CREPT over the horizon the next day when I started prepping my equipment for the expedition. The air was cool and filled with the promise of adventure. Sammy was already outside, his silhouette moving fluidly as he practiced his morning routine, a blend of yoga and stretches that he swore kept him agile in the field.

"Morning, John! Ready to chase some zebras?" he called out, his voice cheerful.

I chuckled, adjusting the strap on my camera bag.

"As ready as I'll ever be. Just give me a sec to double-check my gear."

We were joined by a small team from National Geographic, each person an expert in their own right. There was Mara, the wildlife biologist whose knowledge of African fauna was encyclopedic. Alex, the sound technician, was fiddling with his equipment, ensuring every nuance of the savannah's soundtrack would be captured. And then there was Priya, the field producer, her clipboard brimming with notes and schedules.

"Everybody set?" Priya asked, her gaze sweeping over us.

"Today's focus is zebras, but keep your eyes peeled for anything else that catches your eye. The unexpected shots are often the most memorable."
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As our convoy of jeeps rumbled into the heart of the savannah, the excitement was palpable. The landscape unfolded around us, a tapestry of colors and life that was breathtaking in its beauty.

We hadn't been driving for long when we came upon a herd of zebras, their stripes a stark contrast against the golden grasses. Sammy and I exchanged a look, the same thought mirrored in our eyes: this was it, our moment to capture the essence of the savannah.

Cameras in hand, we approached cautiously, mindful not to disturb the serene scene before us. I focused on a group of zebras huddled together, their stripes merging into a mesmerizing pattern.

Click. The sound of my camera shutter felt like a heartbeat, echoing the pulse of the wild.

"Try to get a shot of that foal, John," Sammy whispered, pointing to a young zebra peeking out from behind its mother.

"There's something special about the young ones."

I nodded, adjusting my lens. The foal was curious, its eyes meeting mine through the camera. Click. It was a moment of connection, a thread stretching across the divide between human and wild.

As the day wore on, we moved with the rhythms of the savannah, capturing not just the zebras but the myriad of life that thrived in this ecosystem. The laughter and camaraderie among the team made the work feel more like play, a shared adventure that brought us all closer.

During a break, Mara shared fascinating insights about zebra behavior, while Alex let me listen to the sounds he had recorded—a symphony of the savannah that added depth to the visual tapestry we were creating.
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"Did you guys see the way those two zebras were nipping at each other? Looked like a dance," Alex said, a smile in his voice.

"Yeah, it's their way of establishing social bonds," Mara added, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm.

"Every action, no matter how small, has meaning."

The sun was low in the sky when we started back to the camp, our hearts and cameras full. The day had been everything I hoped for and more—a blend of learning, laughter, and the thrill of the chase.

Back at the hotel, Sammy clapped me on the back. "You did great today, John. Wait until you see your shots on a bigger screen; you're going to be blown away."

I smiled, feeling a warmth that had nothing to do with the setting sun.

"Thanks. Today was incredible. I can't believe this is my job."

An hour later, I found myself tossing and turning in my plush hotel bed, unable to surrender to sleep. My mind raced with anticipation for the next day's safari, eager to see more of the untamed beauty of Kenya. The stars outside beckoned, promising the serene comfort of the night sky, a sight I rarely appreciated back home.

Unable to resist the call, I quietly made my way out of the hotel, seeking a quiet spot to gaze at the heavens and reflect on my journey so far. The night was breathtakingly clear, the stars a tapestry of light against the darkness, each one a silent witness to the vastness of the world.

As I stood there, lost in the beauty above, my moment of tranquility was shattered. Strong hands suddenly grabbed me from behind, their grip iron-tight and unyielding. Panic surged through me as I tried to break free, but it was futile against their strength.
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"Please, what do you want? Where are you taking me?" I stammered, fear edging my words as I struggled against their hold.

Their response was a rapid flow of Swahili, a language I couldn't understand, their voices firm and commanding. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat a drum of terror.

"Please, I don't understand. Help me understand," I pleaded, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Shut up!" the taller of the two finally snapped in English, his tone brooking no argument.

I was taken aback, not just by the suddenness of his words but by the clarity with which he spoke. My mind raced, trying to grasp the situation, to find a way out, but fear clouded my thoughts, rendering me helpless.

As we moved through the darkness, the surreal nature of my predicament settled over me. From a night of stargazing to being forcibly led away by strangers, the shift was jarring. My thoughts turned to Sammy, to the team, wondering if they'd notice my absence, how long it would take for them to find me.

"Please, just tell me what you want. I don't have much, but I can try to help," I offered, desperation seeping into my tone. The idea of bargaining felt naive, but I clung to it, a drowning man grasping at straws.

There was a moment of silence, the men exchanging glances before looking back at me. The tension in the air was palpable, a thick fog of uncertainty that wrapped around us.

"We need you to understand our message," the taller one finally said, his voice softer now, but every bit as commanding.
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"You will see."

Their cryptic words did little to ease my anxiety, but the resolve in their tone left no room for further questions. As we continued in silence, the outline of a village began to emerge from the darkness, its presence both a relief and a new source of worry.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

TREMBLING, WITH EVERY MUSCLE in my body tensed for what was to come, I was led into a dimly lit hut. One of the tribesmen struck a match, igniting a gas lamp that cast a warm glow over the room. In the newfound light, I could see them clearly for the first time—muscular bodies and handsome faces that seemed as though they belonged in the glossy pages of a magazine rather than the remote heart of Kenya.
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The taller one, who had spoken English earlier, stepped forward.

"My name is Kiano," he said, his voice calm and assertive. Beside him, the other man gave a slight nod, "And I am Mwenda."

Their demeanor was serious, but not threatening, a complexity that did little to ease my racing heart.

"We brought you here because we need something," Kiano continued, his gaze steady on mine.

Confusion swirled within me, mingling with my fear.

"I don't understand. What do you want from me?" I asked, my voice quivering despite my efforts to sound composed.

Before either could answer, I was ushered into another hut. The sight that greeted me made my heart stop—Sammy, bound and gagged, his eyes wide with shock and anger. My stomach churned at the sight of my friend, my mentor, in such a state.

Kiano followed my gaze, a hint of regret flashing in his eyes before he spoke.

"This is about how your friend portrayed our tribe," he said, gesturing to Sammy. Mwenda stepped forward to remove Sammy's gag, revealing the frustration etched deeply on his face.
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"They claim we are cannibals," Mwenda's voice was tinged with bitterness, "a lie fabricated for sensationalism, for ratings. It has brought shame and misunderstanding to our people."

Sammy, now ungagged, spoke up, his voice hoarse.

"I didn't have control over the final edit. I'm sorry, I didn't know they'd twist it like that."

Kiano's gaze shifted between us.

"We want you to help us correct this. We wish for a new video to be made, one that truly represents the Kike tribe, to show the world who we really are."

The room fell silent, the gravity of their request hanging heavily in the air. My initial fear began to morph into a different feeling—a sense of responsibility, perhaps even a purpose.

"I... I'm just a videographer, not a filmmaker," I stammered, trying to process the turn of events.

"But you have the skills, the platform," Kiano insisted, his voice gaining a persuasive edge.

"Together, you can tell our story, the truth."

Sammy looked at me, his expression one of determination.

"John, we can do this. It's a chance to make things right."

I swallowed hard, the weight of the decision pressing down on me.

"I need to understand more, about your culture, your people. If we're going to do this, I want to make sure we do it right," I said, finally finding my voice.

A smile broke across Kiano's face, the first true warmth I'd seen from him.

"Then you will stay with us, learn our ways. We will show you everything."

The relief was palpable, both in Sammy's sigh and in the slight relaxing of my own tense muscles. This was more than a simple project; it was an opportunity to bridge worlds, to correct a wrong with honesty and respect.

[image: tribal hut in desert, night time, bird's eye view]

As Sammy and I started to rise, eager to begin this unexpected but crucial project, Kiano's voice stopped us cold. "Not so fast," he said, his tone suddenly hard. In a swift motion, he reached out and grabbed my arm, his grip firm and unyielding. Fear, sharp and sudden, pierced through me as I realized the gravity of our situation hadn't fully lifted.

Kiano's eyes locked onto mine, his next words chilling. "You will stay here with us," he stated flatly.

"We do not trust that the channel will air the true story. We need assurance."

Sammy's face drained of color, his worry for me palpable.

"What do you want us to do?" he asked, his voice strained.

"Sammy will retrieve your equipment and deliver it here within an hour. You, John, will film our story. And we will only release you once everything is published on your social media accounts. We cannot risk any more lies," he explained, his gaze never wavering from mine.

The room felt impossibly tight, the air thick with tension. Sammy looked at me, his eyes filled with a mix of fear and determination.

"I'll get the equipment, John. I'll make sure of it," he promised, his tone fierce despite the fear I knew he felt.

I wanted to argue, to demand they let us both go and trust us to tell their story without these drastic measures. But the fear for my own life, for Sammy's safety, silenced me.

"Please, just let us do this without... without threats. We want to help," I found myself pleading, my voice barely above a whisper.

Kiano's expression softened slightly, but his resolve remained firm.

"We have been betrayed before. This is the only way. Sammy, you have one hour or your friend’s going to take videos from heaven."

As Sammy was hurriedly ushered out of the hut to fetch my equipment, I was left alone with my captors, the reality of my situation sinking in. I was scared, more scared than I'd ever been in my life, but a part of me understood their drastic approach. Still, understanding did not quell the fear that gnawed at my insides.

Kiano remained with me, perhaps sensing my fear.

"Your friend will be back soon, and then you can start. Show the world what the Kike tribe really is," he said, not unkindly.

I nodded, swallowing hard.
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"I will. Just... please, don’t kill any of us," I begged, the thought of my friend in danger for my sake twisting in my gut.

"We have no desire to harm anyone. We just seek truth," Kiano assured me, but the weight of his previous actions lingered between us.

The hour that followed was one of the longest of my life, every minute stretching out endlessly as I waited, trapped in a haze of fear and uncertainty. When Sammy finally returned, his presence was a small comfort in the vast sea of my anxiety. He gave me a tight, reassuring smile as he handed over my camera and equipment.

"We'll start first thing in the morning," he said, trying to inject a note of normalcy into the situation.

That night, I lay awake, the equipment by my side a tangible reminder of the task ahead. I was to document a story, not just any story, but one that had the power to change perceptions, to right a wrong. And yet, the fear of what might happen if we failed, if I failed, was a constant shadow, looming large in the darkness.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY BROKE with a clarity that made the village seem like a different world compared to the shadowy, uncertain place of the night before. Despite the restless night, my curiosity was piqued by the vibrant life that thrummed through the heart of the village.

[image: desert village, bird's eye view, daytime]

The air was filled with the sounds of morning—men talking, laughing, and working together to prepare breakfast. The scent of grilling filled the air, a comforting, earthy aroma that spoke of communal living and shared meals.

As I watched, I noticed the absence of women, an observation that felt stark against the backdrop of masculine energy. I found Kiano among the men, his presence commanding even in such simple surroundings. Approaching him, I couldn't help but ask, "Where are the women? I haven't seen any since I arrived."

Kiano paused, his actions stilling as he turned to me. There was a hint of sadness in his eyes as he replied, "Our women chose to explore life beyond the village, to experience the modern world. None remained. It's an all-men tribe now." He sighed, a sound of longing and resignation mingling together.

"I miss them, of course. But we respect their choices. Our focus now is to preserve our culture, to keep our traditions alive, even in their absence."

The revelation was unexpected, adding another layer to the complexity of the Kike tribe. The village, alive with the camaraderie and cooperation of its male inhabitants, suddenly seemed both vibrant and incomplete.

As we walked together, Kiano pointed out the different tasks being undertaken. Men were grilling what looked like chicken on open fires, while others prepared sides from local grains and vegetables.
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"We have ugali, a traditional dish made from maize flour, and sukuma wiki, similar to kale. They're staples here," Kiano explained, guiding me through the preparations.

The atmosphere was communal, each man contributing to the morning's work. The sounds of laughter and conversation filled the air, showing the tribe's unity and strength despite the absence of its female members.

"Let me help," I offered, wanting to immerse myself in their world, to understand and capture the essence of their life through more than just my lens.

Kiano nodded, a smile breaking through.

"Come, then. You can help me with the ugali. It's simple but requires a strong arm."

As I stood beside him, stirring the thick, porridge-like mixture, I was struck by the simplicity and depth of the moment. Here, in this all-men village, life went on with a richness and complexity that belied its surface simplicity. The absence of women was a profound change, yet the men had adapted, their bonds strengthened in the face of shared challenges and responsibilities.

"Does it feel different? Living without the women?" I asked, curious about the dynamics of such a unique community.

Kiano glanced at me, his hands expertly managing the cooking.

"It does. They were the heart of our village in many ways. But life... life finds a way. We've learned to fill the gaps, to support each other more. It's not the same, but it's our life now."

As the day unfolded, I found myself drawn into the rhythms of the village, the communal meals, the shared tasks, and the stories told in the shade of the trees. Each moment, each interaction, was a thread in the rich tapestry of the Kike tribe's life, a tapestry I was now a part of, if only for a while. My camera became an extension of my experience, capturing the laughter, the work, and the unity of a tribe navigating the complexities of preserving their culture in a changing world.

Moments later, Sammy stood before the camera, the usual ease and charisma with which he hosted his segments noticeably absent. His expression was tense, his stance rigid, as he prepared to address an error that had sparked unintended consequences.

"Today, I want to correct a serious misunderstanding about the Kike tribe," he began, his voice steady but laced with an undercurrent of urgency.

Then, his light demeanor came out again.
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"Previously, statements were made suggesting that the Kike were cannibals. This is entirely false—a confusion, a misrepresentation that we deeply regret. It was an honest mistake that was made by one of our junior researchers."

After the recording stopped, Sammy and I retreated to a quieter part of the village, away from the prying eyes and ears of our unintended hosts. The weight of the situation hung heavily between us, an unspoken acknowledgment of the potential fallout from our actions.

"NatGeo's going to fire us for this, you know," Sammy said, breaking the silence. He looked over at me, his gaze grim.

"Yeah," I agreed, the reality of our predicament settling in. I couldn't help but wonder how we'd found ourselves in this mess.

"How did they even take you? Last I knew, you were planning to stargaze."

Sammy sighed, rubbing the back of his neck.

"That's exactly what I was doing. I was out in the open, vulnerable. They must've been watching, waiting for a moment when I was alone. Next thing I knew, I was being dragged away."

Before I could respond, Kiano's voice cut through our conversation.

"Hey! No talking amongst yourselves," he called out, his tone sharp.

"You might be planning to escape."

We both turned to him, caught off guard. "No, we were just..." I started, but Sammy gave me a quick look that told me to drop it.

Kiano approached, his eyes narrowing as he assessed us.

"Remember why you're here. Focus on your task. There's no escaping until we see the truth spread to the world."

Sammy nodded, a resigned acceptance in his gesture. "We understand, Kiano. We're committed to making things right."

Kiano's gaze lingered on us a moment longer before he turned and walked away, leaving us to the silence and our own troubled thoughts.

I looked over at Sammy, the gravity of our situation pressing down on me. "We'll get through this," I said, though I wasn't sure who I was trying to convince more, Sammy or myself.

Sammy managed a weak smile, the kind that didn't quite reach his eyes. "Yeah, we will. Let's just focus on doing the best job we can, for now."

As we returned to our tasks, I couldn't shake the feeling of being trapped, not just physically within the village but by the circumstances we'd inadvertently woven around ourselves.
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Later that night, my stomach was growling. I was sitting on the edge of my cot, lost in thought, when Kiano and Mwenda entered my hut. Their sudden appearance startled me, but I noticed immediately that their demeanor was different—less demanding, more conciliatory.

"We want to apologize for the way we've handled things," Kiano began, his voice softer than I'd heard it before. He carried a plate of food in his hands, which he offered to me.

"You must be hungry."

The food was a simple yet appealing dish, something that looked like a stewed chicken with vegetables, served alongside a soft, doughy bread that reminded me of ugali. I accepted it gratefully, my hunger momentarily overshadowing my confusion and fatigue.

As I began to eat, Kiano and Mwenda exchanged a look that suggested they had more on their minds than just a late-night meal. "John, we have another favor to ask of you," Kiano said hesitantly, clearly wrestling with the request before he'd even voiced it.

I paused, a piece of bread halfway to my mouth, and looked up at them.

"Another favor?" I echoed, confusion lacing my words.

Kiano took a deep breath before continuing.

"The story of the Kike tribe... it's complex. There were accounts of cannibalism, but it was hundreds of years ago. It's a part of our history we've moved past, yet it still shadows us."

I nodded, understanding the weight of history and its long-reaching effects. But then Kiano's next words threw me completely off balance.

"Since there are no women left in our village, we also want to enlighten how Kike women members lived," he said, his gaze steady on me.

I was bewildered. "I'm not sure how I can help with that," I admitted, trying to grasp where this was leading.

Kiano and Mwenda shared another look, this one more resolute.

"We want you to play the role of a Kike woman, to reenact their lives for the video," Kiano finally revealed, his voice firm.

My fork dropped to the plate with a clatter, my mouth agape.

“Hey, don’t drop that! That’s from the 1900s,” Mwenda yelled.
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"I’m sorry… that's... what he said… that's insane," I blurted out, the idea so absurd and unexpected that I couldn't wrap my head around it.

Mwenda's gaze hardened, a stern look that reminded me of our precarious situation.

"It's important for the world to understand all aspects of our culture, not just the misconceptions."

I was torn, caught between the absurdity of the request and the earnestness in their eyes. They weren't just asking me to step out of my comfort zone; they were asking me to leap.

"Okay," I said finally, the word feeling foreign as it left my lips. I was a photographer, a videographer, not an actor—and certainly not one meant to portray a woman from an ancient Kenyan tribe. But there was something in their plea, a desperation to tell their story fully, that I couldn't deny.

Mwenda nodded, a hint of relief in his expression.

"Good. Now eat your dinner," he said, the command softened by a gratitude that was evident even in his stern demeanor.

As they left me to my meal, my mind raced with questions and doubts.

How would I do this?

What would Sammy think?

And more importantly, how would this affect the story we were here to tell?

The task ahead seemed daunting, but as I ate, I realized that this was more than a simple request. It was a chance to bridge understanding, to bring to life a part of the Kike tribe that would otherwise remain shadowed by time and absence. Despite my hesitations, I couldn't help but feel a sense of responsibility to try.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY DAWNED with a sense of surreal anticipation. Kiano gathered Sammy and me after breakfast to outline the day's plan. The look on Sammy's face was one of utter bewilderment as Kiano explained that he would need to take over the video duties for the day.

"John, or should I say, Jana, will be undergoing a transformation. A makeover, to help us tell the complete story of our tribe," Kiano said, his voice serious but not without a hint of understanding for how bizarre the request must sound.

Sammy turned to me, his expression a mix of confusion and concern. I wanted to explain, to reassure him that I was on board with this plan, albeit reluctantly. But Kiano had made it clear that Sammy and I were not allowed to converse, presumably to keep us focused on our respective roles.

Sammy, always adaptable, nodded slowly.

"Okay, I'll continue with the videos, talking about the Kike's day-to-day life," he said, a note of resolve in his voice. Despite the oddity of the situation, Sammy was ready to play his part, to ensure the project's success.

As Sammy was led away to start filming, Mwenda approached me with an array of garments and cosmetics that the women of the Kike tribe had left behind. The clothes were beautiful in their simplicity, rich in colors that reflected the earth and sky. The cosmetics were minimal, natural products that I assumed were used to enhance rather than alter.
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As the first phase of my transformation into "Jana" began, Mwenda produced a razor, catching the light in a way that momentarily sent a wave of fear through me.

Was he going to slit my throat? I thought.

Sensing my apprehension, he offered a reassuring smile.

"Don't worry, this is just for your body hair," he explained, his tone gentle yet matter-of-fact.

Relief washed over me, though the thought of what was to come next made me tense again. I began to undress, feeling suddenly self-conscious in Mwenda's presence. His physique was the epitome of masculinity—broad shoulders, muscular arms, a stark contrast to my own slender frame. There was a moment of envy, a fleeting wish to embody that same kind of strength.

As if reading my thoughts, Mwenda spoke up, his voice breaking through my reverie.

"You have a beautiful body, Jana. Very feminine." His words were meant as a compliment, and though they initially made me feel odd, I came to appreciate the kindness behind them.

I hesitated before asking, "Could I... do the shaving myself?" The thought of taking control of the situation, of maintaining some semblance of privacy, was comforting.

Mwenda shook his head, his expression apologetic.

"I need to make sure everything is properly done. Our women took great pride in being hairless, seeing it as a mark of femininity and vanity. It's important we honor that tradition accurately."

And so, the process began. Mwenda was meticulous, starting from my legs and working his way up, explaining how the Kike women would use similar methods to maintain their appearance, valuing the smoothness of their skin as a sign of beauty and care for themselves.

His hands were steady, his touch clinical yet respectful, ensuring every part of my body was attended to—my legs, underarms, and arms, leaving my skin feeling exposed yet strangely pure.

Throughout it all, Mwenda spoke of the women of the Kike tribe with reverence, sharing stories of their rituals and the pride they took in their appearance. It was a glimpse into a world I had never considered, one where beauty and strength were not mutually exclusive but rather intertwined in the fabric of their daily lives.

As the last of my body hair was removed, I felt a mix of vulnerability and liberation. Standing before Mwenda, my body bare and hairless, I was no longer just John; I was a canvas, ready to be brought into the role of Jana with authenticity and respect.

After the shaving, I was taken aback when Mwenda started applying oil to my legs. "It's Argan oil," he explained, noticing my surprise. "The Kike women cherished this. It keeps the skin soft and healthy." His hands moved with purpose, spreading the oil over my skin in long, smooth strokes.
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As he worked the oil into my skin, I couldn't help but feel a tension building within me. It was a strange sensation, being cared for in such an intimate manner by someone so distinctly masculine. I'm not gay, but there was something undeniably comforting about the strength and care in Mwenda's touch. It was, in a weird way, a luxury to be tended to with such attentiveness.

His hands were firm yet gentle as he massaged the oil into every part of my body—my arms, my chest, my back, and even my feet. It was akin to receiving a full-body massage, each movement of his hands easing away tensions I hadn't even realized I was holding onto.

The oil left my skin feeling incredibly soft, glowing almost, and the scent of the Argan was earthy and calming, enveloping me in a sensory blanket that was both alien and deeply soothing.

"This is how we honor the feminine in our culture," Mwenda said softly, his voice blending with the quiet of the room.

"Through care, through attention to the body and soul."

His words made me reflect on the act of caring and being cared for, how it transcended the boundaries of gender and sexuality, touching something more primal and universal. It was a reminder of the human need for connection, for the gentle touch of another, and how such moments could bridge worlds, offering insight and understanding across the divides of culture and identity.

As I lay there, resting from the unexpected yet profoundly calming massage, a curiosity nudged at the edge of my thoughts. Turning to Mwenda, I found myself asking, "How do you and Kiano know English so well? I don't mean to offend."

Mwenda smiled, not taking offense.

"Kiano, myself, and most of the tribesmen of Kike were taught English in school. We all chose to live the tribe life afterward," he explained, his tone reflective.

"It's important for us to be able to communicate with the outside world, to share our culture and protect our traditions."

Listening to Mwenda, I realized the depth of his passion for preserving the Kike way of life.

"In a way, you're similar to me," he commented.

"You preserve culture and traditions through videos and photos, but for me, it's deeper. It's my roots. I want it alive for as long as possible."

I nodded, a hint of awe in my eyes.

"And it's not just about preserving our culture. I also want to protect our land and the animals from poachers. It's all connected—the land, the people, the wildlife."

His words struck a chord, moving me deeply. For a moment, we shared a look, an understanding that bridged our worlds, drawing us closer than I had anticipated. The air between us charged, and for a fleeting second, it felt like we might lean into a kiss—an impulse driven by the connection and mutual respect that had flourished between us.

However, before the moment could evolve into anything more, Kiano entered the hut, his presence immediately altering the atmosphere.
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"How's the progress?" he inquired, looking from Mwenda to me with an expectant gaze.

"We're just about to apply the mica," Mwenda replied smoothly, shifting back into his role with ease. He proceeded to explain to both Kiano and me, "Mica is a mineral that adds color and shimmer. The Kike women used it to highlight their features, celebrating their beauty as part of our culture's appreciation for the natural world."

As Mwenda talked about the mica, demonstrating its use by preparing to apply it on me, the earlier tension dissolved into a shared focus on the task at hand. The possibility of what might have happened if Kiano hadn't interrupted lingered at the back of my mind, a curious 'what if' that added yet another layer to my already complex experience with the Kike tribe.

Through Mwenda's explanations and the continuation of the makeover process, I found a renewed respect for the care and depth with which the Kike people approached their traditions and their interactions with the natural world around them. It was a poignant reminder of the many ways in which people seek to connect with their heritage and protect it against the encroachments of the modern world.

When Mwenda handed the mica to Kiano, there was a moment of uncertainty that felt almost comical. Kiano held it as if it were a foreign object, his brow furrowing.

"I don't know what to do with this," he admitted, a rare moment of vulnerability from someone who usually exuded such confidence.

Mwenda, standing beside him, echoed the sentiment.

"I don't know either," he said, looking equally puzzled.

The situation, teetering on the edge of becoming a stalemate, found an unexpected resolution in me. Despite the surreal turn my life had taken over the past few days, I felt a spark of familiarity with the mica in my hands.

"Actually, I might have an idea," I found myself saying, surprising even myself.

"I used to paint when I was young, and I've taken photos of models' portraits before I started exploring wildlife."
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Taking the mica, I mixed it with a bit of oil to create a rudimentary form of eyeshadow. The process felt strangely intuitive, blending colors and applying them to my eyelids with a precision that drew on long-unused skills. Mwenda and Kiano watched in amazement as I transformed the raw materials into something resembling makeup.

Curious to see the result but without a mirror, I turned on the video camera, using its lens to catch a glimpse of my work. The reflection it offered was limited, but even through the digital screen, I could see that I had managed to create surprisingly beautiful eyelids. The realization was a jolt of unexpected pride.

Kiano, ever practical, handed me a dress next. It was vibrant and colorful, adorned with a bold leopard print that seemed to capture the essence of the wilderness that surrounded us. Mwenda, meanwhile, carefully brushed a wig that had been left behind by some of the female tribe members.

Its braids were intricate, showing the care and culture embedded in every strand.

Hesitation crept back in as I considered the significance of what I was about to do.

"I don't want to appropriate your culture," I said, the concern clear in my voice. The last thing I wanted was to disrespect the very people I was here to learn from and represent.

Kiano's response was reassuring, his tone firm yet gentle.

"You're not going to do that. You're just going to reenact," he explained. "It's about showing respect and understanding, not appropriation."

Dressed in the colorful garb of the Kike women, with the wig settled upon my head, I felt a transformation not just in appearance but in spirit. It was a profound way to connect with a part of the tribe's life that had vanished, to keep the memory of their women alive through reenactment.

As Mwenda and Kiano finished adorning me in the traditional garb and stepped back to survey their work, I could feel their eyes on me, their gazes intense and searching. The air in the hut seemed to thicken with anticipation, a silence descending that was filled with unspoken thoughts.

"Wow," Mwenda finally breathed out, his voice a mixture of surprise and admiration. He reached out, tentatively at first, to adjust the drape of the fabric over my shoulder, his fingers brushing against my skin. The touch sent a jolt through me, heightening my awareness of just how close they were standing.

Kiano, too, seemed captivated by the transformation.

"I can't believe it," he said, his tone laced with awe.

"You look...very feminine." There was a wonder in his voice, as if he was seeing something unexpected yet deeply moving unfold before him.

Their proximity, the warmth of their bodies so close to mine, stirred a tension within me. It was a moment charged with a strange, electric energy, their faces inches from mine, as if drawn by a magnetism neither could resist. For a fleeting second, it felt like we were on the brink of something more, something undefined but intensely compelling.

However, just as quickly as the moment had arrived, Kiano seemed to catch himself. He straightened up, clearing his throat.

"We'll present you to the tribe and Sammy, get their opinion," he announced, stepping back and breaking the spell that had momentarily enveloped us.
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As we walked out to meet the tribe and Sammy, my heart pounded with a mix of nerves and excitement. The reactions were immediate and unanimous—amazement. Sammy's eyes widened in shock, his mouth falling open slightly before he managed to compose himself.

"John, is that really you?" Sammy asked, his voice tinged with disbelief.

"I mean, Jana...you look incredible."

The tribe members echoed his sentiment, their expressions ranging from surprise to admiration.

"You've captured the essence of our women beautifully," one of the elders said, nodding in approval. "It's like seeing a part of our past come to life again."

The warmth and acceptance in their reactions eased some of the tension I had felt, replacing it with a sense of pride and accomplishment. I had stepped into this role with trepidation, unsure of how it would be received or whether I could do it justice.

Yet, standing there among the tribe, dressed as Jana, I felt an unexpected connection to their history and culture, a bridge between worlds that had seemed so distant before.

"This is weird, but I feel okay," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. The experience had transformed me, not just on the outside but inside as well, teaching me lessons about identity, acceptance, and the power of empathy.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I was gently awakened by Kiano, who had adopted a demeanor so gentle and courteous it almost felt like we were in another world. "Good morning, Jana. Are you ready to start your day?" he whispered, a soft smile gracing his lips.
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The transformation into Jana still felt surreal, like stepping into a role in a play that I had never rehearsed for. Yet, the respect and care with which Kiano and Mwenda treated me made it easier to embrace. Mwenda appeared shortly after, bearing a tray laden with breakfast foods, a makeshift version of breakfast in bed, given the simplicity of my hut.

Adjusting to their treatment, I decided to fully lean into the role of Jana, wanting to honor the clothing and the wig that represented the women of the Kike tribe.

"Thank you," I said, my voice softer, more deliberate, as I accepted their kindness. Being treated with such reverence was a new experience, one that made me feel both cherished and a bit out of my depth.

Curiosity about Sammy's whereabouts nudged at me amidst the pampering.

"How is Sammy doing?" I asked, genuinely interested in how he was managing without being involved in our morning ritual.

"Sammy is helping catch chicken for today's meals," Kiano replied, amusement flickering in his eyes at the thought. It was a stark contrast to the serene scene within my hut.

As the morning progressed, Kiano and Mwenda seemed to engage in an unspoken competition for my attention, each taking turns to feed me by hand with a care and attentiveness that was both flattering and overwhelming. Their rivalry, though subtle, did not escape me, adding an unexpected layer of complexity to my interactions with them.

Despite the strangeness of the situation, I found myself enjoying the attention, the feeling of being seen and cared for in such an elaborate way. It was a rare experience, one that made me reflect on the different ways in which cultures express respect and adoration.
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"Thank you, both of you," I said, managing a smile that was both grateful and a little shy.

"I never expected to be treated like this. It's... very kind."

Kiano and Mwenda shared a glance, a mix of pride and satisfaction in their eyes.

"It's our way of showing respect," Mwenda explained, his voice warm.

"You've embraced an important part of our culture, and this is how we honor that."

The experience of being Jana, even for a short while, offered me a profound glimpse into the gender dynamics and cultural norms of the Kike tribe. And for the first time in a long time, it also made me feel very special…

After the breakfast, which felt like a ceremony in its own right, Kiano stood up, his posture shifting back to one of gentle authority.

"It's time for you to start your day's duties, Jana," he said, offering me his hand to help me stand. The role I was playing, once a mere act, had begun to feel like a lived experience, each gesture and word carefully observed and mimicked from the stories and traditions shared with me.

Mwenda joined us, his presence a constant source of support and guidance as we ventured out of the hut.

"Today, you'll be helping with the preparation of the midday meal," he explained, leading the way to a communal area where several fires were already burning, surrounded by other tribe members engaged in various tasks.

The work was domestic, deeply rooted in the communal living that defined the Kike tribe. Kiano showed me how to select the best produce from their gardens—vibrant vegetables that would be used in the cooking. Mwenda, on the other hand, taught me the art of grinding grains with a traditional stone grinder, a task that required both strength and patience.

As we worked, I caught sight of Sammy in the distance. He was carrying a basket, no doubt filled with the chickens he had helped catch earlier. His expression was one of concern, his brows furrowed as he looked in my direction. Remembering the unusual circumstances that had brought me to this moment, dressed as a Kike woman and performing duties alien to my usual life, I couldn't blame him for his worry.

Catching his eye, I offered him a reassuring smile, mouthing "I'm fine" across the distance. It was important he knew that, despite the oddity of our situation, I was embracing the experience, learning and growing in ways I hadn't anticipated.

Sammy paused, his stance relaxing slightly as he understood my message. He offered a small nod before continuing on his way, the moment of connection brief but meaningful.

Turning back to my tasks, I found a rhythm in the work, a sense of belonging in the communal effort.

"You're doing well, Jana," Kiano said after a while, his voice filled with genuine approval.

"You've adapted to our ways with grace."

Mwenda smiled, adding, "Yes, it's like you've always been part of us."
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As the day progressed, Mwenda took it upon himself to teach me how to prepare a traditional dish for our lunch, which he called "Kuku Paka" – a rich, aromatic chicken curry cooked with coconut milk and a blend of spices that filled the air with its enticing aroma.

The task required both skill and patience, as Mwenda guided me through the steps, his hands occasionally brushing mine in a gesture that was both instructive and intimate.

As I focused on the cooking, I couldn't help but notice the attention we were attracting. The tribesmen gathered around, their gazes heavy with an intensity that made the air around us thick with unspoken words and feelings. They watched me, or rather, Jana, with a mixture of curiosity and something else—attraction, perhaps—a look I had never received in my life as John.

Sammy was there too, capturing every moment on video, his presence a comforting constant in the whirlwind of new experiences. Even through the lens, I could feel his gaze, mixed with concern and fascination as he recorded the scene before him.

Kiano, ever the charmer, was not shy about his flirtations.

"Jana, you handle the spices as well as you've handled our hearts," he said, a playful grin on his face. Mwenda joined in, his compliments more subtle but no less impactful.

"Your talent in the kitchen rivals your beauty," he added, his eyes sparkling with mirth.

Surprisingly, I found myself reveling in their attention, flirting back without fully understanding why. Perhaps it was the freedom of the role I was playing, or maybe it was the genuine care and affection with which they treated me. Whatever the reason, I felt special, loved, and cared for in a way that was both exhilarating and comforting.

"I'm just following your excellent guidance," I responded to Mwenda with a bashful smile, playing along with their banter. To Kiano, I said, "I hope the dish captures your hearts as much as you say I have."

The air was filled with laughter and playful exchanges, the tension of attraction simmering just beneath the surface. It was a dance of words and glances, a celebration of connection that transcended the roles we were playing.

In those moments, I, Jana, was more than just a visitor or a participant in a cultural exchange. I was a cherished member of the community, enveloped in a warmth and affection that I had never anticipated finding in such a foreign place.
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As the dish came together under Mwenda's expert guidance and my tentative efforts, the sense of accomplishment was palpable. "Kuku Paka," I announced, presenting the finished meal with a flourish that drew cheers and applause from those gathered around.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN MORE than three days since we found ourselves in the care—and at the discretion—of Kiano and Mwenda. While I, as Jana, had been treated with an unexpected level of kindness and reverence, my thoughts often wandered to Sammy. He wasn't receiving the same level of care, and that worried me. The disparities in our experiences weighed heavily on my mind, especially as night fell and the village settled into a quiet hum.

I was tidying up my hut, a nightly routine that had quickly become a comforting ritual. My outfit was a simple, yet elegantly draped garment that resembled the traditional wear of the Kike women. It was lightweight, allowing the evening breeze to cool my skin, colored in earthy tones that seemed to blend seamlessly with the natural beauty that surrounded us.
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As I finished my chores, I found myself drawn to the small window of my hut. Leaning against the sill, I gazed out at the vast expanse of stars that stretched across the night sky. The sight was breathtaking, a stark reminder of the world's immense beauty and simplicity.

In moments like these, life felt beautifully uncomplicated, and the peace I found in my role as Jana was both surprising and deeply fulfilling.

"Why do I enjoy this so much?" I found myself whispering into the night, the question hanging in the air, unanswered. The sense of serenity and acceptance I'd experienced as Jana was unlike anything I'd felt before. It prompted a quiet introspection, a gentle probing of my own identity and the roles I'd always taken for granted.

Could it be that this experience was revealing a part of myself that I had never truly acknowledged? The thought was both daunting and liberating, opening a door to self-discovery that I hadn't anticipated when we first arrived at the Kike village.

As the stars twinkled above, indifferent to the turmoil of human hearts, I allowed myself to dwell in the possibility of exploring my identity beyond the confines of societal expectations. The freedom to simply be, to exist in a space where the lines between gender and identity blurred, was a revelation.

"I'm not sure who I am anymore, but maybe that's okay," I murmured to the night, a sense of acceptance washing over me. The journey of self-discovery, I realized, wasn't about finding definitive answers but about embracing the questions, the uncertainties that make us who we are.

In the quiet of the night, with the stars as my witness, I vowed to explore these feelings further, to understand the depth of my identity beyond the roles I played. The experience of being Jana had opened my eyes to a world of possibilities, to the understanding that identity is a spectrum, rich and diverse, waiting to be explored.

For now, though, I was content to simply be, to exist in this moment of peace and reflection, grateful for the unexpected journey that had brought me here.

Just as I was about to surrender to sleep, the fabric of my hut's entrance stirred, and Sammy slipped inside, his eyes wide with urgency.

"Shhh," he whispered immediately, his gaze darting around as if to confirm we were alone.

"What's wrong?" I whispered back, my heart starting to race at his sudden appearance.

Sammy leaned in closer, his voice barely audible.

[image: (((handsome buff male Swedish short cleancut blond]

"I overheard Kiano and Mwenda talking. They're planning to release me tomorrow," he said, his expression serious. "They want me to upload the videos on my social media and then... then they said I should go home. But they mentioned enjoying having 'Jana' around."

My stomach knotted at his words.

"Are you sure?" I asked, hoping for some mistake in what he'd heard.

"Yes, I'm sure," Sammy replied, his worry for me evident in his eyes.

"You need to be prepared."

The news sent a rush of conflicting emotions through me. Fear, certainly, at the thought of being left behind, but also an inexplicable sense of belonging that I had found among the Kike tribe.

"Thanks, Sammy, but you should take this opportunity," I found myself saying, even as part of me rebelled at the thought of being separated from him.

Sammy's response was immediate and forceful.

"Nonsense. What are you talking about? We will escape tonight."

I shook my head, the weight of my decision pressing down on me.

"No, Sammy. If we try that, they might kill both of us. It's too dangerous," I whispered, my voice laced with a fear I couldn't fully disguise.

Sammy's concern deepened, turning to confusion and worry.

"Why are you so obedient all of a sudden? What is going on?"

It was then, in the quiet of my hut under the cover of night, that I found the courage to share a truth I had long buried.

"When I was younger, I sometimes wished I was a girl," I confessed, my voice trembling with the weight of my admission.

"I wasn't strong like my brothers, wasn't into sports. I loved arts, was always bullied by them. I wished they'd treat me nicely, the way boys treated girls."

I paused, gathering the strength to continue.

"I like how I'm treated here, Sammy. It's not like at home. Maybe... maybe it's only right for me to stay and help the tribe."

Sammy sat back, his expression a mix of shock and understanding. The revelation hung between us, a new layer to our friendship that neither of us had anticipated.

"Jana, I... I had no idea," Sammy finally said, his voice soft, filled with empathy and concern.

"But you can't stay here. This isn't your home, and these people, as kind as they may seem, they're keeping us against our will."

His words resonated with a part of me that I had tried to silence—the part that knew he was right, that this place, as much as it had offered me a glimpse into a different way of being, was not where I belonged.
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In the quiet of the hut, under the weight of our whispered confessions and fears, I gave Sammy a hug—a gesture of solidarity and understanding.

"Please, don't worry about me. Take the opportunity, go home tomorrow," I urged him, my voice thick with a mixture of fear and resolve.

Before Sammy could respond, the sound of approaching footsteps cut through the tension. Panicked, Sammy quickly concealed himself under a blanket in the corner, becoming still as stone. The entrance to the hut shifted as Kiano and Mwenda stepped inside, their presence immediately filling the small space.

"Why are you still awake?" Kiano asked, his gaze inquisitive as he looked at me.

"I can't sleep. I ate too much," I lied, hoping my voice didn't betray the anxiety coursing through me. The sight of Sammy, hidden just a breath away, weighed heavily on my mind.

The energy in the room shifted subtly as Kiano and Mwenda moved closer, their expressions a mix of curiosity and something else—hesitation, perhaps, or a shy eagerness to communicate something left unsaid.

I felt a knot of tension form in my stomach, the air between us charged with an unspoken question, making the atmosphere in the hut feel both electrified and suffocatingly close.

Kiano cleared his throat, breaking the silence that had stretched a moment too long.

"We... we wanted to say," he began, his voice lower than usual, "that we appreciate everything you've done. The way you've embraced our culture, our traditions... it's been more than we could have asked for."

Mwenda nodded in agreement, his eyes not leaving mine.

"Yes, you've shown us a side of yourself that we've come to admire. You've become a part of us," he added, the warmth in his words palpable.

The compliments, under different circumstances, might have filled me with pride. Instead, they were a bittersweet reminder of the complex web of emotions and loyalties that had formed during my time as Jana. I felt the heat of their gazes, the closeness of their bodies, and couldn't help but respond to the intensity of the moment, despite the worry gnawing at me about Sammy's precarious hiding spot.

"Thank you," I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Your acceptance means a lot to me." The words were true, even as my heart raced with the fear of what might happen if Sammy were discovered.

Kiano and Mwenda seemed satisfied with my response, their expressions softening.

"We should let you rest," Kiano finally said, though his reluctance to leave was evident.

As Kiano and Mwenda turned to leave, a tumultuous mix of emotions swirled within me. In a moment of unexpected courage—or perhaps a desire not to let this unique connection pass—I called out to them, "Wait."

They paused, turning back towards me with looks of surprise. My heart was pounding, every beat echoing loudly in the quiet of the hut. I reached out, my hands trembling slightly, and took theirs, my gesture an invitation, a silent plea for them not to go just yet.

There was a moment of hesitation, a breath where everything seemed to hang in balance, and then, as if drawn by a force greater than any of us could resist, we moved closer together. The space between us filled with a heat and an intensity that was as terrifying as it was exhilarating.

"I... I don't want to be alone tonight," I confessed, my voice barely above a whisper. The vulnerability of the admission made my chest tight, but the warmth in Kiano's and Mwenda's eyes offered comfort.

"You won't be," Kiano replied softly, his hand squeezing mine reassuringly.

Mwenda nodded, his expression tender. "We're here with you, Jana. We’re going to make you every inch a lady," he said, his voice carrying a depth of emotion that left me breathless.

What followed was a joining of souls as much as bodies, a tender exploration that transcended the roles we had been playing. With every touch, every kiss, we communicated more than words ever could.

Their hard bodies against mine—sweat mingling to amplify the intense energy in the room, was a discovery of each other, a sharing of hidden desires and unspoken fears that bound us together more firmly than any vow.

“Mmm, Kiano…”
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“Yes, do you like it?”

The passion between us unfolded with a gentle urgency, a rhythm that carried us away from the world and its constraints. It was a connection forged not just in the heat of the moment but in the shared experiences that had brought us to this point. Each caress was proof of the journey we had undertaken, a journey that had transformed strangers into something much more profound.

“Mwenda…” I said… holding on to his bulky arms before he continued kissing me as Kiano attended to my back.

As the night deepened, the boundaries between us blurred, giving way to a unity that felt both ancient and newly forged. There was a beauty in the vulnerability, in the willingness to open ourselves to each other in ways we had never anticipated.

"Wait," I whispered, my voice steady despite the tumult of my thoughts. Kiano and Mwenda looked at me, confusion and concern etched on their faces.

I moved towards Sammy, my hands gently removing the blanket that hid him from view. His eyes met mine, wide with a mixture of fear, surprise, and an unspoken question.

"Would you like to join?" I began, struggling to find the words that could encompass the breadth of what I felt.

Without hesitations, he took me from them and started kissing me.

“I don’t know what it is about you, but you make such a fine woman,” Sammy hissed.
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Kiano and Mwenda watched, their initial surprise giving way to a dawning comprehension as the true nature of our connection—complex, multifaceted, and deeply human—began to unfold before them.

Not long after, the two of them raced once more to get a piece of me. It was the first time that I was taken like that, and I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t feel like a cheap toy that they tossed and turned, I felt like a shiny prize that they were fighting for.

“Yes!” I screamed as they kept going. The hut was filled with the sound of our moans and groans. I knew at that moment that if we were a tad bit louder—the other tribesmen would try to join.

In the aftermath, as I lay between them, I felt a profound sense of peace. The questions and fears that had once loomed so large seemed smaller now, overshadowed by the knowledge that, for one night, we had transcended the roles and identities that defined us, finding instead a common ground in our shared humanity. It was a moment of unbridled passion, yes, but more importantly, it was a moment of connection, of love in its most unguarded and pure form.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS HAD PASSED since Sammy left, and life within the tribe had settled into a rhythm that felt as natural as the rising and setting of the sun. The initial apprehension and confusion had given way to a sense of belonging and joy I had never known before. This particular afternoon, before the preparations for dinner began, became proof of the life I had embraced among the Kike tribe.

Kiano, Mwenda, and several other tribesmen were engaged in a playful chase, their laughter and shouts filling the air with a vitality that matched the pulsing life of the safari around us. I found myself running through the grass, the laughter bubbling up from deep within me as I dodged and weaved between my pursuers.

"It's not fair! You're too fast, Jana!" Kiano called out, his voice laced with mock frustration and amusement.
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Mwenda laughed, adding, "Perhaps we should just let her win. It seems impossible to catch her anyway!"

Their words only spurred me on, my heart light with the freedom and joy of the moment. Eventually, though, they caught up to me, and what ensued was a series of playful cuddles amidst the grass, under the watchful eyes of the gazelles nearby. It was a moment of pure contentment, surrounded by the warmth of friends who had become like a new family.

As we lay there, the safari sprawling endlessly around us, Kiano said, "You've brought so much light to us, Jana. I can't imagine this place without you now."

Mwenda nodded, his hand finding mine. "You are a part of us, truly."

Their words warmed me, stirring a mix of emotions.

"I can't believe it's been three weeks since Sammy left," I mused aloud, my voice tinged with a nostalgia that surprised me. "I wonder how the team’s doing, but... I don't feel the urge to leave. Not yet. I just want to stay."

The confession hung in the air, a declaration of my deep-seated desire to remain a part of this world that had welcomed me with open arms.

"Why would you think of leaving?" one of the tribesmen asked, his tone gentle.

"You belong here with us, Jana," another added, echoing the sentiment that had been silently growing within my own heart.

Their acceptance and the simplicity of life here, far removed from the complexities of my former existence, had woven a spell around me. The connection to the land, the people, and the rhythm of daily life felt more genuine and fulfilling than anything I'd experienced before.

"As long as you wish to stay, you are one of us," Kiano affirmed, his voice carrying a weight of sincerity that left no room for doubt.

"And who knows?" Mwenda said, a twinkle in his eye.

"Perhaps in staying, you'll find even more reasons to never want to leave."

Their words, spoken with such warmth and affection, sealed my resolve. Here, in the heart of the safari, amidst the laughter of my new family and the serene gaze of the gazelles, I found a peace and a purpose that transcended my previous identity. Jana was no longer just a role I played; she was a part of who I had become, a bridge between two worlds that had taught me the true meaning of home.

As the sun began its slow descent, casting long shadows over the village, I found myself in the heart of the communal cooking area, preparing dinner with a fervor that had become familiar over the past few weeks. The atmosphere was filled with the comforting aroma of spices and the gentle crackle of firewood. Around me, the masculine tribesmen, buoyed by the playful mood of the late afternoon, occasionally leaned in for teasing kisses and skirt-pulling.

"Stop, stop!" I laughed, batting away their advances with a wooden spoon.

"I need to focus, or none of us will have dinner tonight."

Their laughter mingled with mine.

"But Jana, how can we resist?" one of the tribesmen, Lekan, teased, feigning a pout that only drew more laughter from the group.

"I'll let you guys in my hut after dinner," I promised, a smile playing on my lips.

"Patience is a virtue, you know."

It was a strange, wonderful feeling, being the center of attention, cherished and adored by all. Yet, it was a role I had come to embrace, finding joy in the connections we shared and the life we had built together.
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As the preparations for the meal continued, the sound of engines in the distance cut through the jovial atmosphere, drawing our attention away from the food and towards the unexpected noise. The engines grew louder, more insistent, until a convoy of vehicles came into view. They weren't the rugged trucks often used by safari tourists, but rather a mix of official-looking cars and jeeps, the kind that meant business.

My heart skipped a beat as the convoy came to a halt at the edge of the village, dust billowing around the tires. The doors opened, and out stepped members of the Kenyan police, their expressions stern, accompanied by a familiar sight—members of the National Geographic Team, cameras and equipment in hand.

I froze, the wooden spoon still in my grasp, as the reality of the situation dawned on me.

"What... what's happening?" I whispered to myself, the playful banter from moments ago fading into a tense silence.

Kiano and Mwenda quickly came to my side, their expressions mirroring my own confusion and concern.

"We don't know," Kiano said, his voice low. "But stay close."

As the police and the National Geographic Team approached, I could see a mix of curiosity and determination on their faces. My mind raced with questions—had they come for me? For us? What did this mean for the tribe, for the life we had woven together in this secluded slice of the world?

"Jana," a familiar voice called out, breaking through the haze of my thoughts. I turned to see a member of the National Geographic Team, someone I recognized but couldn't quite place.

"We've been looking for you."

The tribesmen gathered closer, a united front against the intrusion, their previous playfulness replaced by a protective seriousness.

"I... I don't understand," I stammered, stepping forward. "What's going on?"

"We received a tip about an American being held against their will," one of the police officers explained, his gaze scanning the gathered tribespeople before settling on me.

"We're here to ensure everyone's safety and to investigate the situation."

The accusation hung heavy in the air, a stark contrast to the life of mutual respect and understanding we had built. The idea of being "held against my will" couldn't have been further from the truth, yet explaining the complexity of my situation, of my transformation and acceptance into the tribe, felt daunting under the weight of their scrutiny.

As the tribe and our unexpected visitors faced off, the serene beauty of the approaching evening felt overshadowed by the uncertainty of what was to come.

At that moment, the simple, beautiful life I had come to cherish felt fragile, threatened by the outside world I had thought I left behind. The next words, the next actions, would determine the fate of us all, and I couldn't help but wonder if the life we had built could withstand the test that lay before us.

As the tension between the newly arrived group and the tribespeople escalated, a figure emerged from one of the jeeps, a sight I hadn’t prepared myself for—Sammy. His presence, rather than offering relief, brought a surge of conflicting emotions. He made his way towards me, his steps hesitant but determined.

"Jana, please, you need to come home with us. What you and I started—it's important. And... and you're not safe here," Sammy pleaded, his eyes filled with a mixture of worry and hope.

His words ignited a fire within me, a fury that was as surprising in its intensity as it was sudden.
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"How dare you say that," I shot back, my voice trembling not with fear but with indignation.

"I've been with them, lived with them, and they've been nothing but kind and gentle."

Without waiting for a response, I grabbed the camera from one of the stunned National Geographic Team members and turned it towards myself.

"I want to make something clear," I began, my voice steady as I addressed the lens, knowing the weight my words would carry.

"I am not being held against my will. I am here because I choose to be, because I've found a peace and a sense of belonging that I've never known before. I will stay here until my visa expires."

Around me, the tribesmen erupted in cheers, their support a tangible force that bolstered my resolve. Sammy's face fell, his disappointment a sharp contrast to the jubilation of the tribe.

The Kenyan police and the National Geographic Team were taken aback, their prepared intervention crumbling in the face of my declaration. It was a moment of triumph, not just for me but for the tribe, a validation of our shared life and the bonds we had formed.

As the outsiders processed my statement, Kiano and Mwenda approached, their expressions a mix of pride and relief. Without a word, they lifted me into their arms, a gesture of celebration and acceptance that felt like a rite of passage.

Carried towards my hut amidst the cheers and songs of the tribe, I felt a profound sense of belonging.

"You are one of us, Jana," Kiano whispered, his voice filled with warmth.

"Your heart has always been here, with the land and its people."

Mwenda added softly, "You've shown us the strength of your spirit, the depth of your courage. We are honored to call you our sister."

Their sweet nothings were more than mere words; they were affirmations of a shared journey. The life I had chosen, with its challenges and joys, was mine in a way I had never imagined possible.
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As I was gently set down at the entrance to my hut, the tribe gathered around, their faces alight with smiles and laughter. It was a scene of pure contentment, a culmination of the journey I had embarked upon weeks ago.

At that moment, under the vast African sky, surrounded by the people who had become my family, I knew that no matter what the future held, the experiences and lessons I had gained here would forever be a part of me.

I was Jana, the safari sweetheart, not just in name but in spirit, and this was where I was meant to be, at least for now. The world beyond the tribe, with its questions and challenges, would wait.

For tonight, I was home.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD PASSED since my return to the U.S., and life had taken turns I never could have predicted back when I first set foot in the Kike tribe's village. Embracing my true self, I had become a social media influencer, sharing the daily life and culture of the Kike tribe with a world that seemed both eager and curious to learn. Conscious of the fine line between sharing and appropriating, I grew my hair, a small but meaningful gesture towards respecting the culture that had embraced me so wholly.
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Six months into hormone therapy, the changes to my body and spirit were more profound than I could have ever imagined. Each day brought a new sense of alignment, of rightness, that filled me with joy. My skin softened, my features subtly shifted, and the emotional clarity that came with the hormones was like seeing the world in color for the first time.

The decision to transition, with the help of a gender specialist, while liberating, came with its costs. My family, unable to accept this path, became a part of my past rather than my present. It was a painful separation, but in choosing my happiness over their acceptance, I found a peace I had longed for all my life.

Waking up in the operating room, the grogginess of anesthesia slowly lifting, I felt a mix of apprehension and exhilaration. The procedure to enhance my breasts, a step further in my transition, was done.

As my vision cleared, the first faces I saw were those of Kiano and Mwenda. They had traveled all this way to be with me.

"Jana, how are you feeling?" Kiano asked, his voice laced with concern and warmth.

Mwenda added, with a gentle smile, "We're here for you, every step of the way."

Their attentiveness, the way they cared for me in those first vulnerable hours after surgery, was a balm to my soul.
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"I'm... I'm okay, at least you guys don’t have to keep rubbing fenugreek oil on my breasts," I jested, my voice weak.

"I’m a bit sore, but seeing you both here means everything to me,” I continued.

"We promised to take care of you while you recover," Kiano said, squeezing my hand reassuringly.

"And we can't wait to show the new version of you to the tribesmen. They've been asking about you every day."

Mwenda's chuckle echoed softly in the room.

"They're going to be so proud, Jana. Just like we are."

The thought of returning to the tribe, to share this next chapter of my journey with them, filled me with an indescribable happiness. The support and love I had found with Kiano, Mwenda, and the Kike tribe were the foundations upon which I built my new life—one where my happiness was my own to shape and define.

As I lay there, surrounded by their care, I realized that this was only the beginning. My journey of self-discovery, of aligning my outer self with my inner truth, was a path filled with challenges and triumphs.

"I can't wait to go back," I whispered, a smile spreading across my face at the thought of returning to the village that had become a second home.
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"And they can't wait to have you back," Mwenda said, his eyes sparkling with anticipation.

“I love you, Kiano, Mwenda…”

THE END <3

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

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

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

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

Story 2 – Female ID

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

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

Story 3 – In The Navy

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

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

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

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

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

Story 5 – The Secretary

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“As a guy, I was invisible. For some reason, when I’m dressed up all girly, everyone’s suddenly begging for a piece of me.”

Read Girly Alter


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Safari Sweetheart – Feminized and Loved by Tribesmen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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