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Introduction

“Since you’re sooo smart and you know everything, I’ll promote you to be my muse.”

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

∞∞∞

Washington D.C., the land where I knew I’d realize all my dreams… also turned out to be the place where my GPA and sterling grades didn’t matter.

Yes, unfortunately, I was working for a political prince who couldn’t take constructive criticism. I enjoyed whining over all our water cooler conversations and winning our friendly debates, but with him, there simply was no winning.

When I crossed the line, it was then that I saw the real him. For the very first time, he didn’t laugh and nod at my witty banters, he looked at me like he meant business, and asked me to join his campaigns on the condition that I’d wear pencil skirts and a minimum of four-inch heels.

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 Senator’s Girl.


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

∞∞∞

IN THE DIM GLOW of my computer screen, I couldn't help but let out a chuckle, the proposed campaign slogans and graphics sprawling across my desk looking like something dredged up from a bygone era of politics. "Too traditional and utterly boring," I mused, shaking my head in disbelief. It was as if creativity had taken a long holiday, leaving behind these drab remnants of 'safe' ideas.

Tina, always bustling about with an air of someone perpetually behind on an endless to-do list, glanced my way.

"What's so funny, Dave?" Her curiosity was as predictable as the ticking of the clock in our cluttered office.
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I swiveled in my chair, the motion bringing me face to face with her. "Take a look at this," I said, gesturing towards the screen. "It's like they're not even trying. 'A Safe Pair of Hands'? Really? It sounds like a slogan for gloves, not a senatorial campaign."

Tina leaned over, her eyes scanning the document.

"Oh, come on, it's not that bad," she tried to defend, but even her tone betrayed her skepticism.

"It's bland, Tina. It lacks...passion, intrigue, something that says, 'This is Shawn Slater, and I'm here to shake things up.'" I stood up, feeling the familiar rush of adrenaline I get from debating, from trying to make a point.

"Politics isn't just about being safe; it's about being brave, about standing for something more than just the status quo."

She raised an eyebrow, a smile playing on her lips.

"And I suppose you have a better idea?"

"Absolutely," I replied, feeling the gears in my brain turning. It was moments like these that I lived for, the challenge of crafting something new, something bold.

"Why not go with something that actually speaks to what Shawn wants to do? 'A New Vision for Tomorrow' or 'Change We Can Enact Together.' Something that invites people in, rather than reassuring them that nothing's going to change."

Tina chuckled, shaking her head.

"You should have been on the campaign team, Dave. Not stuck here with me."

I shrugged, a modest smile creeping onto my face.

"Well, life took a different turn, didn't it? But hey, maybe it's not too late. Maybe it's time to start speaking up more, getting these ideas out there."

"Maybe," Tina agreed, her gaze thoughtful.

"You've got a knack for this, Dave. Don't sell yourself short."

Returning to my desk, I felt a flicker of something akin to hope or perhaps ambition. The world of politics was a far cry from the simplicity of clerical work or the distant dream of magazine columns, yet here I was, imagining the possibilities.

The office around me, with its stacks of paper, the soft hum of the air conditioning, and the faint scent of coffee, felt both confining and expansive in that moment. It was a launching pad, a place of beginnings and endings, and for the first time in a long while, I felt the stirrings of a path unfolding before me.

"Thanks," I said, more to myself than to her.

"Maybe it's time to start taking my own advice, to start making a change."
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I paused, my gaze drifting towards the window, the bustling city outside a stark contrast to the quiet contemplation within me. The sky, a canvas of soft oranges and purples as the sun began its descent, reminded me of the evenings spent at the hospital, just three months prior, with my mother.

Cynthia Birkin was a force of nature, her spirit undiminished even as her body betrayed her. Those last days were a blur of whispered conversations and shared silences, each moment heavy with the weight of impending loss.

"Don't forget who you are, Davey," she'd said, her voice a gentle caress.

"And don't give up on what you want to be. Promise me."

Her dreams for me had always been larger than life, perhaps even larger than my own. She saw the potential within me to bridge worlds, to write and speak in ways that could move mountains. Her belief in me was unwavering, a beacon during the tumultuous times of my childhood and the void left by a father I scarcely remembered.

Growing up, I found solace in books and debates, arenas where I could express myself freely and challenge the world around me. Those formative years were a blend of joy and hardship, each experience shaping me into the person I am today.

My mother's entrepreneurial spirit, her drive to bring beauty into the world through buying carpets from Turkey and selling them in the US, inspired me. Yet, it was her resilience, her ability to face life's harshest realities with grace, that truly molded my character.

Now, staring out at the city as the day gave way to night, I couldn't help but wonder about my own path.

Would I ever make my dreams come true?

The dream of writing, of influencing, of leaving an indelible mark on the world through words and ideas, seemed as distant as the stars beginning to twinkle in the twilight sky.

Moments later, I had just clocked out, the usual end-of-day relief washing over me as I made my way to the lobby. There, Gus, the ever-friendly security guard, was positioned at his post.

"Evening, Gus," I greeted, my steps slowing as I approached his desk.

"Dave! How's it going?" Gus replied, his smile genuine, a rare commodity in this place.

I couldn't help but launch into a rant that had been building up over the course of the day.

"You know, it's the system in this building. It's just so... archaic. Like, why do we need to fill out a paper form every time we want to book a conference room? And don't get me started on the elevator. A code? Really? Half the time, it doesn't even work properly."

Gus laughed, his head nodding in agreement as I vented.

"You're telling me," he said.

"I hear it all day. You wouldn't believe the complaints."

We shared a moment of mutual understanding, the absurdity of our workplace bonding us in an unexpected way. But as I continued to elaborate on the nonsensical procedures, a familiar voice interrupted my tirade.
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"What's going on here?" Shawn, my boss and the very embodiment of the establishment I was critiquing, stood behind me, an eyebrow raised in curiosity.

I froze, my complaints suddenly catching in my throat.

"Oh, it's nothing, Shawn. Just a little rant about... elevator codes and such," I managed to stammer out, hoping my vagueness would dissuade any further inquiry.

"Sounds interesting," Shawn insisted, a hint of amusement in his tone.

"Let's grab a drink, and you can tell me all about it."

My heart skipped a beat, the sudden invitation catching me off guard. Shawn Slater, wanting to grab a drink with me? Over a rant about building management?

I could feel my palms start to sweat, my mind racing with the potential repercussions of my loose tongue.

"Uh, sure," I found myself saying, even as my brain screamed at me to consider the implications.

"A drink sounds... good."

As we headed towards the exit, I couldn't help but berate myself internally. Great job, Dave. Complain about the system, and now you're off to drinks with the guy who's probably friends with the people who made it. All because you couldn't keep your mouth shut.

Gus gave me a sympathetic look as I passed by, the kind that said, Good luck, you'll need it. I offered him a weak smile in return, my steps heavy with apprehension.

Well, here goes nothing, I thought, mentally preparing myself for the most awkward drink of my life. Let's just hope my loud mouth doesn't get me into more trouble than I can handle.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

AT THE BAR, the atmosphere was relaxed, a stark contrast to the rigid structure of the office. Shawn had chosen a spot at the back, away from the prying eyes and ears of the world outside. The dim lighting and the muffled sound of conversations around us gave the illusion of privacy, a bubble in time where the outside world couldn't reach us.
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"So, Dave, how's life treating you?" Shawn began, his tone casual, as if we were old friends catching up rather than boss and employee out for an impromptu drink.

I took a sip of my beer, buying time as I considered how much to reveal.

"Life's... okay, I guess. You know, the usual ups and downs."

He nodded, signaling for me to go on.

"And the office? Anything else you think we could be doing better? You seemed to have a lot on your mind earlier."

At first, I hesitated, the memory of my earlier rant still fresh in my mind. But then, the dam broke. My reservations washed away by the comfort of the dimly lit bar and the loosening effect of the alcohol.

"Well, since you asked," I began, emboldened. "The whole hierarchy in the office is stifling. It's like, unless you're one of the senior partners, your ideas are just... noise. No one really listens."

Shawn leaned in, genuinely interested. "Go on," he urged.

"And the way we handle client feedback could use a serious overhaul. It's all so impersonal. We should be building relationships, not just closing cases."

Before I knew it, I was on a roll, critiquing everything from the outdated filing system to the lack of transparency in decision-making. And then, without quite knowing how I got there, I touched on the topic I had sworn to avoid. Shawn's personal life.

"Look, Shawn, you're a great lawyer, and you've got this charm that... well, it works. But your reputation with women? It's not exactly a secret, and it's not helping your run for senate. People talk, and it's not always good."

To my surprise, he threw back his head and laughed. Not the reaction I was expecting.

"You don't hold back, do you?"

Encouraged by his response, I continued, outlining how the whispers and rumors could impact his campaign, how it could paint him in a light less favorable than he deserved.

Shawn listened, genuinely amused, as I poured out my thoughts on everything from office politics to personal branding.

"You've given this a lot of thought," he said, once I had finally run out of steam.

"Yeah, well, I guess I have a lot of opinions," I admitted, feeling a mixture of relief and embarrassment at having laid everything bare.

Shawn's demeanor was thoughtful, a hint of respect in his eyes that hadn't been there before.

"Dave, I have to say, I'm impressed. You've got a sharp mind and a knack for cutting through the bullshit. It's refreshing."

As we continued to talk, my earlier apprehension faded, replaced by a newfound sense of camaraderie. Here I was, having drinks with Shawn Slater, and rather than ending my career, my candidness seemed to have opened a door to a more honest dialogue.

After our third beer, the room seemed to spin a little, and my tongue, already loose from earlier confessions, slipped into outright recklessness.

[image: (((cute skinny male Slavic short brown hair))) (((]

"And another thing," I slurred, leaning forward, my voice rising slightly with the courage provided by my liquid companions. "The internal messaging system at the firm is a joke. It's like, what, are we in the '90s? Half the time, messages don't even send. It's a miracle anything gets done."

Shawn, who'd been nodding along to my rants with a bemused expression, raised his eyebrows at that.

"You do realize I designed that system, right?"

The words hit me like a cold splash of water, sobering me up just enough to register the severity of my mistake.

"Oh, I... I'm sorry, Shawn, I didn't mean—"

But Shawn waved my apology aside. "No, keep going. This is fascinating," he said, though the warmth had somewhat left his voice.

Encouraged by his words, or perhaps too drunk to care about the consequences, I didn't hold back.

"And the campaigns! Why are we even considering them? They're out of touch. It's like we're trying to alienate every young voter in the city."

That's when the mood shifted palpably. Shawn's face hardened.

"Because I made those decisions, Dave. What do you know? You didn't even finish your political science course. You're lucky to have a job with me."

His words stung, a sharp jab to my pride, and suddenly, I was no longer the inebriated clerk spouting off complaints—I was a cornered animal, lashing out.

"Me? At least I'm not a nepo baby, relying on daddy's connections for every win. How many cases did you actually win on merit, huh? Or was it just because you're fraternity brothers with the judge?"

The bar fell silent around us, the gravity of my words hanging in the air like a thick fog. Shawn stood up, his face flushed with anger.
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"Enough! You think you're so smart, you know it all. Well, I've got a job for you tomorrow morning."

He grabbed some cash from his wallet, slapped it on the bar with a sound that cut through the tension, and stormed out. The door slammed behind him, leaving me in a stunned silence, my heart racing with fear and adrenaline.

I'm definitely fired, I thought, my head spinning not just from the alcohol but from the realization of what I had just done. The bravado and confidence that had fueled my tirade evaporated, leaving behind a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I found myself on the bus, my phone in hand as I typed, deleted, and retyped a long apology message to Shawn. Each word felt heavy, laden with the regret of last night's outburst. I must have rewritten that message a dozen times, trying to find the perfect balance between remorse and dignity.

By the time the bus pulled up to my stop, I still hadn't sent the message. The pit in my stomach grew as I made my way to the office, the weight of the impending confrontation making each step feel like walking through quicksand.
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When I arrived, the office was already buzzing with activity, but the moment I stepped in, it was as if someone had pressed pause. Shawn was there, his presence commanding the room as he stood by his office door, his eyes locking onto mine the second I entered.

Without a word or a greeting, he simply pointed to his office. The gesture was enough to send a ripple of shock through the bystanders, their faces a mixture of surprise and curiosity. I could feel their eyes on me, the whispers already starting as I made my way across the room, my heart pounding in my chest.

I stood at the threshold of his office, hesitating for just a moment before stepping inside. The door closed behind me with a soft click, sealing off the murmurs of the office and leaving me alone with Shawn.

For a long moment, we just looked at each other. I was bracing myself for the storm, ready to face the music for my actions. My fingers clenched around my phone, the unsent apology message a reminder of my failed attempt at making amends.

"Shawn, I—" I began, but the words felt inadequate.

He raised a hand to stop me, his expression unreadable. The silence stretched between us, thick with tension and unspoken words. I was prepared for anger, for a lecture, maybe even a dismissal.

What I wasn't prepared for was what came next.

Shawn finally broke the silence, his voice cutting through the tension with unexpected words.

"Dave, you're going to be my muse."

I blinked, certain I'd misheard.

"Wait, what? Muse?" The confusion must have been evident on my face, because Shawn continued without missing a beat.

"Yes, muse. I want you to go with me, dressed up as a girl. We're going to make the campaign more people-friendly, appeal to the masses."

For a moment, I could only stare at him, my mind struggling to catch up with the absurdity of the suggestion. And then, without warning, laughter burst from me, uncontrollable and genuine.

"Are you insane?" I gasped out between fits of laughter, unable to believe what I was hearing.

Shawn's face remained impassive, his eyes locking onto mine.

"You're smart, right? You'll figure out why this is a good idea."

I was still trying to wrap my head around the concept when Shawn added, "Priya already knows what to do," as if that explained everything. Then, without another word, he turned and stormed off, leaving me standing there, bewildered and still chuckling at the sheer madness of it all.

As the reality of the situation began to sink in, my laughter faded, replaced by a mix of curiosity and apprehension.
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Dressed up as a girl?

For the campaign?

The idea was ludicrous, yet Shawn seemed utterly serious. And Priya, his executive assistant, was already in on this plan?

The office suddenly felt too small, the walls closing in as I considered the implications of Shawn's proposal. It was unconventional, risky, and completely out of left field. Yet, as the initial shock wore off, I couldn't help but wonder if there was a method to his madness.

After all, hadn't I criticized him for being too traditional, too safe?

Still, the thought of actually going through with it was daunting. I had no idea what to expect, how to even begin preparing for such a role. And yet, a part of me was intrigued by the challenge, by the potential to truly shake things up.

As I stood there, alone in Shawn's office, the weight of his words finally settled on me. Muse. It was a role I never imagined for myself, yet one that, in the strangest way possible, seemed to fit the narrative of change I had been advocating for.

I wasn’t done contemplating when Priya entered the room, her expression unreadable, clipboard in hand. Before she could speak, I was already off, my frustration finding an outlet.

"Can you believe this? Dressing up as a girl for a campaign? It's ludicrous, it's... it's insulting! I mean, what does Shawn think this is going to achieve? And me, of all people! Does he not respect me at all? Am I making sense here?"

Priya just stood there, her face the picture of patience, or perhaps boredom, as I ranted on.

"And another thing, how does this even fit into the firm's image? We're a law firm, not some... some avant-garde fashion house. This could backfire spectacularly. Am I making sense?"

She listened, or at least pretended to, as I continued to unleash a tirade of concerns, complaints, and outright indignation.

"I mean, the implications alone! What message are we sending here? That you have to dress up as someone else to be heard? To make a difference? It's preposterous. Am I making sense?"

After what felt like an eternity but was likely only a few minutes, Priya finally spoke, her voice calm and even.

"Are you done?"

Her indifference stung, and I paused, realizing perhaps I'd been talking at her rather than to her.

"Yes, I guess. But seriously, Priya, am I making sense here?"

She sighed, setting her clipboard down on the desk.

"The campaign is called 'You Can Be Anything.' It was one of the ideas that were initially trashed. Shawn made it. His father thought it was too risky," she explained, her tone matter-of-fact.

"But you inspired Shawn to go with it."

I blinked, taken aback.

"But I'm a guy," I protested weakly, the fight draining out of me.
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"Exactly. That's the point of the campaign, geez. I thought you were smart," Priya shot back, her impatience finally breaking through her composed exterior.

"This is an insult," I muttered, more to myself than to her.

"I'd rather resign than be part of this... this circus."

"Oh, I forgot to tell you," she interjected before I could spiral further.

"You'll get $10,000 a month during the campaign period."

The number stopped me in my tracks. $10,000 a month? Suddenly, the absurdity of the situation took a backseat to the practical implications of such an offer. The financial security it promised was nothing to scoff at, and it made me reconsider my stance, if only for a moment.

I met Priya's gaze, my resolve wavering.

"I... I'll think about it," I said finally, the weight of her revelation sinking in.

"You have 48 hours," she replied, her tone firm. She picked up her clipboard and headed towards the door, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

$10,000 a month. The campaign's bizarre nature aside, the offer was tempting, to say the least. But was it worth the potential cost to my dignity, my self-image?

I had a lot to consider, and not much time to do it.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS HAD PASSED, and there I was, hunched over in my cubicle, the offer still hanging over me like a cloud. What's so bad about dressing up as a girl? I pondered, the thought spinning in my head. It wasn't the first time I found myself pushing against the grain of conventional expectations.
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Growing up, toys didn't come easy, and the ones that did were often hand-me-downs from my cousins. Dolls, kitchen sets, you name it—if it was meant for girls, I probably played with it at some point. And I enjoyed it, truly. Not because of what they were but because they allowed me to create, to imagine.

I found myself pulling up the camera on my phone, staring at my reflection. I couldn't count the number of times I'd been called "too pretty for a guy." Each instance was like a drop in an ever-filling bucket, words meant as compliments that felt more like observations from a distance.

"But I'm not gay," I whispered to my reflection, as if saying it out loud would make the assertion stronger. Not that it should matter, but in the depths of my contemplation, it felt like a relevant distinction.

I hadn't had a girlfriend, sure, but that didn't automatically label my sexuality. It was just... how life had unfolded for me.

The trepidation was real, the worry that agreeing to this campaign, to this role, would blur lines in my life that I had thought were clearly drawn. Yet, the more I thought about it, the more I realized those lines had always been more smudge than boundary.

Then there was the matter of the $10,000… per month! It wasn't just a number; it was security, it was opportunity, it was freedom. Freedom from financial worries, at least for a while, and perhaps the chance to finally pursue some of my bigger dreams without the constant stress of making ends meet.

I sighed, my gaze still locked on my own image.

"Is this worth it?" I asked myself, the question echoing in the tiny cubicle.

"For $10,000, is it worth stepping into a role that feels so foreign and yet... oddly familiar?"

The silence that followed was my only answer, a space filled with the weight of decision. At that moment, I realized that the choice wasn't just about the money or the campaign. It was about challenging myself, about stepping beyond the confines of what I thought was acceptable, and embracing an opportunity that, while unconventional, could open doors I hadn't even considered.

"Maybe it's not about being gay or straight, or fitting into any specific box," I mused, the beginnings of resolve forming within me.

"Maybe it's about being me, in whatever form that takes. And maybe... just maybe, it's about showing others that it's okay to be whatever version of themselves they feel most authentic being."

With a deep breath, I locked my phone, the decision made. The road ahead was uncertain, fraught with potential pitfalls and misunderstandings. But for the first time in a long while, I felt a spark of excitement at the prospect of the unknown.

As I packed away the remnants of my decision into the corners of my mind, Priya caught my eye from across the room, her gesture clear: follow me. With a curious mix of anxiety and anticipation, I trailed behind her, out of the buzzing office and into the stark, silent corridor. The contrast felt almost symbolic, a passage from one realm of my life into an entirely new one.
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Outside, the sunlight was harsh against the sleek, dark limousine that awaited us. A chauffeur, crisp in uniform, held the door open with a professionalism that seemed to swallow any questions I might have dared to voice out loud.

As we slid into the plush interior, the curiosity bubbling inside me couldn't be contained.

"Priya, where are we going?" I begged, desperate for any clue that might prepare me for what lay ahead.

"You'll see," was all she offered, her smile enigmatic, as the limo pulled away from the curb, sealing us from the world I knew into one shrouded in mystery.

The drive was a blur, the cityscape melting into a mix of colors and shapes that offered no hints. When the vehicle finally came to a stop, it was in front of St. Claire's Wellness Center. The building was an embodiment of high-class luxury, its façade highlighting its modern architectural elegance, glass and steel mingling with greenery in a way that spoke of exclusivity and privacy.

We were greeted by staff whose uniforms were as impeccable as their manners, their smiles warm yet professionally distant. The lobby was an oasis of calm, with soft, ambient music and the subtle scent of lavender in the air, the decor tastefully minimal yet unmistakably opulent.

"This place is... wow," I murmured, unable to keep the awe from my voice as we were led through the immaculate hallways.

Priya chuckled softly beside me. "Impressed?"

"I mean, it's not exactly what I was expecting," I confessed, my earlier trepidation melting away in the face of such unexpected luxury.

"What are we doing here?"

"You'll see," Priya repeated, her cryptic tone now tinged with a hint of excitement.

"Just trust me, Dave."

As we proceeded, the significance of our destination began to dawn on me. St. Claire's was known for its comprehensive beauty and wellness treatments, a place where transformation wasn't just possible but promised. The realization hit me with a mix of thrill and nervousness, a cocktail of emotions that left me both eager and apprehensive about what lay ahead.

"Is this part of the campaign?" I ventured, trying to piece together the puzzle of this elaborate setup.

Priya's only response was a knowing smile as she guided me deeper into the heart of the wellness center.
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Upon arriving in one of the center's rooms, we were greeted by one of the staff members, whose energy was like a burst of sunshine compared to Priya's more reserved demeanor.

"Frida, this is Dave," Priya introduced me, a hint of amusement in her voice.

"Welcome, Dave!" Frida beamed, her smile infectious.

"We're going to start with removing all your body and facial hair."

I blinked, taken aback but trying to roll with it. "Sure, just hand me the shaver," I joked, attempting to match her enthusiasm with some of my own.

Priya chuckled, shaking her head slightly, while Frida's laughter filled the room.

"Not exactly," Frida replied.

"We're going to use diode laser treatment. It's much more effective and lasts longer."

My jaw dropped.

"Wtf, what for!?" The shock was evident in my voice, the reality of what I was getting into hitting me full force.

Priya stepped in, her tone practical.

"The campaign period will last almost two months, Dave. We don't have time for you to head to a waxing salon every week."

Frida nodded, picking up where Priya left off.

"The pros of laser treatment are it's less hassle, and the results are smoother and longer-lasting. You won't have to worry about stubble or irritation."

"I heard that it won't grow back," I said, the panic not entirely masked by my attempt at calm.

"If you want your body hair back, you'll just have to wax them," Frida explained with a reassuring smile. "But while you're maintaining a hairless look, it's better not to wax and just shave if something's growing in. It's easier to manage, really."

I'd heard horror stories about laser treatments—the pain, the awkwardness—and here I was, about to experience it firsthand. "I've heard that it will hurt," I admitted, the fear creeping into my voice.

Frida's reassurance was immediate and genuine.

"It's not as bad as people make it out to be. Yes, there's some discomfort, but we use cooling technology to minimize the pain. Most of our clients say it's more like a quick pinch, and you get used to it after the first few zaps. I'll be right here with you the whole time, guiding you through it."

Her words, meant to soothe, did little to quell the rising tide of apprehension within me. Yet, the commitment had been made, the die cast. I was here, on the threshold of a transformation for a cause that, despite the sudden and unexpected methods, I believed in.

Taking a deep breath, I nodded, signaling my reluctant agreement.

"Okay, let's do this," I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

Frida, ever the embodiment of cheerful efficiency, directed me to a changing area where I could swap my clothes for a robe. "Just pop your clothes in here, and wear this. I'll get everything set up for you," she chirped, handing me a soft, plush robe that felt far too elegant for what was about to occur.

As I changed, I heard Priya's voice, calm and business-like as always.

"I'll be in a Zoom meeting outside, good luck." The way she said it, you'd think I was about to give a presentation, not have every inch of my body hair lasered off.

Ignoring her, I focused on my breathing, trying to calm the rising panic. By the time I stepped out in the robe, feeling both exposed and ridiculous, I was a sweaty mess.

"Ready? Let's start shaving everything off."

“I thought you’d use that weird gun-looking thing?!”

With a chuckle, she explained, “Zapping you while your hair’s long will burn your skin. We need to shave them first. We’re targeting the root and the laser light doesn’t discriminate. It kills anything darker than your skin.”

After a quick lesson, all I could do was agree.

There was nothing new about the shaving, actually, it kind of felt relaxing. But then, the dread followed.

Frida greeted me with a smile and a pair of safety goggles and I instantly knew that it was THE moment. “Ready for laser!?”

I shook my head and gave her an obvious fake smile.

The first zap on my cheek was a shock, despite Frida's warning.
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"Ouch!" I yelped, more from surprise than pain.

"It gets easier," she promised, moving the laser with practiced ease.

"You're doing great."

But as we continued, each zap seemed to find a new way to startle me.

"Ouch! That one tickled," I exclaimed, as the laser moved to my other cheek.

When we reached my chest, the sensation was altogether different.

"Ouch, okay, that feels like being snapped with a rubber band!"

Frida's laughter was light and reassuring.

"Almost everyone says that. You're almost halfway there."

The armpits were next, and I braced myself. "Ouch, ouch, ouch!" The quick succession of zaps was met with a chorus of my complaints, each one louder than the last.

"Doing great, Dave! Let's move on to your arms," Frida said, her cheerfulness unflagging.

By the time we got to my belly, I was starting to feel like a seasoned veteran of the laser zap.

"Ouch, not too bad," I said, surprising even myself with my growing tolerance.

The back, thighs, and legs followed, each area bringing its own unique brand of discomfort and eliciting a variety of vocal responses from me.

"Ouch, yikes, whoa!" I sounded like a broken record, but Frida's patience never waned.

As the session finally came to an end, I couldn't help but laugh at myself, the robe now feeling less like a garment of shame and more like a badge of honor.

"Wow, I survived," I declared, a mix of relief and disbelief in my voice.

Frida smiled, handing me a soothing lotion.

"You did more than survive, Dave. You did great. How do you feel?"

"Like a plucked chicken," I joked, examining my now hairless arms.

"But, weirdly liberated."

Frida's laughter filled the room once more as she led me to the changing area.

"That's the spirit! Just wait until you see how smooth everything is. You'll be amazed."

After the ordeal—I mean, laser session—Frida took a moment to explain the ins and outs of post-laser care.

"It's really important to keep the treated areas moisturized," she said, handing me a couple of creams that looked as fancy as they felt.

"And try not to get them wet for the next eight hours."

The creams felt cool and soothing as I applied them, a balm to the slight sting that lingered on my skin.

"So, no showering tonight, got it," I mumbled, more to myself than to Frida.

With a nod and a smile, Frida then led me back to where Priya was waiting. Her eyes scanned me from head to toe, a look of surprise, maybe even approval, crossing her face.

"Wow! You look so much better without the scruff."

Her compliment caught me off guard. It was the first time someone from work had commented on my looks in a positive light. Despite the context, I felt oddly flattered.

"Thanks," I managed, a small smile creeping onto my face.

She gestured for us to move along. "Let's go, we have another stop."

As we approached the limo, a sense of dread filled me.

"What is it again, Priya! I just got zapped for more than an hour. No more surprises, please!" My voice was half pleading, half exasperated, the thought of another unexpected twist to the day making me feel weary.

She chuckled, a sound I was getting familiar with, and coming from her, it wasn’t coming from a place of joy, it was definitely ominous.

"Relax, Dave. We're just going shopping."


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

STEPPING INTO THE WOMEN'S DEPARTMENT was like entering an alien landscape. Racks of clothing in a dizzying array of colors and styles surrounded me, and I felt utterly lost. But Priya, ever the navigator in these uncharted waters, seemed to know exactly where we were headed.
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As we weaved through the aisles, Priya began explaining the plan. "So, I'm a huge fan of RuPaul's Drag Race," she said, her enthusiasm evident. "And I've learned a thing or two about how the queens shape their bodies. It's all about creating illusions."

"As I was saying," Priya continued, her tone both educational and excited, "the art of drag is all about illusion. And trust me, by the time we're done, you'll have people doing double-takes in admiration."

I couldn't help but smile at her enthusiasm, though part of me still felt like a fish out of water.

"Illusions, right. Like magic?"

"In a way, yes," she agreed, pulling a piece of shapewear off the rack. "This, for example, is going to be your best friend. It's all about creating the right silhouette."

I eyed the garment warily, its purpose and mechanics a mystery to me.

"It looks... constricting."

"It'll feel a bit tight at first, but you'll get used to it. It's essential for creating a more feminine figure," she explained, adding it to the growing pile in her arms.

Next, we ventured into the lingerie section, where Priya selected a few items with a discerning eye.

"These will provide the support and shaping you need for the dress. It's all about layering."

I picked up a bra, examining it with a mix of curiosity and apprehension.

"Layering, huh? Like an onion?"

Priya laughed, her mood infectious. "Exactly, but much prettier than an onion."

Moving on to dresses, Priya's excitement grew. She selected several A-line dresses, each with its own unique pattern and color scheme.

"These are perfect for enhancing and creating curves. The cut is incredibly flattering for any figure."

Holding the dresses against myself, I tried to imagine the transformation Priya described. "I'll have to take your word for it," I said, still struggling to envision the end result.

"Don't worry, you'll see," she assured me, her confidence unshakable.

The stockings and high heels were the final pieces of the puzzle.

"These will elongate your legs and improve your posture. Plus, they're the finishing touch to any outfit," Priya explained, handing me a pair of heels that seemed impossibly high.

I gulped, looking down at the shoes. "I'm supposed to walk in these?"

"You'll learn. It's all about balance and practice," she said, her tone both encouraging and matter-of-fact.

The fitting room became the arena for my transformation. The shapewear was the first challenge, a wrestling match between man and elastic that left me breathless and slightly disheveled. "I think I got it on," I called out to Priya, my voice muffled by fabric.

"Just wait until you see the difference it makes," she called back, her voice laced with amusement.

Next came the lingerie, a delicate dance of straps and clasps that felt like a puzzle I was ill-equipped to solve. But with Priya's guidance, I managed to assemble the pieces of the ensemble.

The dress was a revelation. As I slipped it over my head, the fabric falling into place around me, I felt a shift in my perception. The mirror reflected someone familiar yet entirely new—a version of myself that I'd never imagined could exist.

Priya adjusted the dress, smoothing down the fabric and arranging the folds.

"Now, the heels," she said, handing them to me with a grin.

The first steps were tentative, a newborn deer on ice rather than the runway model I hoped to emulate.

"How do you move in these without falling over?" I asked, gripping onto the wall for support.

"It's all in the hips," Priya advised, demonstrating a graceful glide that seemed effortless.

"And confidence. Lots of confidence."

Gradually, I began to find my footing, the initial awkwardness giving way to a cautious but growing assurance. "I'm doing it. I'm actually doing it," I marveled, taking bolder steps across the fitting room floor.

Priya's applause was genuine, her pride in my progress clear.

"See? I knew you could do it. You look amazing."

Looking at myself in the mirror, I saw the truth in her words. The person staring back at me was me, but also not me—a version of myself that transcended the boundaries of gender and expectation. It was a revelation, a breaking down of walls I hadn't even realized I'd built around myself.

As I began to peel off the layers of my temporary transformation, Priya halted me with a firm, "We'll get what you're wearing, and more."

Confused, I started to remove the dress, only to be stopped again.

"No, Dave, it's part of the training."
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"You want me to parade around the store in these clothes? In public?" My voice was incredulous, the thought alone sending waves of embarrassment through me.

Priya was unmoved. "You're going to join the campaign in women's clothes. Now's high time you get used to it."

The realization hit me like a ton of bricks. Embarrassment washed over me in waves, the heels suddenly feeling like they were pinching my feet even more. Yet, the thought of the $10,000 bolstered my resolve.

Money, remember the money, I reminded myself.

With a deep, albeit shaky breath, I agreed, and we made our way to the makeup aisle, the fabric of the dress swishing around my legs and the heels clicking against the floor, marking each step with a mix of dread and determination.

The makeup aisle was a riot of colors and scents, a sensory overload that left me feeling even more out of my depth. The salesperson, a jolly individual with an infectious enthusiasm for their products, began offering a barrage of options.

"How about some foundation? Oh, and this mascara will make your eyes pop!"

I panicked, the recent memory of the laser treatment flashing through my mind.

"I—I can't put makeup on. I just got my face lasered," I stammered, grasping at the excuse like a lifeline.

Priya rolled her eyes, a sigh escaping her.

"Yeah, you're right. Anyway, we're going to practice that in the office tomorrow."

Relief flooded through me, the excuse more effective than I'd anticipated. Yet, the thought of undergoing a makeup tutorial in the office brought back a fresh wave of anxiety.

As we continued our shopping, Priya's enthusiasm never waned. She explained the purpose of each garment, the reasoning behind each color choice, and the importance of accessories.

"Accessories can make or break an outfit. They're like the exclamation point at the end of a sentence!"

I listened, absorbing as much as I could, while still wrestling with the surreal nature of the situation. Each piece of advice, each selection added to the cart, felt like another step away from the person I knew myself to be and yet, paradoxically, a step closer to understanding a part of me I'd never explored.

The journey through the store became a blur of colors, textures, and shapes. We picked out several outfits, each designed to fit the campaign's needs and my newfound role within it. Priya's expertise was evident in every choice, her ability to visualize the final look both impressive and slightly intimidating.

As we neared the end of our shopping expedition, the reality of what I'd agreed to began to settle in. I was about to embark on a public campaign, dressed in clothes I'd never imagined wearing, presenting myself in a way that felt both alien and oddly exhilarating.

The thought was daunting, but as I glanced at the selections we'd made, a flicker of excitement sparked within me. There was something liberating about stepping so far out of my comfort zone, about challenging the norms and expectations that had always defined me.

Priya seemed to sense my shifting mood.

"Feeling better about all this?" she asked as we made our way to the checkout.

I pondered her question, the array of emotions that had coursed through me in the past hour swirling into a complex mix of apprehension, embarrassment, and yes, a hint of excitement. "Better is a relative term," I replied with a half-smile.

"Let's just say I'm more curious than scared now."

"That's the spirit," Priya said, her smile encouraging. "Remember, this campaign is about challenging perceptions, about showing the world that we can be anything we want to be. And you, Dave, are about to become the embodiment of that message."

Her words, meant to inspire, did just that. As we left the store, my arms laden with bags and my feet still protesting the unfamiliar height of the heels, I felt a sense of purpose begin to take root.
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Later that night, the quiet of my room was a stark contrast to the day's flurry of activities. Tossing and turning in bed, sleep seemed as elusive as ever. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, doubts, and fears, but amidst the chaos, a surprising observation surfaced: the smoothness of my skin.

My hands roamed over my legs, arms, and face, the unfamiliar sensation both unsettling and oddly pleasing. The smoothness was a tangible reminder of the day's events, a symbol of the transformation I had unwittingly embarked upon.

Why had Shawn chosen this path for the campaign?

Was it a test, a punishment for my outspokenness, or was he genuinely serious about its potential impact?

The questions circled in my mind like moths to a flame, each one sparking a new wave of uncertainty.

I pondered the possibility of backlash, particularly from the transgender community. Would they see my participation as an appropriation of their experiences, a mockery of the struggles they faced every day?

But then, another thought occurred to me—I wasn't claiming to be trans. I was simply dressing in a way that was unfamiliar to me, for a campaign that aimed to challenge societal norms and perceptions. Yet, the fear of misunderstanding, of causing offense where none was intended, weighed heavily on my heart.

My mind raced with potential scenarios, each more daunting than the last.

Would the campaign be met with open-minded curiosity, or would it spark outrage and accusations of insensitivity?

The line between making a statement and overstepping boundaries seemed perilously thin, and I feared the consequences of falling on the wrong side.

The more I dwelled on it, the more my role in the campaign felt like a double-edged sword. On one hand, it was an opportunity to be part of something meaningful, to contribute to a dialogue about identity, expression, and acceptance. On the other, it was a minefield of potential missteps and misunderstandings, a tightrope walk over the chasm of public opinion.

Was Shawn aware of the risks when he proposed this idea?

Did he truly believe in the message we were trying to convey, or was it merely a bold tactic to garner attention?

The thought of being used as a pawn in a larger game of political maneuvering left a bitter taste in my mouth, yet I couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to it, that Shawn saw something in me that I had yet to see in myself.

The night wore on, and the shadows in my room seemed to dance with the tumult of my thoughts. I turned over again, seeking comfort in the coolness of the sheets against my newly smooth skin. The sensation was a balm to my frayed nerves, a simple pleasure in the midst of complexity.

In the quiet darkness, I realized that the journey ahead was not just about the campaign, or about Shawn, or even about the reactions of others. It was about me—about discovering parts of myself that I had never explored, about confronting my fears and prejudices, and about learning to navigate the world in a way that was true to myself, however that might be defined.

With that realization, a sense of calm began to settle over me. The questions and doubts remained, but they no longer felt insurmountable.

Instead, they were challenges to be met, puzzles to be solved, and ultimately, opportunities for growth.

As sleep finally claimed me, my last coherent thought was a determination to face the coming days with an open heart and an open mind.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, as I made my way through the bustling office towards Priya's, the weight of the previous night's contemplations still lingered in my mind. My steps were hesitant, the unfamiliar sensation of smooth skin on my face a constant reminder of the commitment I had made. It was in this state of mixed apprehension and resolve that I bumped into Shawn.

He stopped, his eyes scanning my face, and a smile spread across his features.
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"Wow, looks like someone discovered the magic of grooming," he remarked, the laughter in his voice unmistakable.

His comment caught me off guard, and for a moment, I forgot the rehearsed explanations I had prepared. "I'm only doing it for the money," I blurted out, the honesty of the statement leaving me feeling exposed.

Shawn's laughter filled the space between us, warm and genuine. He extended his hand, shaking mine with a firm grip.

"You're off to a good start, my friend," he said, his approval evident.

As he walked away, I was left standing there, puzzled and unexpectedly uplifted by the encounter. Shawn's demeanor towards me had shifted, his casual acknowledgment and encouragement instilling a sense of confidence I hadn't realized I was missing. The day suddenly seemed brighter, the challenges ahead less daunting.

With a lighter heart, I continued on my path to Priya's office, where the real work was about to begin. Upon entering, the sight that greeted me was nothing short of a revelation. The room was transformed into a veritable beauty salon, with makeup and wigs of every color and style adorning the surfaces.

Priya was in her element, her usual stoic demeanor replaced by an infectious excitement.

"I'm obsessed with makeup and wigs," she confessed, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. "I'm enjoying this new job so much, I hope it becomes permanent."

Her admission, so at odds with the Priya I thought I knew, brought a reluctant smile to my face.

"I’m thrilled!" I retorted, my sarcasm a weak defense against the growing curiosity her collection inspired.

Undeterred, Priya ushered me into a chair, her hands already selecting products and tools with practiced ease.

"Let's start with skincare," she began, her tone instructional.

"Good makeup starts with good skin."

As she applied various creams and serums, she explained their purpose, her knowledge of skincare both impressive and overwhelming.

"These will hydrate and protect your skin, creating the perfect canvas for makeup."

I listened, the coolness of the products on my skin a strange comfort. Priya's hands were gentle, her movements confident as she moved on to the makeup.

"Your skin tone is beautiful, a perfect blend of your Irish and Venezuelan heritage. We'll use colors that enhance your natural beauty."

Her compliments, though meant to be encouraging, left me feeling exposed, the discussion of my features a reminder of the transformation I was undergoing. Yet, as she worked, I couldn't help but be drawn in by her passion, her excitement at sharing her love of makeup and wigs with me.

She detailed each step, from foundation application to contouring, highlighting my cheekbones and the natural shape of my eyes.

"Your lashes are incredible," she remarked, applying mascara with a precision that transformed my gaze.

The process was lengthy, Priya's dedication to her craft evident in her meticulous attention to detail. As she moved on to wigs, explaining the different types and how they would complement the makeup, I found myself caught up in her enthusiasm.

"This one," she said, holding up a wig that seemed to echo the tones of my natural hair, "will look stunning on you. It's all about creating a cohesive look that feels authentic to you."

Her words struck a chord, the notion of authenticity in this context both ironic and deeply resonant. As I looked at myself in the mirror, the person staring back was me but transformed, the external changes mirroring the internal shift I was beginning to acknowledge.

The session ended with Priya's final touches and a smile that was both proud and satisfied.

"You look amazing," she said, stepping back to admire her work.

I met her gaze in the mirror, the impact of her words sinking in. For the first time since this journey began, I allowed myself to truly see the person I had become, not just the physical transformation, but the deeper, more profound change that had taken place within me.

I couldn't tear my eyes away from the mirror. The face staring back at me was mine but transformed. Not just pretty, but stunning. The skin was smooth, the eyes were bright, and the wig framed my face in a way that felt both foreign and fascinating.

"Geez, what a narcissist," Priya joked, her voice pulling me out of my reverie.

I laughed, a sound that felt light and unfamiliar.

"Can you blame me? I hardly recognize myself."

Priya's next question caught me off guard.

"Did you bring the stuff?"

"The stuff?" I echoed, my mind still clouded by the reflection in the mirror.

"The clothes we bought yesterday," she reminded me, her tone patient but expectant.

"Ah, yeah. They're in my cubicle," I said, the realization dawning on me. The next step in this transformation wasn't just about makeup and wigs; it was about embodying this new persona in the workplace, in public.

"Go change into those. You'll be working today all dressed up, oh and by the way, don’t forget to wear these," she instructed as she handed me a breastplate, her words both a command and a challenge.

“Why are these so huge? I’m not a pornstar,” I hesitated.

The embarrassment that I thought I'd shed in the safety of her office came rushing back. I felt beautiful, yes, but this was not something familiar to me. It was one thing to admire the transformation in the mirror, another entirely to present this version of myself to my colleagues.

"Those boobies will help you rake in the votes from the male populace, that’s already more than fifty percent. You’ll get used to it," she said, as if reading my thoughts. Her words were meant to be encouraging, but they carried an edge, a reminder of the commitment I'd made.

My annoyance must have shown because Priya led me to the mirror once more.

"Look at this face, honey. There's nothing to be ashamed of."

Her words, simple and sincere, offered a moment of clarity. The face in the mirror was still me, just presented in a way I'd never imagined. And it was beautiful.

With a deep breath, I squared my shoulders and walked to my cubicle to change, the wig and makeup my armor against the uncertainty and fear.

The walk back through the office was surreal. Heads turned, eyes widened, and whispers followed in my wake. Yet, among the murmurs, compliments began to emerge, most notably from my female colleagues.

"Is that you, Dave? OMG, you look amazing!"

Their words, filled with genuine surprise and admiration, bolstered my confidence with each step. The transformation that had begun as a source of embarrassment was now a point of pride. I was challenging norms, starting conversations, and maybe, just maybe, changing perceptions.
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Retrieving the neatly bagged ensemble from my cubicle, the weight of the moment pressed heavily upon me. My hands trembled slightly as I made my way to the restrooms, the fabric of the day's reality wrapping tighter around me with each step.

As I approached the men's room, a pause. A hesitation so palpable it felt like another entity within the space. The thought of changing there, amidst the echoes of conventional masculinity, felt suddenly, starkly wrong.

Yet, the women's room? That idea held a different weight, an imposition, a boundary I had no right to cross.

The solution, as it so often does in life's more complex equations, lay in the realm of compromise. The disabled bathroom. A space designed for accessibility and privacy became my sanctuary, albeit tinged with a guilt for its appropriation. "It's not right, but it's the safest place," I muttered to myself, rationalizing the choice as the key turned in the lock.

Inside, the challenge of transformation awaited. A blazer, top, pencil skirt, stockings, and high heels—each piece a puzzle in itself. My reflection in the mirror offered no guidance, just the silent anticipation of change.

Dressing myself, the act felt foreign yet familiar. Each garment required a level of attention and care I'd never afforded my usual attire. The blazer cinched at the waist in a way that felt both constricting and strangely secure. The skirt, its fabric hugging contours I was only beginning to acknowledge, paired with the stockings, presented an exercise in dexterity I hadn't anticipated.

The high heels were last, a final nod to the commitment I'd made. Slipping them on, the instant shift in posture, in balance, felt like a metaphor for the day itself—a precarious tipping point between who I was and who I might become.

Standing fully dressed, the man in the mirror now obscured by the person before me, a mix of nervous excitement and trepidation churned within.

I looked good. No, more than that, I looked amazing.

The outfit, the makeup, the hair—it all came together in a reflection that was me but in a way I'd never seen before.

Stepping out was the next hurdle. The bathroom had become a cocoon, offering protection from the outside world's judgments and questions. The thought of leaving, of presenting this new version of myself to the scrutiny of daylight and colleagues, tightened the knots of anxiety within me.

"I can do this," I whispered, a mantra more for the person in the mirror than anyone else. The journey from the bathroom back to the office became a mental marathon, each step rehearsed and hesitant, each breath a study in courage.

As the door clicked behind me, the world didn't stop. It didn't even pause. But in my mind, each second stretched, elastic and infinite, a slow-motion stride into the unknown.

The journey back to my desk, heels clicking against the tile, felt less like a walk and more like a debut. Eyes lifted, conversations stuttered to a halt, and for a moment, I was the center of a universe I didn't recognize.

And then, something remarkable happened. A smile, a nod of acknowledgment, a whispered "You look incredible, Dave." The office, a place I'd navigated daily in anonymity, transformed into a stage where I was both actor and spectator.

With each compliment, the trepidation melted, replaced by a burgeoning sense of pride. The outfit, the makeup, the entire endeavor was not just about challenging perceptions or pushing boundaries—it was about authenticity, about the courage to present oneself truthfully to the world.

[image: (((cute skinny female Slavic long brown hair))) ((]

By the time I reached my desk, the nervousness had ebbed, leaving a residue of exhilaration. I'd stepped out, quite literally, into new shoes, and in doing so, discovered a facet of myself I'd never known.

The day was far from over, and many challenges no doubt awaited. Yet, in that moment, standing amidst the familiar desks and computers, adorned in an attire that was anything but, I felt a profound sense of accomplishment.

I was still Dave, but Dave as I had never been before. And as I settled into the rhythm of the workday, the outfit no longer felt like a costume but an extension of myself, a declaration of my presence, my identity, and my refusal to be anything but unapologetically me.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

WALKING ALONGSIDE PRIYA to the cafeteria felt like a scene straight out of a high school movie where we were the queen bees, striding down the corridor with an air of newfound confidence. Priya, quickly becoming a reassuring presence, seemed to glow with approval at my side, her encouragement fueling my burgeoning sense of self.

"Look at you, feeling yourself so much," Priya teased, a twinkle in her eye as she observed my demeanor.
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I couldn't help but laugh, the sound light and carefree. "I can't help it. This whole look, it's empowering," I admitted, gesturing to my girl boss ensemble.

As we settled at a table, the conversation flowed as easily as the coffee from the nearby machine.

"So, have you thought about a girl name?" Priya asked, her gaze curious and expectant.

The question sent us spiraling into a brainstorming session, throwing out names with abandon. From the elegant to the absurd, each suggestion sparked laughter and playful debate.

"What about Anastasia? No, too princessy. Or maybe something edgy like Raven? No, that sounds like a superhero alias," I mused, enjoying the whimsical nature of the conversation.

Priya, her creativity unfettered, suggested names that ranged from the sublime to the ridiculous.

"How about Celeste? Or... Gertrude?" she said, the latter with a mischievous grin.

I snorted with laughter. "Gertrude sounds like she knits and has twelve cats."

As the laughter died down, she complimented the wig I'd chosen that morning.

"This wig is so divine, it's so you."

Her words sparked a moment of clarity, a name emerging from the ether of our playful banter. "Divine? Divine, I like that," I said, the name resonating with a sense of identity I hadn't realized I was seeking.

Priya's excitement was palpable. "OMG, yes! Divine! That name really suits you," she exclaimed, the affirmation sealing my newfound moniker.

The transformation from Dave to Divine felt complete, a new chapter beginning with the utterance of a name. Yet, as I reached for a bacon burger, my hand paused mid-air at Priya's gentle chiding.

"There's nothing Divine about this, though," she said, swapping the burger for a salad bowl.

"Remember, the camera adds twenty pounds."

I sighed, a mock expression of despair on my face.

"Ugh, you're making it so hard."

Priya's laughter was light, her response laced with humor and truth. "Being a girl is hard," she said, a statement that held layers of meaning I was only beginning to unpack.

The conversation shifted then, from the trivialities of diet and appearance to the deeper, more complex realities of gender expression and identity. Priya shared insights and experiences, her wisdom a guiding light as I navigated this uncharted territory.

"Every step you take, every choice you make in how you present yourself, it's a statement," Priya said, her voice earnest.

"It's about finding your truth and owning it, no matter what form that takes."

Her words resonated, the significance of this journey unfolding with each syllable. Divine wasn't just a name; it was a declaration, an embrace of the multifaceted nature of my identity.

The day had unfolded in a whirlwind of emotions, discoveries, and transformations. As it drew to a close, the air between Priya and me was charged with a sense of accomplishment and camaraderie that had only deepened throughout the day.

Saying goodbye, we instinctively leaned in for a cheek-to-cheek kiss, a gesture that felt natural in the moment, marking the first of its kind between us. It was a silent acknowledgment of the bond we'd formed, of the journey we'd embarked on together.

As I turned to leave, basking in the glow of my newfound alter-ego, the confidence Divine had instilled in me carried my steps.
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However, the mastery of high heels remained just out of reach. Mid-stride, a misstep sent me lurching forward, a brief moment of panic clouding my vision before strong arms caught me, steadying my frame.

"D-Dave, is that you?" The voice was unmistakable—Shawn, his tone a mixture of surprise and disbelief.

Regaining my balance, I straightened up, facing him.

"Yes, but it's Divine in the meantime," I corrected gently, a playful defiance in my voice.

His chuckle was warm, disarming.

"Sorry, I'm not an expert at walking in these yet," I admitted, a flush of embarrassment coloring my cheeks.

"Yeah, those are very nice," he commented, his gaze dropping to the high heels that had been my downfall.

The brief exchange was charged with an unexpected tension, a recognition of the person I had become, if only for the day.

"You going home?" he asked, the casual inquiry feeling weighted at the moment.

"Yeah, I'm just going to change into my boy clothes," I replied, the thought of dismantling Divine piece by piece suddenly feeling like a loss.

"What, don't be silly. I'll just drive you to your apartment," Shawn offered, his tone leaving little room for protest.

His insistence took me by surprise, the undercurrent of concern in his voice weaving a complex tapestry of emotions within me.

"Huh, no, there's no need," I stammered, unprepared for the offer, for the proximity, for the intensity of the moment.

"I insist," he pressed, his gaze locking onto mine with an intensity that was hard to resist, as if he meant business in a way that left little room for argument.

The walk to his car was a surreal procession, him, offering his strong arms to guide me—my mind a whirl of thoughts and novel feelings. As Shawn held the door open for me, the gesture felt like a bridge between worlds.

The car ride was a study in contrasts—outside, the city hummed with the indistinct chatter of evening, while inside, a silence thick with tension stretched between us. I sat, hyper-aware of every detail: the soft hum of the engine, the warmth from the heating, the occasional glance Shawn cast my way.
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"So, how's the makeover going?" he broke the silence, his tone casual but underlined with genuine curiosity.

I chuckled, a nervous sound.

"Well, it seems like I'm doing a great job if the aim was to completely unnerve myself."

He smiled, a gesture that seemed to light up the dim interior.

"You're doing more than a great job. Divine is... convincing. More than that, actually—stunning."

With each compliment, I felt a compulsion to deflect, to undermine the praise with self-deprecation.

"Stunning? More like a stunning mess. I mean, who knew walking in heels would be like navigating a minefield?"

Shawn's laughter filled the car, a sound that eased the tension by a fraction.

"A stunning mess who's been turning heads all day. Seriously, Divine, you've got a knack for this."

I couldn't help the retorts that bubbled up.

"Turning heads, or are they just trying to figure out the circus act?" The jest was light, but beneath it lay a pool of insecurities, a fear that the acceptance I'd felt was as fragile as the persona I'd donned.

Shawn's response, when it came, was softer, more serious. "I don't like hearing you talk about yourself like that. You're beautiful, Divine. Truly."

The words hit me like a physical force, the sincerity in his voice brooking no argument, no jest to hide behind. I fell silent, the playful armor I'd constructed crumbling under the weight of his gaze, his compliment echoing in a heart suddenly racing.

The car stopped, and Shawn turned off the engine, the finality of the gesture marking the end of our journey but not the conversation, not the moment. He leaned over, opening the door for me, his movements deliberate.

"Tomorrow, I'll pick you up. 8:30 AM sharp," he said, the statement hanging between us like a promise, a challenge, a lifeline.

I stepped out onto the curb, the night air cool against my skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of the car's interior. Shawn drove away, leaving me standing there, enveloped in a silence that buzzed with the remnants of our exchange.

At that moment, I felt an array of emotions so complex and so profound that it left me breathless. There was a sense of validation, of being seen and appreciated in a way that was entirely new to me. It was both weird and wonderful, a mixture of vulnerability and exhilaration that I'd never experienced before.

The night seemed brighter, the city more alive, as if the world had shifted on its axis, however slightly, in response to Shawn's words, to his promise. I felt special, cherished in a way that was unfamiliar but deeply, intoxicatingly compelling.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE MORNING LIGHT hadn't yet breached the horizon when my alarm blared, a cruel but necessary summons. Today wasn't just another day; it was a continuation of a journey that had taken an unexpected turn, veering into territories of self-discovery and, strangely, towards a rendezvous I never anticipated would hold such weight.

The clock read 6:30 AM—two whole hours dedicated to the metamorphosis from Dave to Divine, a process that, despite yesterday's triumphs, still set my nerves on edge.
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The shower was the first step, a place of transition where the steam seemed to whisper possibilities. Each drop of water felt like a reassurance, washing away the remnants of doubt, leaving a canvas ready for transformation. Wrapped in a towel, I faced the mirror, the fog slowly receding to reveal my reflection—a man on the brink of becoming something more, something... Divine.

The makeup was laid out in an orderly array on the counter, a battalion of brushes, palettes, and potions ready to wage war on my bare face. The process was methodical, each step a learned dance from the day before. Primer smoothed over skin, foundation blended into a flawless base, contours drawn and blended to sculpt and define. The transformation was as mesmerizing as it was meticulous.

Next came the wig, a crowning glory that shifted my appearance from merely made-up to unmistakably Divine. The strands fell into place with a practiced ease, framing my face, softening my features, completing the transformation.

Dressed in the chosen ensemble—a careful selection that balanced comfort with style—I stood before the mirror, taking in the person I had become. The nerves were still there, a jittery symphony playing beneath the surface, but so too was a sense of excitement, a thrill at the prospect of stepping out into the world once again as Divine.

The sound of Shawn’s text message snapped me from my reverie. Shawn. He was early, a punctuality that both impressed and unnerved me. Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my bag, casting one last glance in the mirror.

"You've got this," I whispered to my reflection, a mantra of encouragement.

Stepping outside, the morning air was crisp, a sharp contrast to the warmth of the car that awaited me. Shawn was at the wheel, his expression one of mild surprise as he took in my appearance.

"Good morning, Divine," he greeted, the use of my chosen name sending a flutter of warmth through me.

"Good morning," I replied, sliding into the passenger seat, the nervous energy from earlier now mingled with a strange sense of anticipation.

The drive was filled with casual conversation, Shawn asking about the makeup and the outfit, offering compliments that were both flattering and disarming.

"You really have a knack for this," he said, his tone sincere.

I couldn't help the self-deprecating humor that bubbled up in response. "A knack for spending way too long painting my face? Yeah, I guess I'm a regular Picasso."

Shawn laughed, but there was a depth to his gaze that suggested his compliments were more than mere politeness. "No, I mean it. You look amazing. It's more than just the makeup; it's the confidence. It suits you."

His words were like a balm, soothing the flurry of nerves and self-doubt that had accompanied my morning. But with each praise, I deflected, unable to fully embrace the image he painted of me.

It wasn't until Shawn's expression turned serious once again, a hint of frustration lacing his voice, that I fell silent. "I don't like hearing you talk about yourself like that," he said, echoing his words from the night before. "You're beautiful, Divine. You should see yourself the way others do."

The sincerity in his voice stilled my habitual retorts, leaving a silence that was heavy with unspoken thoughts and emotions. The remainder of the drive passed in a contemplative quiet, the earlier banter replaced by a more profound connection, unarticulated but deeply felt.

Walking alongside Shawn through the bustling corridors of our office was an experience unlike any other I'd had. My heels clicked confidently against the floor, a rhythmic declaration of my presence.

Colleagues paused mid-conversation, their expressions a mix of surprise and curiosity, as they took in my transformed appearance. Shawn, seemingly unfazed by the attention, introduced me with a pride that made my heart swell.

"This is Divine, the muse for our campaign," he announced, his arm casually resting on my shoulder.

The reaction was instantaneous—a burst of applause, a few whistles, and an overwhelming wave of support that enveloped me like a warm embrace. The acknowledgment, the acceptance, it was intoxicating, a rush of validation for the journey I'd embarked upon as Divine.

Later, in the quiet sanctum of Shawn's office, the conversation shifted towards the campaign itself.
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"What do you think about 'You Can Be Anything'?" he inquired, his gaze keen, searching.

For once, I found myself in complete alignment with Shawn, my usual penchant for debate and contradiction taking a back seat to the sincerity of my convictions.

"I think it's more than just a campaign, Shawn. It's a message, a promise. It's everything I've experienced and more," I shared, the words flowing from a place of newfound understanding and belief.

Shawn's response was thoughtful, a series of ideas and visions for the campaign that resonated deeply with me. For the first time, our conversation flowed in perfect harmony, each of us building on the other's thoughts, a mutual agreement that felt both strange and exhilarating.

The novelty of our agreement left me momentarily disoriented, the usual tug-of-war of our discussions replaced by a collaborative dance of ideas. It was weird, yes, but undeniably satisfying, a confirmation of the growth and change that had marked my journey as Divine.

Then, unexpectedly, Shawn extended an invitation that sent a flutter of excitement through me.

"I have a meeting in ten minutes. Let's continue this over lunch. Outside. What do you say?"

The offer was casual, but the implications, the recognition of Divine beyond the confines of the office, thrilled me.

"Okay..." I replied, the word a whisper of anticipation.

"Pick you up at 11:30," he said with a finality that brooked no argument, his eyes holding mine in a gaze that seemed to say more than the words themselves.

Returning to my cubicle, the mundane task of paperwork awaited, but my mind was elsewhere, caught in the whirlwind of emotions Shawn's invitation had stirred. Butterflies danced in my stomach, a tumultuous mix of nerves and excitement that left me both eager and apprehensive for what the lunch might bring.

The morning passed in a blur, my focus divided between the tasks at hand and the impending lunch with Shawn. Every glance at the clock was a countdown, each minute stretching and contracting with my fluctuating emotions.
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The paperwork in front of me might as well have been written in an ancient, undecipherable script for all the attention I could muster. My mind was elsewhere, tangled in a web of emotions that had taken me by surprise. Butterflies danced in my stomach, a sensation I couldn't quite name but felt overwhelmingly every time my thoughts drifted to Shawn.

Shawn, with his dreamy face and easy smile, had somehow managed to breach the defenses I hadn't even realized I'd erected around myself.

I'm not gay, I reminded myself sternly, a mantra that had started to feel more like a question with each passing moment. But it wasn't just his looks that had captured my attention—it was the kindness, the respect, the genuine support he'd shown me since I embarked on this journey as Divine.

Trying to focus on the spreadsheet before me was a lost cause. My gaze kept flicking to the clock, willing the hands to move faster, to bring 11:30 closer. It was ridiculous, this giddy anticipation for a simple lunch outing, but there it was, undeniable and all-consuming.

By 11:20, I couldn't sit still any longer. I stood, a decision made, and headed toward Priya's office, the need to double-check my appearance suddenly paramount. The familiar corridors of the office felt different now, each step charged with an electricity that pulsed in time with my racing heart.

Priya raised an eyebrow as I burst into her office, a mirror of my earlier reluctance replaced by an eager need for reassurance.

"Going somewhere special?" she teased, noting the care with which I adjusted my wig and smoothed down my outfit in front of her full-length mirror.

I met her gaze in the reflection, a smile playing on my lips, a silent acknowledgment of the shift within me.

"Just lunch," I replied, the simplicity of the statement belying the complexity of the emotions it evoked.

Priya's expression softened, her teasing giving way to a more thoughtful scrutiny.

"You look great, Divine. Really, you do."

Her words, simple as they were, bolstered my confidence, a final piece of armor as I prepared to face whatever this lunch might bring.

Stepping out of the building, the sunlight seemed to highlight the surreal quality of the day, the normalcy of the world outside a stark contrast to the tumult within me. Shawn was there, leaning against his car, the picture of casual elegance.

As he caught sight of me, his smile widened, and he moved to open the passenger door, a gesture that felt chivalrous and yet so natural in the moment.

“We’re having Italian, hope you’re hungry,” he said.

The short walk to the car was a journey in itself, each step an exercise in balancing the person I had been with the person I was becoming. Shawn's presence, the easy way he treated me, not as Dave, not as Divine, but as someone worthy of respect and attention, was both unnerving and exhilarating.

As I slid into the passenger seat, the butterflies in my stomach took flight once more, a chaotic dance of nerves and anticipation.

“Here, let me,” he said—his face too close for comfort as he leaned to fasten my seatbelt.

Shawn's voice, asking about my morning, was a grounding force, pulling me back from the edge of my thoughts, anchoring me to the moment.

The drive to the restaurant was filled with conversation that flowed more easily than I would have thought possible. With each word, each laugh shared, the weird attraction I felt toward Shawn morphed into something deeper, something more profound. It was a connection that transcended the boundaries of our previous interactions, hinting at possibilities I hadn't dared to consider.

“Ah! I’m starving!” he announced.

At the restaurant, Shawn's hand briefly touched my arm as he helped me from the car, a simple contact that sent a jolt of electricity through me.

Moments later as I was wrestling with my masculinity, the food arrived, the atmosphere between us transformed, the air charged with a kind of electricity that felt both exhilarating and terrifying. The conversation flowed effortlessly, delving into territories that felt deeply personal, each question and answer weaving a tapestry of connection that was hard to define.
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"I've always had a love for literature and politics," I found myself sharing, my voice tinged with a passion I rarely allowed myself to express. "And, well, law was a natural progression but didn’t happen so my current dream? It's to be a magazine columnist, to write about the things that matter in politics, to make a difference through words."

Shawn listened intently, his gaze never wavering, a smile playing on his lips as he absorbed my words.

"That's fascinating. I went into law, but my heart was always set on sports, on travel, on sailing the world. Family expectations led me down this path, but there's so much more I want to explore."

Our laughter filled the space between us, a shared understanding that, despite our different journeys, there was a mutual longing for something beyond the confines of expectation.

"You can be anything," I quipped, echoing the campaign that had brought us together in the first place.

The meal passed in a blur of shared stories and laughter, a sense of camaraderie that felt both unexpected and deeply right. It was, for all intents and purposes, like a date, though neither of us labeled it as such.

Then, Shawn excused himself, leaving a brief lull in the conversation that allowed me to ponder the complexity of what was unfolding between us. When he returned, the sight of a Chanel paper bag in his hands caught me by surprise, a gesture so unexpected it left me momentarily speechless.

"What's this?" I asked, curiosity piqued as he placed the bag before me.

Shawn's grin was both shy and proud.

"You look so feminine, so... Divine. But that messenger bag you carry? It's ruining your look."

I laughed, though the sound was tinged with disbelief. The idea that Shawn, of all people, would notice such a detail was both amusing and touching.

He explained the contents of the bag, his voice laced with excitement.

"It's a Classic flap. My mom has one. It's timeless, elegant—just like you."

The mention of its value, of its significance, sent a wave of emotions through me.

"Isn't this expensive? It's nice, though," I managed, my fingers brushing against the luxurious texture of the bag.

Shawn's response was casual, yet there was an underlying seriousness to his words.

"Let's just say you can't treat it the way you do that old bag of yours. Handle it with care."

The practical side of me couldn't help but question the logistics.

"It's so small. How will I fit my documents?"

He chuckled, producing an attaché case from beneath the table, "This is for your paperwork.”

He then gestured back to the Chanel bag, "And this is for your makeup, perfume, the girly stuff."

The concept was foreign, a departure from my usual pragmatism, yet the thoughtfulness behind the gift, the recognition of my new identity, was overwhelming.

"I'm not used to this, but... thank you," I said, my voice soft with gratitude.

The lunch continued, the exchange of gifts marking a turning point in our relationship, a deepening of the bond that had formed over shared experiences and mutual understanding. Shawn's gesture, the gift of the Chanel bag, was more than just an accessory—it was an acknowledgment, an acceptance of Divine, of the journey I was on.
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As we made our way back to the office, the weight of the Chanel bag on my shoulder felt like a tangible connection to Shawn, to the moments we'd shared. It was a reminder that, amidst the uncertainty of transformation, there were moments of unexpected kindness, of connection, that made the journey worth it.

Returning to my cubicle, the paperwork that awaited me felt trivial in comparison to the emotional landscape I was navigating. Shawn's gesture, the conversations we'd shared, and the burgeoning feelings I was beginning to acknowledge, all converged into a tapestry of complexity and possibility.

The afternoon passed in a haze, my thoughts returning again and again to Shawn, to the lunch we'd shared, and to the delicate balance between the person I was and the person I was becoming.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS HAD PASSED since I'd first stepped into the role of Divine, a journey that had been both exhilarating and terrifying in equal measure. Today was laser treatment day again, and instead of the apprehension that once clouded these sessions, I found myself looking forward to them. The physical transformation had become a cherished ritual, a reaffirmation of the identity I was still exploring, still defining.

In these weeks, my relationship with Shawn had blossomed into something profound, a connection that defied easy labels. To the outside world, we might appear as colleagues navigating an ambitious campaign together, but the reality was far more complex.

Our conversations lingered long after the workday ended, filled with laughter, shared confidences, and a steadily growing intimacy that neither of us had yet named. It was as if we were dancing around the edges of something deeper, both exhilarated and hesitant to take the next step.

With each passing day, I found myself questioning not just my sexual identity but my gender identity as well. The lines that once seemed so clear, so immutable, had blurred, leaving me in a liminal space that was both daunting and liberating.
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Today, as I lay on the treatment table, Frida busied herself with the laser machine, her presence a comforting constant in the whirlwind of change.

"What a transformation," she noted, her voice gentle, probing.

I sighed, a mix of contentment and confusion swirling within me.

"A lot has happened these past few weeks," I began, hesitant to open up but craving the release of confession.

"I’m sure you know why I’ve transformed. So… Shawn and I, we've grown close. It's like we're dating, but without the labels."

Frida paused, her attention fully on me now. "And how does that make you feel?" she asked, her curiosity genuine.

I searched for the words, trying to encapsulate the maelstrom of emotions that Shawn's presence had stirred within me.

"It's confusing. Wonderful, but confusing. I'm questioning everything I thought I knew about myself. And I think... I think I'm falling for him."

The admission hung between us, heavy with implications and unspoken fears. Frida's response was a soft exhale, a signal of her understanding.

"That sounds like quite the journey, Divine. But remember, it's okay to question, to explore. Who we love, how we identify—it's all part of discovering who we truly are."

Her words were a balm, soothing the turmoil that had taken root in my heart.

"Please, don't tell anyone," I added, a plea for discretion in a world that felt increasingly invasive.

Frida nodded, her promise unspoken but understood. "Your secret is safe with me."

As the laser treatment continued, the physical discomfort was a distant concern, overshadowed by the emotional revelations that had come to light. Frida's skillful hands moved with precision, each zap of the laser a step toward the person I was becoming, both inside and out.

After the session, as I looked at my reflection, the changes were not just skin deep. The person staring back at me was Divine, yes, but also someone new, someone still forming, still learning. My relationship with Shawn had become a mirror, reflecting not just my desires but my deepest fears and hopes.

“Not to overstep but the things you’ve mentioned… are very similar to someone very close to me. My sister was confused too before she transitioned, have you considered seeing a gender specialist?”

I shook my head. It was all I could do.

“It’s just a suggestion, maybe it’d help,” she said.

At the bus stop, under the diffuse light of the early morning, I found myself suspended in a moment of deep contemplation. Frida's suggestion, offered in a moment of vulnerability, echoed in my mind—a referral to see a gender specialist.

The very idea wrestled with everything I thought I knew about myself. All my life, the understanding was clear, unambiguous: I was a guy. Yet here I was, Divine, standing at the precipice of a revelation that threatened to unravel the very fabric of that understanding.
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The bus rolled past, its occupants oblivious to the turmoil of the person they briefly glanced at through the windows. I made a decision then, one that felt both terrifying and necessary.

Turning on my heel, the click of the high heels a sharp punctuation to my resolve, I started the walk to the hospital. It was five blocks away, a distance that seemed to stretch with each step, not because of the physical exertion, but because of the weight of what it represented.

With each block traversed, the layers of doubt and fear peeled back, exposing the core of my trepidation. It wasn't just about the fear of what I might discover about myself. It was about confronting a lifetime of social conditioning, of internalized expectations, and the possibility that my understanding of my own identity might be fundamentally flawed.

The hospital loomed ahead, its facade a beacon of both hope and apprehension. My heart pounded, a staccato rhythm that seemed to resonate with each step on the concrete. Entering the building, the cool air of the lobby did little to temper the heat of my nervousness.

I approached the reception, my voice barely above a whisper as I asked for the gender specialist's office. The receptionist's smile was kind, her directions clear, but I barely registered them, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts and fears.

The walk to the specialist's office was a blur, the hallway stretching endlessly, each door I passed a testament to the myriad human conditions treated within these walls. And then, there I was, standing before the door that held the promise of understanding, of clarity.

I knocked, a part of me still desperate to flee, to retreat to the safety of ignorance. But the door opened, and I was met with a gentle smile, an invitation to enter a space that felt like a threshold to a new understanding.

The specialist's office was warm, inviting, and decidedly non-clinical. Books lined the walls, a comfortable couch sat in the middle of the room, and the gentle light filtered through the window, casting a soft glow on everything it touched.

"Divine, is it?" the specialist asked, her voice a calming balm to my frayed nerves. I nodded, taking a seat, my hands clasped tightly in my lap.

We talked, or rather, she listened as I poured out the confusion, the fears, and the hopes that had brought me to her door. It was a conversation unlike any I'd ever had, a delicate exploration of the nuances of gender identity, of the difference between the roles we play and the truth of who we are.

The specialist's questions were probing but gentle, guiding me through the labyrinth of my own psyche, challenging the preconceptions and societal norms that had shaped my understanding of myself.

With each question, each revelation, the weight I'd carried seemed to lighten, the fog of confusion gradually lifting to reveal a landscape of possibility. The idea of gender as a spectrum, rather than a binary, was a revelation, a paradigm shift that challenged everything I thought I knew.
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“It seems like you’re not ready to fully reveal everything yet. We’ll have to talk again when you have time,” she said.

As the session came to a close, I felt a strange mixture of exhaustion and exhilaration. The journey ahead was daunting, fraught with challenges and the potential for more confusion, but it was also a path to authenticity, to a life lived in alignment with my possible true self.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD FLOWN by in a whirlwind of research, transformation, and introspection. My cubicle had become my sanctuary, a place where I could delve into the myriad aspects of transgenderism, explore the nuances of femininity, and revel in the joy of discovering a part of myself I had never known. The work was demanding, the nights long, but each moment spent in this pursuit felt like a step closer to understanding, to authenticity.

The Chanel bag Shawn had gifted me sat on my desk, a tangible reminder of the connection we shared, of the support and acceptance I'd found in him. Every so often, my gaze would drift to it, and I'd allow myself a moment of gratitude, a smile playing on my lips at the memory of his kindness.

Engrossed in paperwork, the quiet hum of the office around me, I barely noticed the passage of time. The world outside my cubicle receded, leaving only the task at hand and the myriad thoughts swirling in my mind about identity, about the future, about Shawn.

The sudden flicker of lights jolted me from my reverie, and I looked up to find Shawn standing at the entrance to my cubicle.

"Why are you still here?" he asked, his voice tinged with concern and something else I couldn't quite place.

I shrugged, a nonchalant gesture that belied the turmoil inside.
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"Just... lots to do. I need to work more," I said, hoping the excuse would mask the depth of my preoccupation, the relentless pursuit of self that had consumed me.

His gaze softened, and he stepped closer, the proximity sending a ripple of tension through me.

"Leave it to Priya," he suggested, his tone gentle but firm.

"Let's have dinner."

The invitation hung between us, charged with an unspoken significance. Dinner. With Shawn. It wasn't the first time we'd shared a meal, but tonight, the weight of everything unspoken, of the journey I was on, lent it a gravity that felt both thrilling and terrifying.

There was a pause, a heartbeat of hesitation, before I nodded.

"Okay," I said, the word a whisper of acquiescence.

Shutting down my computer, I gathered my things, the Chanel bag in hand, and followed him out of the office. The walk to his car was a study in contrasts—the familiarity of our routine meetings against the backdrop of my turbulent emotions.

After dinner, the evening had slipped away from me, each drink loosening the knots of restraint and caution I'd carefully tied around my thoughts and feelings. It was one of those rare nights where the world seemed both brighter and more blurred, where truths hidden in the sober light of day found their way to the surface under the cover of alcohol-induced bravery.

Shawn and I had found ourselves at our usual haunt, a quiet restaurant with dim lighting and an extensive wine list. The conversation had flowed as easily as the wine, a meandering journey through topics mundane and profound. It was in this haze of comfort and intoxication that I found the courage to mention my visit to the gender specialist.

Shawn's interest was immediate, his usual relaxed demeanor sharpening into focused attention.

"You saw a gender specialist?" he asked, his voice tinged with surprise and something akin to curiosity.

The floodgates opened then, my words tumbling out in a rush of confession and revelation. I shared everything—the confusion, the fear, the hope, and the clarity that had begun to emerge from my sessions.

"We talked about identity, about the fluidity of gender... about finding a truth within that I've never dared to acknowledge," I said, my voice a mix of wonder and apprehension.

"Did the campaign trigger your curiosity about this?" Shawn asked, his question cutting to the heart of the matter.

I hesitated, the alcohol and the safety of the dimly lit bar emboldening me.

"That, and... there's another factor. I'm falling for someone. A guy. Which has never happened before," I admitted, the words hanging between us like a confession.

"But mostly, I've realized how happy dressing up makes me feel. How right."

Shawn's reaction was a study in restraint, his expression shifting from open curiosity to something more guarded, more reserved.

"That's interesting," he said, the weight of his words underscored by a subtle change in his demeanor.
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The night wore on, the restaurant’s closing time sending us spilling out into the cool night air. He insisted on driving me home, a gesture of care that felt both comforting and complicated in the wake of my confession.

The ride was quiet, a reflective space punctuated only by the soft hum of the car engine and the occasional flicker of streetlights passing by. My drunken state stripped away the last vestiges of caution, and I found myself leaning towards Shawn, the words I'd been holding back finding their way to the surface.

"I think I love you," I whispered, the admission floating in the space between us, fragile and audacious.

Shawn's response was a sharp intake of breath, a moment of suspended reality as he pulled the car over to the side of the road. He turned to me, his face a canvas of conflicting emotions, and for a heartbeat, it seemed as if he might bridge the distance between us.

But the moment stretched, taut and trembling, and then I was slipping, the edges of consciousness fraying as sleep claimed me. The kiss, a promise hovering in the charged air between us, went unrealized, my confession hanging incomplete in the space where our lips had almost met.

The morning greeted me with the harsh light of reality and a hangover that felt like a marching band parading through my skull. Groaning, I reached for my phone, its screen a glaring beacon in the dim light of dawn. There, amid the clutter of notifications and missed messages, was a text from Shawn: "Sorry, I can't pick you up tomorrow morning. I have an early meeting."

The words, so innocuous and routine, hit me with the force of a freight train. They were a cold splash of water on the smoldering embers of last night's confessions, the almost-kiss that now felt like a figment of my drunken imagination.

"Fuck, I'm so stupid," I muttered to the empty room, the weight of embarrassment settling in my stomach like a stone.

The memories of the previous night flickered through my mind in disjointed flashes—my confession, the charged air between us, the moment our lips had almost met. And then, the abrupt descent into sleep, a merciful blackout that spared me the immediate aftermath of my ill-considered revelation.

Dragging myself out of bed, I stumbled to the mirror, bracing for the reflection that awaited me. The person staring back was a hot mess, a testament to the night's excesses. My makeup was smeared, my hair a tangled disaster, and my eyes bloodshot, the physical manifestations of my inner turmoil.

The shame was acute, a piercing reminder of the vulnerability I'd exposed, the raw edges of my feelings laid bare in the worst possible way.

"You drank too much, Divine. Way too much," I scolded the reflection, my voice tinged with self-reproach.

A shower was the next logical step, a desperate attempt to wash away not just the physical remnants of the night but the mortification that clung to me like a second skin. The water was both punishment and absolution, each drop a searing indictment of my lack of restraint.

As the steam filled the bathroom, I allowed myself a moment of self-pity, the hot water a temporary refuge from the reality that awaited me beyond the curtain. The questions that had once seemed so vital, so urgent, were now overshadowed by the immediate concern of facing Shawn again, of navigating the awkward aftermath of my drunken declaration.

The shower did little to alleviate the hangover or the embarrassment, but it provided a necessary break in the cycle of recrimination that had taken hold of my thoughts.

Dressed and marginally more presentable, I braced myself for the day ahead, each step a rehearsal for the inevitable encounter with Shawn.

The walk to the office was a study in avoidance, my path deliberately chosen to minimize the chance of running into him before I was ready. The possibility of his rejection, of a change in the easy camaraderie we'd shared, loomed large, a specter that colored my every thought.

Arriving at work, I dove into the day's tasks with a fervor born of desperation, a need to occupy my mind with anything other than the swirling vortex of embarrassment and regret. The hours passed in a blur of activity, a welcome distraction from the looming confrontation.

Lunchtime found me adrift in a sea of confusion, the usual anchor of Shawn's company conspicuously absent. His habitual invitation, a constant in the midst of our ever-evolving dynamic, failed to materialize, leaving me unmoored, wondering at the silence. The air felt heavier, laden with unspoken questions and the echo of my own doubts.

Had I said too much?

Pushed too far?

Seeking refuge, I retreated to the bathroom for the disabled, a space that had become all too familiar in my journey of transformation. The mirror reflected back an image of Divine, but beneath the carefully applied makeup and styled wig, I saw only the cracks in my confidence, the fissures in my facade.
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Was I not girly enough?

Did my attempt at embracing this identity fall short in Shawn's eyes?

The questions circled like vultures, each doubt a sharp talon pricking at my self-esteem.

With a sigh, I attempted to bolster my faltering confidence, to remind myself of the strides I'd made, of the authenticity I'd fought to express. Yet, the reassurances rang hollow, the specter of rejection a cloud that dimmed the brightness of my self-perception.

Emerging from the bathroom, I navigated the corridors to the cafeteria, the hum of conversation a distant buzz against the clamor of my own thoughts. There, amidst the throng of colleagues, I spotted Priya, a solitary figure in the crowd. Her presence was a beacon, drawing me in with the promise of familiarity, of camaraderie.

"Hey," I greeted, sliding into the seat opposite her, my attempt at nonchalance belied by the undercurrent of tension in my voice.

Priya looked up, her smile warm but tinged with concern.

"Hey, Divine. You look... off. Everything okay?"

The question, well-intentioned though it was, felt like a spotlight on my turmoil.

"I was just wondering where Shawn is," I ventured, trying to keep my voice even.

Priya's expression shifted, a shadow passing over her features. "Oh, he's out of town," she replied, her tone casual, but the words landed like a blow.

"Out of town?" I echoed, confusion knitting my brow.

"I thought he had a meeting today."

Priya shook her head as she chewed her sandwich. "He's with his girlfriend. Jenna. Why? Do you need something for the campaign?"

The name, unfamiliar and yet laden with significance, was a punch to the gut. Jenna. Shawn's girlfriend. The revelation was a cold wave, dousing the flames of hope and desire that had flickered to life within me. At that very moment, I felt like crap, the floor of my world giving way beneath the weight of this new, unwelcome truth.

The cafeteria, once a place of laughter and light, felt oppressive, the walls closing in. I fought to maintain composure, to keep the hurt from showing on my face.

"Oh," was all I could manage, a pitiful response that did little to mask the turmoil within.

How could I have been so blind?

So naive to think that what Shawn and I shared could be anything more than friendship. He was a top attorney and a political prince with dashing looks. He could probably get any girl he wanted.

The rest of lunch passed in a blur, the food tasteless, the conversation a distant murmur. My thoughts were a whirlwind, cycling through betrayal, embarrassment, and a deep, aching sadness.

I had laid bare my feelings, my identity, only to find myself standing on the outside, looking in at a connection that was never mine to claim.

Leaving the cafeteria, I felt unsteady, as if the ground beneath my feet had shifted. The revelation of Jenna, of Shawn's life outside the confines of our shared experiences, was a reminder of the complexities of human relationships, of the pain that often accompanies vulnerability, and most importantly, of my place.

The walk back to my cubicle was a journey of introspection, each step a meditation on the lessons of the heart. The love I thought I felt for Shawn, the possibilities I had imagined, were now tinged with the bitter knowledge of reality.

As I sat down at my desk, the Chanel bag caught my eye, a physical reminder of the connection I had cherished. Now, it felt like a token of a bond that was more illusion than substance, a memento of a closeness that had veiled a truth I was unprepared to face.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

IT WAS THREE DAYS before the campaign period was to begin, the weight of my unspoken feelings and unanswered questions had driven me to seek solace in the bottom of a bottle. The alcohol, a temporary balm to the ache of loving Shawn, only served to sharpen the pain, each sip a reminder of what I couldn't have.

In a moment of drunken boldness, or perhaps desperation, I sent Shawn a text: "I'm in trouble." It was a lie, a ploy to see him, to breach the distance that had grown between us since the revelation of his girlfriend.

Shawn found me at the bar, the concern in his eyes swiftly giving way to frustration.

"What's wrong with you?" he demanded, his voice a mix of worry and annoyance.

I was beyond caring, the alcohol fueling a flirty bravado that was as reckless as it was false.

"Just wanted to see you," I slurred, my attempt at seduction as transparent as it was pathetic.

“Come on, sexy, let’s dance.”

Shawn's response was swift, his arm encircling my waist as he half-dragged, half-led me out of the bar. I was making a scene, an embarrassment to both of us, but I couldn't stop, the dam of my emotions breached by drink.

Outside, the cool night air did nothing to temper my rising temper. "You blindsided me!" I accused, my words sharp with hurt and betrayal.
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"You changed everything, made me feel things I've never felt, and then... you just leave me hanging!"

“I was just being friendly…” he reasoned, but I wasn’t having it. Shawn's patience frayed, his own anger simmering beneath the surface.

"Friends do not act that way, Shawn! You made me fall for you and then dropped me like I'm nothing."

“Why, is it because of Jenna?! Is it because of another girl!? Yeah, knowing you, you probably have unlimited notches on your bedpost!”

His reaction was explosive, a raw outburst that cut through the night.

"You're not a girl! I can't be with you!" he screamed, the words a harsh denial of everything I'd hoped, everything I'd felt.

The finality of his statement struck me silent, the drunken haze receding as if slapped away by the cold reality of his words. A single tear traced its way down my cheek, the embodiment of the pain his rejection had caused.

"Yeah... you're right," I whispered, the fight draining out of me.

Shawn's anger dissolved into remorse, his features softening.

"I'm sorry. Let me take you home," he offered, a conciliatory gesture that felt like too little, too late.

In a final act of defiance, or perhaps liberation, I removed my heels, the symbol of my transformation into Divine, and threw them to the ground along with the Chanel bag he'd given me.

"I can go home by myself," I declared, my voice steady despite the turmoil within.

The walk away from Shawn was the longest of my life, each step a painful echo of the distance I was putting between us. The campaign, the transformation, the brief glimpse of happiness I'd experienced as Divine—all of it felt like a dream from which I'd been rudely awakened.

The night closed in around me, the city a blur of lights and shadows that mirrored the tumult in my heart. The realization that I'd lost Shawn, that the connection we'd shared was irrevocably damaged, was a bitter pill, one that no amount of alcohol could sweeten.

As I navigated the streets alone, the weight of my heels in one hand and the remnants of my dignity in the other, I couldn't help but replay the confrontation in my mind.
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Had I really expected him to see me as more than a friend, as more than a project?

The folly of my feelings, the naivety of my hopes, lay bare in the wake of his rejection.

The bus ride to my apartment was a reflection, not just on the night's events, but on the entire arc of my relationship with Shawn.

The day before the campaign was set to launch, I found myself at a crossroads, not just professionally but personally and emotionally. The decision to continue with the campaign, to work closely with Shawn after everything that had transpired, wasn't made lightly.

It required compartmentalizing my feelings, adopting a veneer of professionalism that felt as fragile as it was necessary.

The visit to the gender specialist the day before had been illuminating, a deep dive into the tumultuous waters of my identity and feelings. I'd laid everything bare—the campaign, my evolving relationship with Shawn, and the confusion and heartache that came with it.

The specialist listened with a compassionate attentiveness that made it easier to voice thoughts and feelings I'd struggled to admit even to myself.

"It's important to sort out your expectations with Shawn," she'd advised, her words a gentle nudge towards confronting the reality of our situation.

"Understanding your own feelings and where you stand can help navigate this complex dynamic."

Her insights on my gender identity, most especially when I told her that I don’t feel comfortable and confident with dressing up like a guy anymore, struck a deeper chord, resonating with questions and doubts I'd long buried under the guise of societal and religious expectations.

"You may be experiencing gender dysphoria," she suggested, her tone careful, respectful.

"Exploring this identity doesn't have to conflict with your upbringing, but it's a journey you should consider embarking on for your well-being."

The idea of being transgender, of fully embracing an identity that felt both true and terrifyingly foreign, was something I'd wrestled with in the silence of my own mind. My Catholic upbringing loomed large, a specter of guilt and confusion that made the path to acceptance a daunting one.

Armed with the specialist's advice and the clarity of a night spent in contemplation, I approached the eve of the campaign with a resolve that felt both shaky and empowering. The professional mask I'd donned was not just for Shawn's benefit, but for mine, a boundary that allowed me to focus on the work, on the message of the campaign that had become so intertwined with my own journey.


Chapter 12

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS INTO the campaign, the whirlwind of activities, interviews, and public appearances had become my new normal. The message of "You Can Be Anything" resonated deeply, not just with the public but with me personally, as I navigated my own journey of self-discovery and transformation. The campaign had thrust me into the spotlight as its muse, a role that felt both exhilarating and daunting.

Riding in the car with Shawn on our way to Madison Square Garden in New York, the anticipation of the event was palpable. Our relationship, once fraught with personal tension and unspoken feelings, had settled into a more comfortable, professional dynamic.

Yet, there were moments, fleeting but unmistakable, when Shawn's kindness felt like something more, prompting a reminder to myself that it was just his way of being friendly.

The diagnosis of gender dysphoria had been a turning point for me, offering a name to the turmoil and confusion I'd felt for so long. Starting hormone therapy had been a monumental step, one that I'd only been taking for a week, but the psychological impact was profound.

Despite the challenges and adjustments it entailed, there was an underlying sense of rightness, of finally aligning my external reality with my internal truth.

As we neared our destination, Shawn turned to me, his expression one of genuine interest.

"How are you holding up with everything? The hormones, the campaign... it's a lot to handle," he asked, his concern evident.
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I smiled, appreciating the opportunity to share. "It's been a journey, that's for sure. The hormones are... an adjustment. But mentally, I feel more aligned than I ever have. It's like I'm finally starting to see myself clearly."

Shawn nodded, his response supportive.

"I can only imagine. But it's incredible, Divine. You're not just the muse of this campaign; you're its embodiment. 'You Can Be Anything' isn't just a slogan; it's your reality."

The warmth in his words bolstered my spirits, a reminder of the impact our work was having, not just on me but on countless others who saw themselves reflected in the campaign's message.

"And the fans," I continued, a note of wonder in my voice.

"I never expected this kind of response. My Instagram, created just three days ago, has exploded with followers. It's overwhelming but in the best way possible. It feels like I'm connecting with people on a level I never knew possible."

Shawn's smile widened. "That's the power of authenticity, Divine. People respond to it because it's rare, it's courageous. You're inspiring more people than you know."

As we arrived at Madison Square Garden, the nerves began to set in, a fluttering sensation in the pit of my stomach. This was more than just another event; it was a testament to how far I'd come, to the lives we were touching with our message.

Stepping out of the car, the energy of the crowd was infectious, a palpable excitement that fed my own. The realization that I was about to walk onto one of the world's most iconic stages, not just as Divine but as a symbol of change and possibility, was overwhelming.

Backstage, the final preparations were a blur of activity. Shawn was there, offering words of encouragement, a steady presence in the chaos.

"You've got this, Divine. Just be yourself; that's more than enough."

His words, simple yet profound, were the anchor I needed. As I took the stage, the roar of the crowd greeting me, I knew that this moment was bigger than me. It was a celebration of identity, of the myriad paths to finding oneself, and of the undeniable truth that, indeed, you can be anything.
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The event was a blur of lights, music, and voices, but through it all, I held onto the essence of why we were here. Sharing my story, my journey with gender dysphoria, and the transformative power of accepting oneself, I hoped to light the way for others walking their paths in the dark.

Afterward, as the applause faded and the crowd dispersed, the weight of the evening settled around me like a cloak. I had bared my soul, not just as Divine, but as a person navigating the complexities of identity and acceptance in a world that often seemed intent on simplifying both.

That night, in a plush hotel room in Manhattan, I stood by the window, gazing out at the cityscape that stretched endlessly before me. The lights of New York twinkled like stars, a reflection of dreams made manifest in steel and glass. The earlier events at Madison Square Garden, the roar of the crowd, the feeling of being seen and celebrated as Divine—it all felt like a distant dream, yet here I was, living it.

Even if Shawn was out of the picture, this moment, this realization of opportunity and self-discovery, was mine to celebrate. The real me, the person I had fought so hard to understand and embrace, deserved this moment of pure joy and acceptance.

Clad in a silk negligee, my wig perfectly styled, I felt more myself than I ever had. A bottle of champagne sat chilling, its promise of celebration waiting to be fulfilled. I popped the cork, the sound a crisp punctuation to the start of my private celebration.

The opening chords of Whitney Houston's "I'm Every Woman" floated from the TV, a serendipitous soundtrack to my revelry. The music filled the room, Whitney's voice a powerful affirmation of strength, independence, and the multifaceted nature of womanhood.

I danced then, alone but utterly free, moving to the rhythm of the song that seemed to echo my own journey. Each step, each twirl was a declaration of self-love, a celebration of the hard-won acceptance I'd found not just from the world but from within.

The bittersweet realization that this journey had been mine alone, that the validation and love I sought from Shawn were distractions from the more profound journey of self-acceptance, washed over me.

It was a moment of clarity, of understanding that the love I needed most was my own.
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As I danced, the city beyond my window a silent witness to my transformation, I felt the weight of my doubts, my fears, and my longing for Shawn begin to lift. They were replaced by a sense of peace, of wholeness, that I had never known. This was the real celebration, the acknowledgment that I was enough, that I was every woman and more—I was Divine.

The song ended, leaving me breathless and exhilarated, the echoes of Whitney's voice a reminder of the power of embracing one's true self. I poured a glass of champagne, the bubbles catching the light as I raised it in a toast to myself, to Divine, and to the beautiful, complicated, and utterly fulfilling journey of becoming who I was meant to be.


Chapter 13

∞∞∞

MORE THAN A MONTH after the campaign's climax, the office was a hive of nervous energy, a far cry from the usual buzz of productivity. Today was the day—the day the results of the senatorial elections would be announced, determining the future not just for Shawn but for all of us who had thrown our hearts and souls into this race.

Shawn was up against Jonah Fletcher, a name that had become all too familiar in recent weeks. Jonah, with his TikTok fame and millions of followers, represented a new wave of political engagement, one that threatened to sweep Shawn away in its current. The race was tight, too close to call, and the tension in the office was palpable.
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I found myself with Priya in the conference hall, surrounded by colleagues, all eyes fixed on the projector screen where the live broadcast played. The atmosphere was thick with anticipation, each of us holding our breath, waiting for the moment of truth.

Shawn, ever the princely figure, stood apart from the crowd, his gaze not on the screen but fixed on some distant point only he could see. His nervousness, though carefully masked, was evident in the tight set of his shoulders, the rigid posture that spoke volumes.

Priya leaned in, her voice barely above a whisper.

"It's too close. I can't stand this."

I nodded, my own nerves frayed.

"Shawn's worked so hard. It's not just about winning; it's about everything he's fought for, everything we've fought for."

The room fell silent as the announcer's voice cut through the tension.

"And now, the results are in for the senatorial race between Shawn Slater and Jonah Fletcher for the state of New York."

My heart skipped a beat, the anticipation a physical force that seemed to hold us all in its grip. Beside me, Priya gripped my hand, her anxiety mirroring my own.

The announcer paused, a theatrical delay that did nothing to ease the mounting pressure.

"With 52% of the votes, the senatorial seat goes to..."

Time seemed to stand still, the seconds stretching into eternity as we awaited the verdict.

"Shawn Slater."

A collective exhale, a release of breath we hadn't realized we'd been holding, filled the room. A cheer erupted, a cacophony of relief and joy that swept through the crowd like a wave.

Shawn, his composure finally breaking, allowed a smile to break through, the relief in his eyes palpable even from a distance. The room converged on him, a mass of congratulations and back-slaps, but I hung back, observing the scene with a bittersweet feeling in my heart.

Priya turned to me, her eyes shining.

"We did it, Divine! We really did it!"

I forced a smile, my emotions a complex web of happiness for Shawn and a lingering sadness for what might have been between us.

"Yes, we did. He deserves this."

The atmosphere in the conference room was electric, a mix of relief and jubilation following the announcement of Shawn's victory. He stood at the front, the focus of everyone's attention, his usual composure replaced with an excitement that was infectious.

He started with jokes, laughter rippling through the room, breaking the ice and setting the tone for what was to be an unforgettable speech.
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"Wow, what a journey it's been," Shawn began, his voice buoyant, riding the waves of his recent success.

"I mean, who knew that all it took to win a senatorial race was a TikTok rival and an incredibly dedicated team?" His quip drew more laughter, a shared moment of levity amidst the gravity of their achievement.

As his speech unfolded, Shawn's gratitude was palpable, each thank you a heartfelt acknowledgment of the hard work and dedication that had propelled them to this moment. He spoke of challenges and triumphs, of late nights and early mornings, painting a vivid picture of the campaign trail that had tested and ultimately affirmed their collective resolve.

"And, of course, I must give a special thanks to Divine," Shawn continued, his tone shifting, a hint of seriousness threading through his words.

"Who, quite literally, came out of the box to dazzle us all. Divine, your courage, your authenticity... it's been nothing short of inspirational."

A pause hung in the air, heavy with unspoken emotion, as his gaze found mine. The room fell silent, all eyes on us, the weight of the moment pressing in from all sides.

"I think... no, I know this isn't enough," Shawn admitted, stepping away from the podium, his approach deliberate, each step a closing of the distance between us. The room watched in rapt attention as he stood before me, his expression a complex tapestry of emotions.

"I've tried, God knows I've tried, to forget you, to push away what I felt," he confessed, his voice raw, each word a revelation.

"I was confused, afraid of what my feelings for you meant, of being labeled, of facing my own prejudices."

The air between us crackled, a tension borne of months of unspoken truths and buried feelings.

"But if being gay means having the courage, the balls, to love you, Divine, then I'd wear that label with pride," he declared, his voice steady, resolute.

The room held its breath, the significance of his words hanging heavy in the air.

"Divine, I don't just admire you, I don't just respect you—I love you," Shawn continued, his gaze locked with mine, a vulnerability laid bare for all to see. "I love you for who you are, for the journey you've embarked on, for the person you've become. And I want to be part of that journey, if you'll have me."

The question hung between us, a proposal that transcended the conventional, an offer of love that sought no labels, only acceptance.

"Will you be my girlfriend, Divine?" he asked, the words a plea, a hope, a promise.

The room, the campaign, the victory—all of it faded into the background as I processed the magnitude of his confession, the depth of his feelings. In that moment, he wasn't just a colleague, a friend, or even the newly elected senator; he was a man laying his heart bare, seeking connection, seeking me.

Tears pricked my eyes, a rush of emotions overwhelming me—surprise, joy, and an undeniable love that mirrored his own.

"Yes, Shawn, I mean, yes, Senator Slater," I managed, my voice thick with emotion.
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"Yes, I'll be your girlfriend."

The response was immediate, a cheer erupting from our colleagues, a celebration not just of his victory but of our newfound commitment to each other. But in the bubble that surrounded us, none of it mattered. What mattered was the truth we'd acknowledged, the love we'd confessed, and the future we'd chosen to face together.

Shawn pulled me into an embrace, a kiss that was both a seal to our promises and a beginning of a new chapter. And this time, I didn’t fall asleep.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

MORE THAN A YEAR had passed since the whirlwind of the campaign, a period that had seen not just professional victories but personal transformations that were both profound and deeply affirming. My journey, marked by moments of uncertainty and discovery, had led me to this point: recovering from breast augmentation surgery, a step that felt as significant to my transition as any of the emotional milestones I'd navigated.

Bedresting in Shawn's apartment, a space that had become as much a sanctuary for me as it was a home, I found solace in the familiar clack of my laptop's keys.
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Writing on my blog, not quite the magazine column of my dreams but a platform that was wholly mine, I poured my heart and soul into each post.

It was here, in the digital expanse of the internet, that I explored not just the political landscapes I was passionate about but the myriad aspects of femininity that had long fascinated me.

Tonight, like many nights before, I found myself lost in the flow of writing, the clock ticking past midnight as I shared my thoughts, my experiences, and the joys of embracing my identity. From political analysis to beauty tips, my blog had become a tapestry of my life, a reflection of the complex, multifaceted woman I had always been, even when I hadn't fully realized it myself.

Shawn's voice broke through my concentration, a gentle reminder of the time and the need for rest.
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"Let's go to sleep, babe. It's midnight, and staying up isn't good for your recovery," he said, his concern as endearing as it was familiar.

I smiled, saving my work and closing my laptop with a soft click.

"Just one more sentence," I'd protested, a token resistance to the logic I knew was sound.

He approached, leaning down to kiss my forehead, a gesture that still sent shivers down my spine.

"You can write more tomorrow," he whispered, his voice a soothing balm to the part of me that chafed at the enforced stillness of recovery.
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As I settled into bed, his presence a comforting warmth beside me, I reflected on the journey that had brought me here. His steady breathing, the rise and fall of his chest a rhythm that matched my own, was a reminder of how far we'd both come. From colleagues to friends, from friends to lovers, our relationship had evolved, a journey of discovery that mirrored my own.

The campaign slogan, "You Can Be Anything," had become more than just a professional mantra; it was a personal affirmation of the endless possibilities that life offered, of the beauty in becoming who I was always meant to be.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Senator’s Girl? 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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“I just wanted to watch them through the lens. Little did I know, it was the tribesmen eyeing me for my hidden femininity.”

Read The Safari Sweetheart


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

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

“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 Senator’s Girl – A Reluctant Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
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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 |
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" Book written by Bestselling Author
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Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
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