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Introduction

“Three boys, girlified by chance, self-discovery, and love.”

This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.

∞∞∞

Story 1 – Detention Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

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

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

Story 3 – The Farmer's Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Very Girly Boys – Illustrated Feminization Romance Bundle.


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


Detention - Chapter 1
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MY NAME'S NICK STEIN, your usual underdog with an unusual tale to tell. I'm 18, just a kid compared to my golden child of a brother. He's a junior in college, buried in business textbooks while I'm practically consumed with doodling comic characters. Mom, a true patron of the esoteric, would read her tarot cards, while Dad, a stern preacher, would criticize her, and they'd bicker about what they believed.

It was an odd mix, a spiritualist and a preacher under one roof.

One afternoon, the sun was lazily descending and casting an orange hue that bounced off Mom's sequined shawl. The scent of the vanilla candles she lit permeated the room. The candlelight flickered as it danced upon the colorful tapestries draped across the walls, creating a hypnotizing sight.

"Nick," Mom called, her voice as soothing as the warm breeze that rustled through the leaves outside.

"Come here, love."

I sighed, placing my pencil down. My sketchbook bore my latest character, a heroic figure with a black dress and a sword in hand.

[image: sketch book]

I rose from the old, comfortable armchair, its fabric worn down by years of use, and approached the round table where Mom sat. The familiar sight of tarot cards spread out on the antique lace tablecloth greeted me.

"I've told you, Mom," I started, taking the chair opposite her.

"I don't believe in..."

"I know, dear," she interrupted, her green eyes sparkling with an intensity that seemed to reflect the universe.

"But humor your old mother, yes?"

Her worn hands, soft from lotion and smelling faintly of lavender, shuffled the deck with ease and precision. The cards whispered together as they were shuffled, the soft sound was akin to dried leaves dancing in an autumn breeze.

The first card she flipped was The Lovers. Its image depicted two figures bound in an intimate embrace, their connection was evident and undeniable. My heart skipped a beat, a subtle sensation that caught me off guard.

"Ah," she exhaled, tracing her fingers gently over the card.

"The Lovers. This represents partnership. Harmony and mutual respect."

"Sure, Mom," I retorted, rolling my eyes, even as my pulse quickened. Something inside me felt alive, expectant. It was strange and uninvited.

She placed the second card next to the first. The Wheel of Fortune. Its vivid imagery displayed a rotating wheel and several figures, both ascending and descending.

"The Wheel of Fortune," she intoned.

"Change is coming, dear. Your life is about to take a turn."

I sighed, a shiver crawling up my spine. I watched as she revealed the third card: The Star. The hopeful card was awash with vibrant hues, a woman pouring water and a night sky filled with shining stars.

"The Star," she said with a knowing smile, "symbolizes hope, faith, and a great deal of generosity. Your journey won't be easy, Nick, but it will be worthwhile."

I was silent for a moment, studying the cards. I didn't want to believe, but the goosebumps spreading across my skin said otherwise. I watched as Mom flipped the fourth card, revealing The Emperor. A regal figure sat on a throne, commanding and resolute.

"The Emperor represents power, structure, and discipline. Your soulmate, Nick, will embody these qualities."

I couldn't help but scoff. The idea of such a person existing, much less being my soulmate, was just ludicrous. But as I locked eyes with the Emperor on the card, a shiver coursed through me. My disbelief was being chipped away bit by bit.

Escaping from the mystical grasp of the tarot reading, I retreated to the familiar chaos of my bedroom. Sketches scattered everywhere, graphite pencils of varying hardness strewn across the table, and the scent of eraser shavings hung in the air. I nestled into the creaky wooden chair in front of my battered sketchbook, a blank page staring back at me, begging to be adorned with life.

My fingers flew across the keyboard, pulling up an image of The Emperor tarot card. The commanding figure glared back at me, his majestic aura captured within the confines of the card. I couldn't help but compare this figure of authority and stability with my own image, a stark contrast.
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I picked up a pencil, it was familiar, the rough texture of the wood against my skin, the cold hardness of the graphite point. With the image of the Emperor before me, my hand began to move, creating soft strokes that soon turned into a face, a body, an aura of commanding presence.

With each stroke, I was recreating my version of the Emperor. His features sharp and resolute, his eyes deep and knowing. His regal outfit, complete with a crown and scepter, symbols of power and authority, were carefully detailed.

It felt as though I was not only drawing a figure, but etching a prophecy onto paper.

My hand began to cramp from the strain, and I shook it out, dropping the pencil and flexing my fingers. I stood, stretching the stiffness out of my back, the room around me fading into a soft blur as my glasses slid down the bridge of my nose. I pushed them back up, the world sharpening into focus.

The drawing stared back at me, a mirror of the image on the screen but undeniably my interpretation. It was me who had breathed life into this Emperor. I found myself wondering if this was the person my mother foresaw.

An Emperor for me, an 18-year-old who doodles comic characters and daydreams more than he should.

I rose and moved over to the mirror that hung over my desk, cluttered with random doodads, loose change, and comic books. The reflection staring back was a far cry from the Emperor in the tarot card and my sketchbook.

A pair of oversized glasses perched on a freckled nose, sea-green eyes hidden behind thick lenses. My hair was a mess of chocolate brown curls, sticking out in every direction possible, and a smattering of acne decorated my forehead and chin like an unwanted constellation.

My outfit was a far cry from regal— an old flannel shirt, faded to a dull red, over a superhero graphic tee. Worn jeans hugged my lanky frame, evidence of numerous sketching sessions apparent in the graphite stains. The Emperor wore a crown; I wore a worn-out beanie.

"What Emperor would fall for a kid with acne who prefers drawing comics to making friends?" I muttered to my reflection, poking at a new spot on my forehead.

It seemed ludicrous. I was no one special, not like my brother, the golden boy. Who was I but a random high school senior with a dream to become a comic book illustrator?

I glanced back at the Emperor drawn in my sketchbook.

[image: emperor drawing tarot card]

Would my soulmate be as commanding as the Emperor on the card?

Or would they have the gentle strength of the figure I had drawn?

The thought sent an unfamiliar warmth coursing through me, fluttering in my stomach and making my heart beat a little faster. The room felt smaller, a sense of anticipation wrapping around me.


Detention - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, sunlight streamed through my window, casting long, golden shafts across the room. I rubbed my bleary eyes, shuffled to my wardrobe, and yanked it open. It was as if all my shirts had gone on vacation, and all that remained was a lone, pink flannel shirt.

"Pink?" I murmured aloud to my empty room, the garment almost glowing amidst the dull wooden interiors of the closet. I gingerly picked it up, the flannel material soft under my calloused fingers. Its color was soft, not overly vibrant, yet still far from the spectrum of colors I usually stuck to.

With a sigh, I held the shirt up to my nose, it smelled fresh, with a faint trace of the fabric conditioner Mom used. As my mind grappled with the decision, I weighed my options and decided to check the laundry room. Maybe there was something clean there that I could wear.

Barefoot, I padded across the cool wooden floor of the hallway, the soft hum of the air conditioning a soothing background noise. The laundry room smelled strongly of detergent, a scent I associated with cleanliness. Piles of clothes were stacked around, each marked by their owner's name.

My eyes fell on my pile, a stack of t-shirts, jeans, and flannels, all waiting to be cleaned. I picked up a shirt at random, immediately recoiling at the stale smell. It was definitely unwashed, the odor of sweat and sketching sessions lingered in the fabric.

"Nope," I muttered, dropping it back onto the pile. The rest of my clothes didn't fare any better. Each item I picked up smelt worse than the last. A sigh escaped my lips as I realized the pink flannel was my only option.

I trudged back to my room, the pink flannel in hand. For a moment, I stared at my reflection in the mirror, imagining the reaction at school.

They'd already nicknamed me "Nerd Nick", a name I was neither proud of nor bothered by. Now, they would probably come up with something new.

"Brace yourself," I muttered to my reflection, pulling on the pink flannel shirt. It was a size too big, hanging loosely off my frame.

I buttoned it up, each click a reminder of the decision I was making. In a weird way, the shirt felt right. It was soft against my skin, the cotton fabric warm and comforting. I picked up a pair of slightly wrinkled jeans from the floor, sliding into them and doing up the button.

Stepping back to take a look at myself, I had to admit that the pink wasn't too bad. It made me look different, a bit more approachable perhaps. I ran a hand through my unruly curls and adjusted my glasses, a nervous energy bubbling within me.

"But... it's just a shirt," I reasoned, shaking my head at my reflection, "It doesn't define who I am."
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And so, I grabbed my sketchbook, sliding it into my bag along with a set of pencils, and headed for school. Today, I was going to be "Nerd Nick" in a pink shirt, and I would survive.

As I stepped onto the school bus, I straightened my shoulders, a newfound courage burning bright within me. The pink flannel felt like a shield, protecting my vulnerabilities. Perhaps, today would be different. It wasn't just another day. It was the day I wore pink. The day I chose to be bold. The day I faced my fears.

The moment I stepped onto the bus, I could feel all eyes on me. In a sea of blues, blacks, and grays, my pink shirt stuck out like a sore thumb. The bus was already filled with its usual crowd—jocks, nerds, cheerleaders, goths—all of them neatly categorized into their respective high school stereotypes.

As I started walking towards my usual seat at the back, a hand shot out and grabbed my arm. Bruce. The school's very own stereotypical jock and my personal tormentor. His grip was like iron, his hand rough and calloused from all the football he played. I could smell the leather of his jacket, the strong aftershave he doused himself in, a musky scent that seemed to ooze masculinity.

"Nice shirt," he smirked, his voice loud enough for the entire bus to hear.

"Did you get it from the Barbie department?"

A round of laughter echoed through the bus, the cruel sound bouncing off the metal interior and ringing in my ears. My heart pounded in my chest, a mixture of fear and humiliation. My palms started to sweat, and I gripped my sketchbook tightly, its familiar texture grounding me.

I tried to pull away, but his grip only tightened.

"I'm not done with you," he said, pulling me down onto the empty seat beside him. His dark eyes were full of malice, a look I was unfortunately familiar with.

Reluctantly, I sat next to him, the leather seat squeaking under our combined weight. The scent of stale gum and upholstery filled my nostrils, making me want to gag.

"See, I've got this math homework," he started, pulling out a crumpled sheet of paper from his backpack and shoving it into my hands. I glanced down at the paper, equations and problems staring back at me.

"I need it done by the time we get to school."

My hands shook as I held the paper. I could taste the bitter bile rising in my throat, the metallic tang of fear.

"And if I don't?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

A cruel smile twisted his lips.

[image: inside school bus]

"Then, you'll get to experience what it feels like to be the football during practice."

The threat hung in the air, thick and suffocating. I swallowed hard, nodding silently. As much as I loathed the idea of doing Bruce's homework, the thought of being his personal punching bag was even worse.

I fumbled for a pencil in my bag, my hands shaking slightly. The soft chatter of the bus and the low hum of the engine were drowned out by the pounding of my heart. I glanced down at the worksheet, my mind working to solve the equations.

As I worked through the problems, the world outside the bus window seemed to blur into a whirl of colors. Houses, trees, people, they all melded into one as I focused on the numbers, trying to escape from the reality of my situation.

The equations became my lifeline, my escape from the humiliation and fear. My pen moved across the paper, numbers flowing out in a rhythmic pattern, a dance of digits and symbols.

Despite the anxiety gnawing at my insides, I found a strange solace in the numbers. They were constant, predictable, not like people. People were variables, always changing, always unpredictable.

My focus narrowed down to the problems at hand, my mind tuning out the noise, the laughter, and Bruce's occasional jab about my shirt. I let myself be absorbed by the equations, losing myself in their complexity and certainty.

By the time the bus rolled to a stop in front of the school, I'd finished the last equation. I handed the worksheet back to him, my fingers brushing against his as I did. He snatched it out of my hand, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

"Thanks, Nick," he sneered, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

"You're not as useless as you look."

My heart pounded in my chest as I stood up, ready to escape the confines of the bus. The cool metal of the handrail was a welcome relief as I descended the stairs, stepping out into the sunny morning.

Today, I'd survived the bus ride. I'd survived Bruce and his cruelty. I'd survived the laughter and the humiliation. I was still "Nerd Nick" in a pink shirt, but I was also "Nerd Nick" who'd stood up to a bully and survived. I wasn't the Emperor from the tarot card, but maybe I was becoming my own kind of Emperor, one who could face the challenges life threw at him with courage and dignity.

Later that afternoon, the world around me blurred into inconsequence as I focused on the sketchbook before me. The lines took form, shapes emerging under the guidance of my practiced hand.

I was sketching the Emperor card my mom had showed me, adding my own touches and shading. Pencil in hand, I felt invincible, able to create my own reality and escape from the one I lived in.

The scent of graphite filled my nostrils, comforting and familiar, the slight smudge it left on my fingers a reassuring presence.

My concentration was broken by the deep, resonating voice of Mr. Watts.

"Bruce," he called out, the name echoing in the quiet classroom.

Mr. Watts was the kind of man who commanded attention effortlessly. His voice was deep and smooth, with an underlying authority that made every student sit up straighter.

He was tall, with broad shoulders that strained against his crisp, white shirt. His dark hair was always perfectly styled, and his square jaw was often covered with a light stubble. He was ruggedly handsome, the object of many a girl's fantasies.

I watched as Bruce got up from his seat, a confident smirk on his face. His letterman jacket was slung casually over his shoulder, his jeans fitting him just right. He sauntered up to the board, chalk in hand, ready to solve the problem Mr. Watts had written. My heart pounded in my chest, the anticipation making my palms sweaty.

Bruce started writing, his handwriting almost illegible. I watched in growing horror as he jumbled up the equations, wrote the wrong solutions, and made a complete mess of the problem. The classroom was silent, the only sound being the harsh scratch of chalk on the blackboard.
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The moment Bruce turned around, a smug grin on his face, the silence was broken by laughter. The entire class erupted into giggles, Bruce's confident smirk fading into a look of confusion.

He glanced at Mr. Watts, expecting a praise but met with a stern gaze instead.

"Mr. Shayne," Mr. Watts started, his voice filled with disappointment, "Who did your homework?"

The laughter died down, a heavy silence descending upon the class. Bruce hesitated, his gaze shifting from Mr. Watts to the class, then finally landing on me. I could see the realization dawn on his face.

He pointed a finger at me, his voice barely a whisper, "Nick did."

A gasp echoed through the class. All eyes were on me now. I could feel the heat rising to my face, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I had hoped to remain unnoticed, blend into the background as I always did. But now, I was the center of attention.

Mr. Watts looked at me, his eyes piercing through my defenses. I saw disappointment there, a hint of anger, but also confusion. Why would I help Bruce, the jock who tormented me daily?

"Mr. Stein, Mr. Shayne, Principal Garth's office. Now," Mr. Watts ordered, pointing towards the door.

My heart pounded in my chest as I followed Bruce out of the classroom. The hallway was eerily quiet, the only sound being our footsteps echoing off the walls. We were headed to the principal's office, a place feared by every student.

Principal Garth was a stern, middle-aged man, known for his strict discipline and zero-tolerance policy. He had a sharp, angular face, his graying hair always neatly combed back. He was never one to scream or yell, but his icy calm demeanor was terrifying. The way he looked at you, as though he could see right through you, was enough to make anyone squirm.

[image: inside principal office]

As we entered his office, I felt a shiver run down my spine. The room smelled of old books and strong coffee, an almost comforting scent that was at odds with the fear gnawing at my insides. I swallowed hard, bracing myself for the inevitable. The day had just started, and it was already spiraling into disaster.

Despite everything, I couldn't help but marvel at the twisted irony of it all. I had been read a fortune of meeting my soulmate, of transformation and change, and yet, here I was, caught in the chaos of high school politics, facing detention for a deed I had no choice but to commit.


Detention - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

PRINCIPAL GARTH'S OFFICE was a domain that carried an air of solemn authority. The scent of leather-bound books and rich mahogany filled the room. The large oak desk at the center was piled with papers and reports, and behind it sat Principal Garth. His icy blue eyes held a certain sternness that made me swallow nervously.

His gaze shifted between Bruce and me, the silence in the room stretching into eternity.

"Whose idea was it?" he asked finally, his voice steady and unwavering.

Bruce, who was standing tall and seemingly unaffected, shrugged nonchalantly.

"Nick wanted to help me 'correct' my homework," he lied smoothly. As he spoke, his gaze met mine. He subtly clenched his fist, a warning clear in his eyes. I felt my heart beat faster, fear gnawing at my insides.

Swallowing hard, I nodded in agreement.

"Yes, I wanted to help him," I echoed, my voice barely a whisper.

Principal Garth observed us, his brows furrowing slightly. He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. His gaze was penetrating, as if he could see through our lies.

"Bruce, you're suspended from football practice for a week," he said finally, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Bruce's face drained of color.
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"But football is my life," he protested, but Principal Garth just waved him off. With a defeated slump to his shoulders, Bruce left the room, leaving me alone with the principal.

As the door closed behind Bruce, a silence fell over the room, heavy and uncomfortable. Principal Garth's gaze was on me now, a mixture of disappointment and understanding in his eyes.

"Nick," he began, his voice softer now, "I know you're lying. Did Bruce bully you into doing his homework?"

His words hung in the air, an unspoken accusation, a plea for honesty. But fear had its icy grip around my heart. I glanced at the door, half-expecting Bruce to burst in any moment.

"No, he didn't," I found myself saying. "I really wanted to help him."

Principal Garth sighed heavily, running a hand through his hair. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk, his gaze never leaving mine.

"I'm disappointed, Nick," he said, his voice filled with regret.

"You have so much potential. You're a brilliant student, an exceptional artist, and yet you let someone like Bruce walk all over you."

His words stung. I could feel my cheeks burning, shame washing over me. But I said nothing, my eyes fixed on the mahogany desk, its polished surface reflecting my own disappointed face.

"If you refuse to tell the truth, I can't help you," Principal Garth continued, his voice holding a hint of sadness.

"You'll have to face the consequences. I can't protect you if you won't stand up for yourself."
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His words echoed in the silent room, a grim reminder of the harsh reality I was too afraid to face. I was stuck in this cycle of fear and helplessness, caught in the crosshairs of high school hierarchy.

Later that night, the comforting sound of my pencil sketching on the paper was my lifeline as the voices of my parents filtered into my room, an unpleasant cacophony to the otherwise tranquil evening. I tried to focus on the canvas before me, to drown out their bickering with the strokes of my pencil, to create a world where I was the emperor, the one in control.

The sketchbook before me was an escape, a window into a different realm. My pencil glided over the paper, breathing life into my imagination. The palace I was drawing was grand, extravagant - fit for an emperor. Tall spires, intricate arches, lush gardens - each stroke of my pencil added another detail to this dream-like structure.

I found myself imagining the feel of the ornate throne under my fingers, the warmth of the sun streaming in through the grand windows, the scent of roses from the royal gardens wafting in the air.

My mind wandered to the hustle and bustle within the palace, the courtiers in their elaborate attire, the musicians playing a melodious symphony. It was all so captivating, so far removed from the grim reality of my life.

But the harmony of my imaginary world was shattered by the voices of my parents, their argument growing louder. Their words were a blend of sharp accusations and defensive rebuttals, a dance they had perfected over the years.

My father, a devout preacher, stood firm in his belief in organized religion. My mother, on the other hand, was fascinated by the world of the esoteric, convinced that there was more to the universe than what met the eye.

"Dominic, it's not about casting spells or worshiping evil," my mother was saying, her voice pleading, "It's about understanding the energy of the universe, the connection we have with it."

"And I say that's blasphemy, Renee!" my father retorted, his voice filled with indignation, "Our faith in God, that's what connects us to the universe!"

Their voices echoed through the house, shattering the tranquility of my room. The palace I was sketching seemed to crumble under their raised voices, the imagined melodies replaced by the discord of their argument.

Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I put my pencil down, standing up from my sketching desk. My heart pounded in my chest as I walked over to my door, pulling it open.

"Can you please just shut up!" I yelled, my voice cutting through their argument. I could hear my own words echoing in the silence that followed, the abruptness of my outburst shocking even me.

The silence stretched on, heavy and uncomfortable. I stood in my doorway, the echo of my yell hanging in the air, the palpable tension making me wish I could disappear into the sketch of my grand palace.

But I was stuck in this grim reality, trapped in a world where I was far from being an emperor.

The morning came with a heavy dread that hung over me like a thick blanket. As I walked into my first class of the day, the familiar rhythm of high school life seemed strangely out of sync. The chatter of my classmates, the shuffle of papers, the drone of the teacher—it all seemed distant, as if I was standing on the edge of it all, waiting for the inevitable.

The inevitability came in the form of Principal Garth's stern voice over the PA system, summoning me to his office. A chorus of "oooohhhhs" echoed around the room as I got up, my heart pounding in my chest. The sight of Bruce's smirking face was the only thing that matched my dread.

Principal Garth was waiting for me, his gaze stern, his posture rigid. There was a certain finality in his eyes that made my breath hitch

"Nick," he said, his voice steady, "I have no choice."

Then, he pulled out a pink skirt from his drawer, his expression unyielding.

"If you want to live this life, being bullied, then you'll have to face the consequences," he said, his tone final.

I stared at the skirt in disbelief, my mind struggling to comprehend his words. This was insane, utterly, absolutely insane. But Principal Garth's imposing presence, his stern gaze, and his unwavering conviction left no room for protest.

"Change into it," he ordered, his gaze not wavering from mine.

The world seemed to pause, the silence in the office overwhelming. The color of the skirt was a soft pink, a stark contrast to the severity of the situation. The fabric was soft to the touch, cool against my shaking hands.

With a heavy sigh, I took the skirt from him, my mind reeling with a mix of fear, embarrassment, and a strange sense of acceptance. This was happening. This was real. I was about to step out of the principal's office wearing a pink skirt.

I changed quickly, my hands shaking as I buttoned up my hoodie over the skirt. The skirt felt strange around my waist, the unfamiliar sensation of fabric brushing against my legs making me hyper-aware of my own vulnerability. But I had to do this. I had to face this, head-on.
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With a final glance at my jeans folded in my backpack, I stepped out of the principal's office. The world outside awaited me, ready to judge, ready to laugh.

Every step down the school hallway felt like a lifetime as the chatter ceased and heads turned in my direction. The air was charged with an anticipation that prickled at my skin, and I could feel my heart pounding a loud, erratic rhythm in my chest.

A wave of laughter rolled down the hall, threatening to drown me, to pull me under and extinguish the strange sense of resolve I had kindled within me.

Yet, as I forced myself to keep walking, to meet their laughs with an unwavering gaze, something unexpected happened. A chorus of gasps and whispers erupted from a cluster of girls, their eyes wide as they took in my pink skirt.

"Cute skirt, oh my god!" one of them exclaimed, her words making the corners of my lips twitch upward in a small, incredulous smile.

Even the cheerleaders, the epitome of high school popularity, cast admiring glances my way. Their words of approval, laced with genuine surprise, were a balm to my jangled nerves. But their admiration did little to prepare me for the storm waiting for me in my classroom.

My classmates erupted into laughter as I stepped into the room, their faces a mask of shock and amusement. Bruce's laughter was the loudest, his gaze gleeful as he drank in the sight of me in a pink skirt. I felt a blush creeping up my neck, the familiar sting of embarrassment clawing at my insides.

And then there was Mr. Watts, the surprise on his face quickly morphing into confusion.
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"What the hell are you wearing, Nick?" he asked, his gaze stern. The laughter in the room seemed to amplify at his words, ringing loud and clear in my ears.

"It's...uh...it's my punishment, sir," I explained, my voice steadier than I expected it to be, "I was told to change into it during detention."

Silence filled the room, a heavy, oppressive silence that seemed to wrap around me like a shroud. I could feel their eyes on me, their gazes ranging from amused to puzzled to genuinely curious.

I forced myself to meet their stares, to stand tall despite the flush that painted my cheeks a deep shade of red.

As the day wore on, the whispers and laughter followed me like a shadow, a constant reminder of the choice I had made. But amidst the embarrassment and fear, there was a strange sense of liberation. It was as if by donning the pink skirt, I had freed myself from the shackles of their expectations and prejudices.

The cafeteria buzzed with life as I entered, the clatter of trays and the murmur of conversation echoing in the large room. The smell of overcooked vegetables and stale pizza wafted through the air, mingling with the more pleasant scent of fresh apples and oranges. I could taste the bitterness of fear in the back of my throat as my eyes locked onto Bruce, his threatening gaze fixed on me.

"Serves you right," he snarled as I walked past his table, his voice carrying over the noise. His words hit me like a slap to the face, the injustice of his blame leaving a sour taste in my mouth.

I had done nothing wrong, it was all Bruce's fault, and yet he seemed determined to make my life miserable.

"Because of you, I don't get to play football," he continued, his words gaining the attention of everyone around us. The anticipation in the room was palpable, the taste of impending conflict heavy in the air.

He stepped closer, his hand reaching out to grab my collar. His fingers were like iron, cold and unyielding against the fabric of my shirt. I could see the fury in his eyes, the same fury that had led him to bully me in the first place.

The crowd egged us on, their voices a chaotic symphony of cheers and taunts. My heart pounded in my chest, adrenaline coursing through my veins. I was trapped, like a deer in headlights, waiting for the inevitable collision.

But just as Bruce was about to land a punch, Principal Garth swept into the cafeteria, his authoritative figure cutting through the crowd like a knife. He pulled me away from Bruce with a force that left me stumbling, his grip firm on my arm.

"Mr. Shayne!" he addressed Bruce sternly, "I would like to see your parents first thing in the morning!" His words hung in the air, heavy with the threat of serious repercussions. Bruce's face paled, his eyes wide with surprise.

Suddenly, Principal Garth was steering me towards his office again. My heart pounded in my ears, the taste of fear sour in my mouth. His grip on my arm was unyielding, his presence radiating authority and determination.

As I was guided through the hallway, the scent of polished wood and old books grew stronger. The familiar stern countenance of Principal Garth filled my vision, his stern eyes boring into mine. I was going back to the place where this all started, where my life took a turn I could never have predicted.


Detention - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

AS PRINCIPAL GARTH ushered me into his office, his grip around my arm finally lessened. The room was as stern and unyielding as he was, the scent of old books and polished mahogany still pungent. The only difference this time was the softness in his eyes, a vulnerability that felt out of place on his usually stern features.

To my surprise, I saw a sheen of moisture gathering in his eyes, the corners crinkling slightly. It was like staring at a mirage in a desert—so surprising and uncharacteristic. His chest rose and fell with heavy breaths, as though he was fighting an internal battle. His voice, when he finally spoke, was tinged with frustration.

"Why aren't you fighting back? Why are you like this?" he asked, his words hitting me harder than any of Bruce's punches ever could. His gaze bore into mine, searching for answers I wasn't even sure I had.

"I-I don't know," I stammered, "I'm just scared." My words hung heavy in the room, the admission of my fear seeming to echo off the walls. I could taste the saltiness of my own tears, suddenly feeling small and vulnerable under his penetrating gaze.

To my surprise, Principal Garth looked even more upset than before. His jaw clenched as he fought back his own emotions.

"I'm sorry... this is all my fault," he muttered, his voice barely a whisper.

"I shouldn't have made you wear that skirt."

His words washed over me like a wave, leaving me numb and disoriented. I could hear the regret in his voice, the guilt that seemed to weigh heavily on his shoulders. He was blaming himself for the humiliation I had endured, and it broke my heart.

"I want you to change into your jeans," he continued, gesturing towards my backpack, "and then go home early. You need rest."

I nodded, barely trusting myself to speak. As I changed back into my jeans, the soft fabric felt like a comforting touch against my skin.
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Once I was dressed, I turned back to Principal Garth, his eyes still reflecting a deep-seated regret.

Stepping outside the office, I felt the cool air hit my face, a refreshing contrast to the stuffy interior. The hallway seemed quieter, the energy subdued.

As I walked towards the exit, I realized that amidst the whirlwind of events, amidst the fear and humiliation, I had found an unexpected ally in Principal Garth. And for the first time that day, I felt a glimmer of hope.

As I stepped outside the school building, the afternoon sun was a soft caress against my skin. I adjusted the straps of my backpack and began my walk home, the gravel crunching under my shoes in a soothing rhythm. The sound of chirping birds filled the air, their melodious tunes bringing an unexpected sense of calm.

I felt different, as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. My heart was lighter, and for the first time in a long while, I felt special. I was accustomed to being the forgotten one at home—the neglected son, the overlooked brother.

My parents hardly doted on me, always too engrossed in their own world of conflicting beliefs. My brother, the golden boy, never missed an opportunity to rub in the fact that he was the favored one.

But today, something had shifted. Principal Garth's tear-filled eyes flashed in my mind, and my heart fluttered. He had shown me a level of care that I had never received from anyone else. And though it was borne out of an unfortunate incident, it felt incredibly special.

The scent of blooming flowers wafted through the air, a sweet fragrance that made my walk home more pleasant. I pulled out the sketch I had made the previous night, the image of the Emperor still as imposing as ever.

A sense of wonder filled me as I traced the lines I had drawn, the intricate details that made up the powerful figure.

Was Principal Garth the Emperor my mom had predicted? It made sense—he was authoritative, demanding obedience just like the Emperor. But then again, he had also shown me kindness, had apologized for the way things had turned out, and had gone as far as tearing up. He had been firm, yes, but also gentle in his own way.

My thoughts were a whirlwind, a confusing mix of apprehension and excitement. The flavor of uncertainty lingered on my tongue, yet it was not entirely unpleasant. I was intrigued by this new turn of events, by this unexpected connection between my life and the tarot card prediction.

As I reached home, I paused at the door, looking back at the path I had walked. I had a long way to go. But at that moment, I wasn't scared anymore. I was ready to face whatever lay ahead.

Days passed in a blur after that episode. Three days, to be exact. Bruce had been suspended for a week, leaving me to navigate through the labyrinth of high school on my own. The silence that hung around me felt deafening.

Yes, there was peace, but it was a hollow kind of tranquility that made me feel even more lonely than before.

I walked the familiar hallways of the school, my footsteps echoing off the walls in an empty rhythm. The laughter and whispers that used to follow me were now replaced with an unsettling quiet. It was as if I had turned invisible, my existence fading into the background.

The classrooms felt larger, emptier without the looming presence of Bruce. My classmates were wrapped in their own worlds, hardly acknowledging my presence. The teachers droned on, their voices a monotonous hum that did nothing to break my bubble of isolation.

My days were characterized by a constant yearning for something to happen, anything that would break the monotony. I missed the adrenaline rush, the thrill of unpredictability. I missed the odd sense of satisfaction that came from standing up to Bruce, however futile it may have been.

Principal Garth's image flashed in my mind often. His stern eyes, the way his voice had cracked when he spoke to me. He was like a puzzle I couldn't solve, a mystery I couldn't unravel. And for some reason, I found that intriguing.

I found myself sketching him from memory during class, his imposing figure taking shape on the paper. The lines of his face, the curve of his lips—I was fascinated by them all.

Each stroke of my pencil brought me closer to understanding him, to deciphering the complex persona he presented.

I could almost smell the scent of his office, the mix of old books and fresh ink. I could hear the authoritative tone in his voice, could feel the warmth in his gaze. It was these little details that brought my sketch to life, that made him seem real and tangible.

Yet, with each passing day, I felt a gnawing void grow within me. It was as though a part of me had been left in that office, in the company of Principal Garth.

The memory of his tear-filled eyes haunted me, filled me with a sense of guilt and concern. I longed to see him, to assure myself that he was okay. But the distance between us felt like a chasm too wide to cross.

It was ironic, really. For years, I had wished to be left alone, to escape from the relentless bullying. But now, the silence felt worse. The absence of conversation, the lack of human connection—it was suffocating.

[image: classroom]

It was another morning, another day of silence, when I found myself looking for an escape, a way to feel again, to exist. My wandering feet led me to my mother's wardrobe. It was a sanctuary of her past, a treasure chest of memories.

As I rifled through the neatly folded clothes, my hand brushed against a soft fabric. Pulling it out, I held up an old schoolgirl uniform, the once vibrant blue now faded to a softer hue. It was an artifact from a different time, a symbol of my mother's youth. I held the uniform in my hands, feeling its worn-out fabric against my skin. The skirt was pleated, the top button-down with a cute little tie. It was quaint, traditional, and for some reason, intriguing.

Before I knew it, the uniform was in my bag, neatly folded and hidden under my sketchbooks. I felt a weird sense of anticipation, a wild thrill running through my veins. The idea was ridiculous, absurd even. Yet, the prospect of it was intoxicating.

The next day, I found myself in the men's bathroom at school, the uniform clutched in my hands. The tiles were cold under my feet, the fluorescent lights casting an unflattering glow on my skin. I looked at myself in the mirror, my usual hoodie and jeans replaced by the uniform.

The skirt felt soft against my legs, its fabric brushing against my skin as I moved. The blouse was a bit tight around the chest, but it fit. I looked at myself, the mirror reflecting a sight I had never imagined.

It was strange, unfamiliar, and yet, it felt liberating. I felt a sudden surge of power, an inexplicable euphoria. It was like stepping into a different role, like playing a character.

I ran my fingers through my hair, pulling it into a makeshift bun. My acne-laden face looked odd under the feminine attire, but it didn't matter.

As I walked out of the bathroom, I felt the air shift around me. The skirt swished with my movements, the fabric rubbing against my legs. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet, I was exhilarated. It was the thrill of doing something outrageous, of breaking norms and pushing boundaries.

My heart pounded in my chest as I entered the hallway. The silence broke as murmurs filled the air, eyes widened, and laughter echoed. I was the center of attention, the hot topic of the day. It was overwhelming, unnerving, and yet, it was the most alive I had felt in days.
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I held my head high, my steps confident. I was no longer the bullied, invisible Nick. I was the empress, the princess. I was powerful, fierce, and untamed.

The laughter, the teasing, the snide comments, they all washed over me. I was invincible, a force to reckon with. And even though the attention was negative, even though people were laughing at me, I was there. I was seen. And for the first time in days, I felt like I existed.


Detention - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE SHRILL SOUND of my name echoing in the hallway broke me out of my reverie. I turned to see Principal Garth striding toward me, his usually composed face a mask of confusion and concern. His tailored suit was a stark contrast to my secondhand uniform, and suddenly, I felt small.

"What on earth are you doing?" His words pierced through the laughter and whispers that had filled the air. His eyes bore into mine, seeking an explanation, a reason, something to make sense of my unexpected transformation.

Despite the shock and concern on his face, a strange satisfaction washed over me. He had noticed me. I was no longer a face in the crowd. I mattered. The irony wasn't lost on me. I had to wear a skirt to be seen, to be acknowledged. But the feeling was too intoxicating to let go.

"I... I don't know," I stammered, my voice barely a whisper. I looked at him, seeing the same stern face that had sent chills down my spine just days ago. But this time, I wasn't afraid. I was exhilarated. I was seen. I was noticed.

"When you made me wear that skirt," I continued, my voice steadier now, "I felt seen. I felt like I existed. I didn't feel like a random loser. I felt... different, in a good way."

My words hung in the air, raw and honest. His eyes softened as he processed what I said. He seemed taken aback, as if he didn't expect such honesty. But there was something else in his gaze – a glimmer of admiration.

"Does your family know about this?" His voice was gentler now, his stern demeanor replaced with concern. It was a fair question. After all, my sudden transformation was drastic, swift, radical even.

"No," I admitted, "I stole this from my mom's closet and wore it in the bathroom earlier."

His eyes widened slightly, surprise etched on his features. But there was no judgment, no disgust, only surprise, and a hint of understanding.
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"Come to my office tomorrow," he said after a long pause. His voice was firm, yet devoid of any anger or disappointment. His eyes bore into mine, their stern gaze replaced with an odd mix of pity and respect.

And at that moment, I knew that he saw me. He saw the person behind the uniform, behind the act. He saw me.

As he walked away, the laughter and whispers resumed, filling the hallway once again. But it didn't matter anymore. I turned to face the crowd, the skirt of my uniform swishing around my legs.

I felt the cool fabric against my skin, the light tugging at my makeshift bun. I tasted the sweet, intoxicating thrill of attention, of power, of existence. I heard the whispers, the laughter, the mockery. I saw the surprised, amused, and bewildered faces around me.

I was no longer Nick Stein, the random loser. I was no longer invisible, unheard, unseen. I was the empress, the princess, the emperor. I was strong, brave, unapologetic.

I was me.

The next day, when I walked into the principal's office, a flurry of emotions swirled within me. A peculiar mix of fear, curiosity, and excitement fluttered in my stomach. There was a sense of anticipation as I sat on the chair, my heart pounding against my ribcage.

To my surprise, Principal Garth wheeled out a small luggage case. It was plain, somewhat worn out. But it was what lay inside that caught my breath. An array of dresses, lingerie, and neatly stacked boxes of what I presumed were cold wax strips stared back at me.

"If you want to be seen, you have to do it the right way," he said, his voice carrying a touch of tenderness. The sentence hung in the air between us, like a question waiting to be answered. I glanced back at him, my eyebrows furrowed in confusion.

"What do you mean?" I finally managed to ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

His eyes held a soft gleam as he looked at me. He seemed to be reminiscing about something distant, yet close to his heart.

"You have to look pretty for it," he replied, his eyes not leaving mine. His words seemed to fill the room, echoing in the silence.

And then, he told me his story.

His wife was a transgender woman who had passed away due to lung cancer. As he recounted their journey, his love and adoration for her was palpable. He shared tales of her transition, their shared joys and struggles, the lessons they had learned. I listened, captivated by the love story that unfolded before me.

He shared his grief, his loneliness, his fond memories of his late wife. He spoke of her courage, her resilience, her beauty. And in doing so, he painted a picture of a woman who had found her identity, her place in the world, despite all odds.

The luggage, he explained, was her last gift. A memento of their shared journey, a treasure chest of her life's transformation.

“Lift your jeans, please,” he requested.

Fear gripped me as he picked up a wax strip. The coldness as he pressed it against my leg.

"I'm scared," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. The words echoed around the room, reverberating against the walls.

"Don't be," he reassured me, his voice calm and steady. There was a strange sense of comfort in his words, a soothing warmth that lulled my fears. I closed my eyes, the sound of his voice my only anchor in the storm of my emotions.

When I finally dared to lift my gaze, I saw him looking at my legs. His fingers traced the smooth skin, his touch surprisingly gentle. The sensation sent shivers up my spine. My legs felt different—smoother, softer.

"I think it's best if you change into the skirt," he suggested, the statement hanging in the air like an unexpected, yet gentle, breeze.

His suggestion caught me off-guard. I looked down at the uniform lying neatly folded on the table, the soft pink fabric inviting, almost beckoning. It was unlike anything I'd ever worn before, but oddly, it felt right.

I nodded, my heart thumping against my ribcage, and took the uniform into the restroom. There was a bizarre sense of freedom as I traded my jeans for the pink schoolgirl skirt.

The fabric was soft against my freshly waxed skin, the pleats cool and comfortable. As I looked at myself in the mirror, there was a newfound sense of belonging. I felt like I was finally embracing a part of myself that I'd always ignored.

Emerging from the restroom, I found Principal Garth waiting, wax strips in hand. He instructed me to sit on the chair, explaining that schoolgirls were often hairless, and if I wanted to be seen, I needed to look the part.

He was patient, his hands working meticulously, waxing the rest of my legs. His touch was tender, his movements assured.

He took his time, his actions methodical, ensuring that every hair was removed. The waxing was painful, but the pain was bearable. With every strip he pulled, I felt lighter, freer, my skin becoming smoother. The sensation was odd, and yet oddly satisfying.
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When he had finished waxing my legs, he moved on to my face. His touch was gentle as he applied the wax, the sensation slightly burning, but tolerable.

"Don't worry, I had acne before too. It will disappear in your 20s," he said, his voice soothing. His words were like a balm, easing the sting of the wax and the sting of years of insecurity about my acne.

With each strip, the roughness of my face was replaced with a tender softness. I touched my face, amazed at how smooth it was.

As I watched him clean the remaining wax off my skin, I felt a sense of admiration for him. He was helping me, caring for me, in ways no one else had. In his presence, I felt seen, heard, understood.

We didn't speak much as he continued waxing the rest of my body. The room was filled with a serene silence, the occasional rustle of wax strips the only sound breaking the tranquility. The process was oddly therapeutic, a cathartic release from years of insecurities and self-doubt.

By the time he finished, I felt transformed. My skin was smooth and soft, my body hairless. I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing not just a schoolgirl, but an entirely new version of myself.

And for the first time, I felt cared for, truly cared for. It was not the care of a family member or a friend, but of someone who saw me, truly saw me, for who I was and who I wanted to be.

Moments later, the silence that hung between us was deafening. My heart pounded in my chest like a trapped bird flapping against the bars of its cage.

Principal Garth's hand brushed against the strands of my hair, tucking them behind my ear with a tenderness I wasn't used to. His touch was warm, unexpectedly soft, and it sent a shiver down my spine. The air around us buzzed with a tension that left me feeling both exhilarated and terrified.

His fingers brushed against the edge of my ear, his touch feather-light yet firm. My skin tingled where he had touched, his warmth seeping into me.

There was a look in his eyes that I couldn't quite decipher, an intensity that was overwhelming. It was as if he saw something in me that I hadn't yet realized. I could feel the weight of his gaze, my heart pounding even louder, the noise deafening in the silence of his office.

Then, he pulled out a small bag from his drawer. It was a simple black velvet pouch, unassuming in its appearance. As he unzipped it, an array of makeup spilled out onto his desk—lipsticks in various shades, mascara, blush, eyeliners.
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It was a feast for the eyes, the colors vibrant and mesmerizing. He handed it to me, his eyes soft and understanding.

"This is your homework," he said, his voice soft, "I know you are artistic, you will figure it out quickly."

My hand shook as I reached out to take the pouch from him. The texture of the velvet was soft under my fingertips, a stark contrast to the rough callouses on his hand. His fingers brushed against mine as I took the pouch, the brief contact sending another shiver down my spine.

"Nick," he continued, his voice low and soothing, "If Bruce bullies you, just tell me. I'll protect you from whoever." The promise in his words felt like a shield, a beacon of safety in the tempest that was high school.

I was overcome with a wave of gratitude, my eyes stinging with unshed tears. I had never felt this kind of protection before, this sense of being cared for.

As I walked out of his office, the pouch of makeup weighing heavy in my backpack, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of peace.

Principal Garth's words echoed in my head, a mantra that gave me the strength to face the world. I was no longer just Nick Stein, the invisible kid, but someone who had the potential to be something more.


Detention - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

BATHED IN THE FAINT, warm glow of my room's overhead lamp, I sat before my mirror, surrounded by the treasures of the black velvet pouch. A wave of anticipation washed over me as I reached for the first tool of my transformation: a tube of concealer.

My fingers trembled as I unscrewed the cap and applied a dot to my index finger. I inspected the mound of off-white cream with trepidation, my heart pounding in my chest.

I'd watched the videos, committed the tutorials to memory, but this was the first time I'd actually tried to cover my acne. The journey from my finger to my face felt like a marathon. I could feel the cool, slick texture of the cream as I began to dab it on my pimples, wincing slightly as I felt the sensitive areas.

The concealer was cold against my skin, a refreshing contrast to the heat that was radiating off of me. It had a strange smell, not unpleasant but foreign.

It reminded me of Principal Garth's office, a faint scent of roses and lavender that seemed to permeate every product. It was a comforting scent, reminding me that I was not alone in this journey.

With every dab of the concealer, I could see my blemishes disappearing, replaced by a flawless canvas. My reflection in the mirror began to morph, changing into someone I hardly recognized. It was as if I was peeling back the layers of the old Nick, revealing a new and improved version. A version that was more confident, more radiant, more...me.

Next, I picked up a compact of foundation, its case cool and smooth against my palm. The puff inside was soft and fluffy, tickling my fingers as I picked it up. I could feel the smooth powder on my skin as I started to apply it, brushing it all over my face in light, even strokes. It was as if I was painting, but this time, I was the canvas.

The transformation was subtle, yet powerful. I could see my skin becoming smoother, more even. The feeling was exhilarating, a surge of confidence blooming within me. The foundation felt light on my skin, a barely-there layer that seemed to breathe new life into me.

Next came the blush. The blush was a vibrant, rosy pink that looked intimidating in its compact. However, when applied, it gave my cheeks a natural, flushed look.

It felt silky on my skin, adding a youthful glow that I hadn't seen before. The process was oddly therapeutic, each stroke of the brush making me feel more alive.

The mascara came next, a daunting challenge that I had been dreading. My hand shook as I unscrewed the cap, the brush looking like a miniature torture device. However, as I applied it, I realized that it wasn't as scary as I thought.

With every stroke, my lashes seemed to grow longer, more voluminous. The effect was dramatic, my eyes appearing larger and brighter.

The last step was the lipstick. The tube was sleek and elegant, the color a muted pink that matched my blush. As I applied it, I could feel the velvety texture gliding over my lips. The color was beautiful, adding a pop of color that brightened my entire face.

As I looked at my reflection, I could hardly recognize the person staring back at me. I was no longer the insecure boy who hid behind his sketchbook. I was bold, confident, beautiful.
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The transformation was magical, a metamorphosis that left me breathless. I felt like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon, ready to spread its wings and take flight.

My heart pounded in my chest as I thought about Principal Garth.

Would he like my transformation?

Monday morning arrived with a sense of anticipation that tingled through my veins like an electric current. It was a familiar routine: wake up, dress up, eat breakfast.

But this time, things were different. I was different. I was not just Nick Stein, the ordinary high school boy. I was the Nick Stein, the high school boy who dared to wear a schoolgirl uniform.

Bruce was back in school after his week-long suspension. His usual aura of arrogance and dominance seemed somewhat tempered, subdued. He was quieter, his eyes flitting around the room nervously. His gaze landed on me, lingered for a moment too long before quickly looking away.

It was strange, Bruce ignoring me. The hallways of the school, once a battleground, now felt oddly peaceful. I caught him sneaking glances at me several times throughout the day, his eyes wide and curious. But he said nothing, did nothing. It was as if he was a different person.

I couldn't help but wonder, had Bruce changed after the suspension?

Was he avoiding trouble?

Or was it something else?

As these thoughts swirled in my mind, I felt a sense of odd tranquility. His silent acceptance, his quiet admiration, it felt oddly satisfying.

After school, I found myself in Principal Garth's office. The familiar scent of roses and lavender filled my senses, grounding me. I felt a rush of anticipation, a flutter of nervous energy as I waited for his arrival.

"Nick," his voice boomed as he entered, his eyes wide with surprise, "You look...wow, you're so gorgeous." His words, though unexpected, sent a rush of warmth through me. My cheeks flushed as I thanked him, the compliment settling comfortably in my heart.

"You should grow your hair longer," he continued, his gaze sweeping over me. I nodded, filing away his advice for later. He then went to his drawer, retrieving another bag. It was larger this time, bulging with contents that had my heart pounding in my chest.

Inside were several pieces of lingerie. Delicate lace, soft satin, intricate embroidery. The textures felt extravagant, luxurious. I had never worn anything like it before. The idea was daunting, the prospect of donning such intimate apparel made me nervous.

Seeing my hesitation, he explained, "You need to wear them to feel it from the inside. To shine brighter on the outside." His words, though comforting, did little to quell my nerves. But I trusted him. I trusted his judgment, his guidance.

The lingerie felt soft against my skin, the lace tickling my thighs, the satin cool against my bare back. It was different, uncomfortable yet intriguing. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, a wild rhythm that echoed through the silent office.

Inside Principal Garth's bathroom, I was greeted by the sight of a full-length mirror, its silvery surface reflecting my image back at me. The pink lacy lingerie I wore seemed to glow under the soft bathroom lights.

I stared at my reflection, feeling an odd combination of nerves and excitement. The lingerie was beautiful, the lace hugging my body, the satin ribbons giving it a touch of whimsical femininity.

Principal Garth's touch surprised me. I hadn't heard him enter, lost in my reflection. His hand was warm against my shoulder, his fingers gently kneading the tense muscles.
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"Wow, stunning," he said, his voice filled with appreciation.

His praise warmed me from the inside, a spreading sensation that settled comfortably in my stomach. I could feel a stirring within me, an arousal that was both unfamiliar and terrifying. I could feel myself harden against the fabric of the lacy panties, my body reacting to the intimate situation I found myself in.

Embarrassingly, he noticed my arousal. It was impossible to hide, the thin lace doing nothing to conceal the bulge. But he said nothing, his touch never faltering and the look in his eyes seeming like they were lit for a bonfire.

I was a virgin, inexperienced in these matters. The situation was overwhelming, my arousal and anxiety warring within me.

In a rush, I pulled the schoolgirl uniform on over the lingerie. The pleated skirt felt cool against my legs, the blouse soft against my chest. As I buttoned up the blouse, I could still feel the lace of the bra underneath, an intimate reminder of what I wore beneath.

"Sorry," I said, my voice shaky, "this is too much." I couldn't meet his eyes, couldn't see the reaction on his face. I was embarrassed, unsure of how he'd react.

Without waiting for a response, I fled. I rushed out of his office, the door closing behind me with a soft click. My heart pounded in my chest, a wild rhythm that echoed the chaos in my mind.

In the hallway, I almost ran into Bruce. His eyes widened in surprise, taking in my disheveled appearance. My makeup was flawless, despite my earlier panic, my hair in a disarray around my face.

But it was the peak of the pink lacy bra from underneath my blouse that had him shocked.

Bruce's eyes flicked towards the door of the principal's office, realization dawning on him. He didn't say anything, simply staring at me in shock. It was a strange sight, Bruce the bully rendered speechless.

A week had passed since that shocking encounter in the hallway. I was in my bedroom, my sanctuary amidst the chaos, my heartbeat pulsing in my ears. Fear gnawed at my insides, stoked by the incessant 'what ifs'.

What if Bruce had spilled the beans?

What if the school was already humming with rumors, fueled by his twisted retelling of the scene?

Bruce. The mention of his name alone was enough to sour the taste in my mouth. Over the years, he'd become a master at undermining me, his manipulative games as routine as the ticking of a clock.

Now, I was terrified that he might use our latest encounter as ammunition for his next attack.

The creaking of the door interrupted my frantic thoughts. My mother was standing there, her eyes soft, her expression a curious mix of concern and understanding.

"Is there something you're not telling me...?" she asked, her voice gentle, inviting me to share the burden of my secrets.

“Don’t try to lie, my cards are always right,” she added.
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Her simple question broke the dam. The words tumbled out in a rush, the week's stress flooding out in a gush of confessions.

"I've been dressing up as a girl in school," I confessed, the words hanging heavy in the air.

For a moment, there was silence. Then my mother chuckled, a sound so soft I almost missed it.

"I know, sweetheart," she said, a playful glint in her eyes.

"You're terrible at fully removing your eyeliner and you didn’t fold my old uniform properly when you returned it in my closet."

It took me a moment to register her words.

My mother knew?

Had known all along?

The realization left me breathless. Relief washed over me, a cooling balm to my raw nerves.

She extended her arms towards me, an offer of comfort. I fell into her embrace, my body shaking with the aftershocks of my confession. She held me tight, her arms strong around me, her heartbeat steady against my ear.

"Are you transgender?" she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper. I pulled back, her gaze meeting mine.

"I don't know," I admitted, my voice shaking.

"I really don't know, mom."

"Shh, it's okay," she comforted, her hand gently stroking my hair.

"We can figure this out together. I'll take you to see a doctor, okay?"

"But what if dad finds out?" I asked, the question hanging heavy between us. She sighed, a soft sound of frustration.

"Stop worrying about your father," she said, her voice firm.

"You're my baby. You'll always be my baby. And if he tries to stop you from being who you are, well... I'll hex him."

I laughed, despite my anxiety. It was so like my mother to throw her beliefs into the mix, her faith in the occult a long-standing facet of her personality. We laughed together, the tension in the room dissolving into a blackhole.

“Just so you know, when I was pregnant with you, I’ve always wanted a baby girl. I wonder if that means anything,” she added.

I could feel the tears prick at the corners of my eyes. They rolled down my cheeks, drops of relief and acceptance. My mother wiped them away, her touch gentle and reassuring.

That night, she tucked me into bed, her gentle humming filling the room. I could smell the faint scent of her perfume, a soothing blend of lavender and vanilla.

It felt as if a huge weight had been lifted off my chest. For the first time in weeks, I felt genuinely at peace. I was validated, not just by my mother's words, but by her acceptance of me.


Detention - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS had passed since that life-changing discussion with my mother. I was Nick no longer. I was Nikki. The name felt like a second skin, more comfortable, more authentic than the one I'd worn for so many years.

I was on hormones now, the small white pills a physical manifestation of my transition. I was transgender and my family... well, they were trying to come to terms with it.

My mother was a rock, steadfast and supportive. My brother, surprisingly, had been understanding too. He had even taken me to get hair extensions, his treat. I smiled at the memory, my fingers running through the chestnut locks that now fell to my waist. I was touched by his gesture, his acceptance was more than I could have asked for.

And my father... Well, my father was a pastor, his beliefs rooted in scripture. But his love for me was stronger than any text, any sermon. He was having a hard time, yes, but he was trying. His way of coping was through control, strict rules and curfews now that I was a girl. But I understood, I was his daughter after all.

The dawn of Monday brought with it an air of excitement. My reflection stared back at me from the mirror of my new dresser, a thoughtful gift from my father.
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My room had undergone a transformation, just like me. It was now a sanctuary of femininity, painted in hues of pink and cream.

I studied my reflection, the person I saw was different, yet the same. The hormones hadn't changed me much physically yet apart from my acne that seemed to calm down, but inside, they were weaving magic. There was a softness, a kind of tranquility that had begun to seep into my soul. I felt more in tune with myself, more at peace with my identity.

My hands lingered over my new school uniform, the fabric smooth against my fingers. It was a simple ensemble: a checkered red skirt and a white blouse. But to me, it was more than just clothes. It was a symbol of my new life, my new identity.

I dressed with care, paying attention to every button, every fold. The skirt swished around my knees, the blouse hugged my body in all the right places. My long hair cascaded down my back, the extensions blending perfectly with my natural hair.

The day was beautiful, the sun painting the sky in hues of orange and gold. I could smell the freshness of the morning, the dew on the grass, the lingering scent of my mother's pancakes from the kitchen. My heart was pounding in my chest, each beat a testament to my anxiety, my anticipation.

Today was my debut.

I could taste the sweetness of my strawberry lip balm as I swiped it over my lips, the final touch to my makeup. I was still getting used to it, the subtle art of enhancing one's features. I was no expert, but I was learning, improving with each passing day.

Moments later, I took a deep breath as I climbed up the steps of the school bus. The familiar squeak of the rubber on the steps echoed in the hushed silence. As I stepped onto the aisle, a collective gasp followed by whispers filled the bus.

"Wow, Nick, you look like a real girl," one of the girls, Jenna, blurted out, her eyes wide. Her words hung in the air, a ringing validation of my new persona.

I flashed a shy smile, feeling a rush of euphoria.

"Thanks, Jenna," I replied. I was Nikki now, but I wasn't expecting people to adjust as quickly as I had.

A throng of girls surrounded me, their hands reaching out to touch my hair extensions.

"It's so pretty. Where did you get it?" Jessica, one of the cheerleaders, asked, her voice filled with genuine curiosity.

"My brother bought it for me," I replied, a sense of pride filling me. It felt good, being accepted by the girls who I had once looked at from afar.

Looking around, I noticed the bus had filled up quickly. There was just one vacant seat, right beside Bruce. His eyes were fixed on me, a mix of shock and... was that curiosity?

I took a moment to compose myself, smoothing my skirt, adjusting my blouse, before making my way towards him.

Sitting down, the familiar scent of his aftershave filled my nostrils, a musky blend of cedar and citrus. I could feel his body heat radiating off him, seeping through the thin fabric of my blouse.

"Hey Bruce," I said, my voice surprisingly steady.

He remained silent, his gaze focused on the window. His silence was unnerving. But it was also somewhat familiar, the same stony silence he often displayed in class.

Trying to break the silence, I launched into a trivial conversation about our History homework. Bruce remained silent, the occasional nod his only response.

Just when I was about to give up, his voice cut through the chatter of the bus.

"Meet me on the football field during lunch," he said, his tone authoritative, demanding almost.

I blinked in surprise, the suddenness of his words catching me off guard. I didn't expect him to acknowledge me, much less request a meeting. But there was a familiar undercurrent in his words, the same Bruce-like confidence that I was used to.

I nodded, a soft "Sure," escaping my lips. I could feel a pang of anticipation, mixed with a hint of fear. I didn't know what to expect from our meeting, but I knew it was a step in the right direction.

For the rest of the bus ride, my mind was a whirl of thoughts.

Was Bruce going to be accepting?

Was he going to make fun of me?

The questions tumbled one after the other, leaving me restless.

But amidst the chaos of my thoughts, there was a sliver of happiness. Happiness at the familiar conversation, happiness at being acknowledged.

And maybe, just maybe, a bit of happiness at being accepted as Nikki. As myself.

As the bus pulled into the school parking lot, I gathered my bag, smoothed my skirt and stood up. The familiar chatter of my classmates filled the air, their voices a soothing balm to my nerves. I took a moment to steady myself, my heart pounding in my chest, my palms sweaty.
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Throughout the morning classes, I noticed Bruce glancing in my direction. It was as if he couldn't help but study this new version of me. Each time I'd catch him, he'd look away quickly, but there was something different about his gaze.

It was soft, less harsh than the typical Bruce-stare I was used to. It left my mind racing, thoughts bouncing off the walls of my mind like a chaotic ping pong match.

When the lunch bell finally rang, a wave of nervous anticipation washed over me. I made my way to the football field, my heels clicking rhythmically against the concrete. The early afternoon sun cast long shadows across the field, and I could make out Bruce's figure under the bleachers.

As I neared, I noticed a picnic mat spread out on the ground, and my eyebrows shot up in surprise. He sat there, looking oddly out of place with the mat and a packed lunch by his side.

"Sit down," he said, patting the spot beside him. There was a gentleness in his voice that took me aback. I complied, lowering myself onto the mat and smoothing out my skirt under me.

I watched him in disbelief as he started to unpack the lunch, laying out sandwiches and a bottle of juice. His actions were so out of character it was disorienting, but at the same time, it was comforting.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked, looking at him, our eyes meeting for the first time since I sat down. He shrugged, a faint smile dancing on his lips.

"Just thought I'd invite you here," he replied, avoiding my gaze.

There was an awkward silence, the usual bravado missing from Bruce's demeanor. His eyes roamed my face, a soft intensity in them that I couldn't comprehend. Finally, his gaze settled on mine, his eyes flickering with a question.

"What were you doing in Principal Garth's office that afternoon?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. The question hit me like a brick. It was unexpected, and yet I should have seen it coming.

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing to come up with a plausible answer. I wasn't ready to reveal my secret. I wasn't ready to cause a scandal. So, I lied.

"I was doing detention time, cleaning his office," I said, keeping my gaze steady.

"I don't believe you," he responded quickly, his tone stern.
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"I don't want you to ever go to his office after school again, do you hear me?" His sudden command surprised me. I could see the worry in his eyes, the protectiveness, but I couldn't understand why.

"What's wrong with you?" I retorted, frustration creeping into my voice. I didn't need his protection. I didn't ask for it.

Without another word, Bruce rose from the mat, leaving the uneaten lunch behind. I watched as he walked away, a strange sense of unease settling within me.

What was he thinking?

Why did he react like that?

The rest of the day went by in a blur, Bruce's words echoing in my mind. I was left with more questions than answers, the mystery of his behavior gnawing at me. But amidst the confusion, one thing was clear—my transformation had set a series of events into motion, events that I was yet to comprehend.

That night, as I laid in my bed, I thought about the day's events. The acceptance, the unexpected lunch, Bruce's stern warning—it was all too much to process.


Detention - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS had passed since my transformation, and my life was like a whirlwind of change. I had made new friends, a group of popular girls who had taken me under their wing. They loved the diversity I brought to the group, and I had to admit, it was nice to be accepted, to be seen.

One day after school, we had gathered in Hannah's bedroom for a girls' night. Hannah was the unofficial leader of our group, her room decorated with pastel colors and shelves adorned with numerous beauty products.
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"Alright, Nikki, it's makeover time," Sarah squealed, her hands fluttering over the array of makeup products spread on Hannah's vanity table. The excitement was tangible, the air in the room charged with a kind of giddy energy.

"Easy, Sarah, we're not painting a canvas here," Hannah chuckled, playfully swatting Sarah's hand away.

"Let me do it. I have a lighter touch."

There was a playful argument over who got to 'work' on me. Their excitement was contagious and before long, I was laughing along with them.

It felt strange, like I was living in a dream. I was their Barbie doll, their plaything, and yet, I felt accepted, included, loved.

I was seated on Hannah's plush vanity chair, my eyes half-closed as she expertly applied makeup to my face. The cold touch of the foundation brush against my skin, the floral scent of the setting spray, the soft murmurs of my friends in the background - it all felt surreal.

As she moved on to my eyes, the room grew quiet, the only sound was the soft rustle of the makeup brushes. Suddenly, Lily broke the silence, "So girls, what's the gossip on boys these days?" She asked, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

The room erupted into a cacophony of voices, names and stories flying around the room. Then, the name that I had been dreading popped up, "Bruce."

"Bruce is cute," Hannah commented, not looking up from my face, her attention still on my eyelashes.

"But isn't he gay?" Sarah asked, her eyebrows furrowing.

"I mean, he's never had a girlfriend and he's always kind of...weird."

I tensed, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew this conversation was bound to happen eventually, but I wasn't prepared. I had kept my history with Bruce a secret, not wanting it to taint my new relationships.

"Well, what do you think, Nikki?" Hannah asked, finally looking at me.

"You've known him for a while, right?"

The room fell silent, all eyes on me. I swallowed hard, searching for the right words.

"He tormented me all throughout high school," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper.

"I don't want to talk about him."

There was a beat of silence, then the girls nodded, understanding reflected in their eyes. The conversation quickly shifted to another boy, and I was grateful. The rest of the evening went by in a blur, filled with laughter, stories, and new friendships.

The day after our girls' night was a typical bright Monday morning. As I climbed into the bus, I spotted Bruce and, as if on cue, I felt a pair of eyes on me.

Looking up, I met Bruce's gaze. There was something different about the way he looked at me now—confusion, perhaps a hint of curiosity. But as quickly as it came, it disappeared. He looked away, focusing his attention back on the window.

I shrugged, sliding into the seat next to Lily. As the bus trundled along, Lily leaned in, a conspiratorial glint in her eyes.

"Nikki, we're thinking of playing hooky today," she whispered, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

"You in?"

A wave of shock hit me, "But Lily, we can't... it's a school day," I stuttered, my mind racing with the possible consequences.

"Come on, Nikki. It's just one day. Live a little," she coaxed, a playful smile on her face. The pressure was immense. Here I was, finally part of the group I always yearned to be a part of, and I didn't want to be the spoilsport.

After a moment's hesitation, I found myself nodding.

The moment the bus pulled up at school, I felt a rush of adrenaline. Hannah and Sarah were waiting in Sarah's red convertible, the sun bouncing off the sleek metal. With a quick glance at each other, Lily and I hopped off the bus and sprinted towards them, giggling like mischievous children.

As we peeled away from the school, the wind tousling our hair, the exhilaration was palpable. We sang at the top of our lungs, laughed at silly jokes, and chatted about everything from fashion to boys.

Our destination was the nearby mall, a hub for fashion-conscious teens. We spent hours browsing through racks of clothing, trying on dresses, and experimenting with makeup.
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The day was a whirlwind of colors, sounds, and scents—the silky feel of dresses against my skin, the vibrant hues of the makeup palettes, the fresh scent of new clothes, the taste of the sweet bubblegum we chewed as we roamed.

And then, the dare happened.

"Dare you to nab that lipstick, Nikki," Hannah said, her eyes twinkling with mischief as she gestured towards a tube of vibrant red lipstick.

My heart pounded in my chest, my palms sweating.

"What? No, I can't..." I began, but the girls were already laughing, their eyes sparkling with the thrill of it.

"Come on," Sarah chimed in, "we've all done it at least once."

In the end, I found myself pocketing the lipstick, my heart pounding against my ribs as I nonchalantly walked out of the store. As soon as we were out of sight, we burst into giggles, the thrill of the illicit act heightening the giddiness of the day.

That day, we were reckless, we were daring, we were alive. As we drove back home, the sun setting in the background, I couldn't help but feel grateful.

A month had passed since the daring adventure at the mall, and life had been a whirlwind. I was swept up in the exhilarating tide of popularity, its currents powerful, drawing me away from what I had known before.

School, once my primary concern, faded into the background, eclipsed by the intoxicating allure of the social life.

Homework and projects sat untouched on my desk, collecting dust while I flitted from party to party. Tests were barely skimmed through, filled out more from a vague memory than actual understanding.

I could hardly recall the last time I sat down and truly studied. But the thrill of popularity, the attention from the boys, the praise for my outfits and style—these were far too tantalizing to give up for something as mundane as academics.

From Monday to Friday, my days blurred into a haze of classes and gossip. And on weekends, my world transformed into a dizzying array of house parties, loud music, and laughter that echoed into the early morning.

It was a far cry from the quiet, bookish life I'd led before. But I didn't care. The freedom, the attention, the sheer enjoyment of it all were too captivating to resist.

Then, the inevitable day arrived when report cards were distributed. My heart pounded in my chest as I nervously unfolded the crisp white paper. An expectation of dismal grades weighed on me like a heavy cloak. After all, I had barely put any effort into my academic pursuits.

My eyes scanned down the paper, and to my astonishment, I saw a string of A's and B's. An A- average. I blinked, rereading it, my mind spinning.

How was this possible?
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Then, it hit me—Principal Garth. Was it him? Had he tweaked my grades, giving me a lifeline to continue this rollercoaster ride of popularity? I couldn't help but feel a wave of gratitude, but it was tinged with guilt. I was reaping the rewards I hadn't worked for.

Suddenly, my eyes caught Bruce across the room. He was looking at me, an odd expression on his face. Not the confusion or curiosity that I had grown accustomed to, but something else…. Disappointment.

His eyes were dark, the spark that usually inhabited them was missing. His gaze lingered on me for a moment longer before he looked away, leaving me in a sea of confusion.

As the jubilation over report cards simmered down in the classroom, I slipped out to the sanctuary of the bathroom. The chill of the tile against my high-heeled shoes, the hum of the fluorescent lights above, the scent of generic school soap—all of these familiar sensations brought a wave of comfort.

As I walked down the hall, my skirt swishing around my legs, I passed Principal Garth. A subtle wink from him sent a jolt through me, his dark eyes crinkling with a secretive smile. That small gesture stoked the suspicion that had been simmering in the back of my mind.

Could it be true?

Did he really manipulate my grades?

A strange cocktail of emotions welled within me. There was gratitude, of course. His supposed intervention had saved me from certain academic disaster.

Yet, there was also fear. The memory of that day in his office, my near exposure, still haunted me. It felt like a ticking time bomb, a secret waiting to explode.

A part of me wanted to seek him out, to thank him. After all, he was possibly the reason I was still afloat in this sea of popularity. Yet, another part of me trembled at the thought of setting foot in his office again. It felt like crossing an invisible line, stepping into a minefield where one wrong step could set everything off.

Then, Bruce's stern warning echoed in my mind. 'I don't want you to ever go to his office after school again...' Why did his words still hold such sway over me?

He had tormented me all throughout high school, hurling insult after insult, making my life a living hell.

Yet, there was something in his gaze, something in the way he spoke to me, that made me feel...valued. Seen. Even protected, in a strange way. And it confused me, stirring up a tumultuous mix of anger, confusion, and oddly enough, affection.

My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts as I reached the bathroom. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I saw a girl whose life had taken a dramatic turn.

From an invisible wallflower, I had transformed into a social butterfly, desired and envied by many. But underneath the makeup and the long hair extensions, I was still navigating uncharted waters of this novel gender identity expression.

After school, I paced outside the imposing wooden door that led to Principal Garth's office, each beat of my heart echoing the tick of the clock above.

I took a deep breath, the scent of floor wax and stale air lingering in my nostrils. I raised my trembling hand and knocked. The door creaked open, and there he was, Principal Garth, his face a mix of surprise and delight.

"I thought you had forgotten about me," he said, his voice oozing with satisfaction. His eyes roamed over me, his gaze predatory and unnerving.

"I... I just wanted to say thank you," I stammered, feeling my cheeks flush under his inspection.

His eyes sparkled with something I couldn't quite identify, a strange blend of anticipation and arrogance. Suddenly, he lunged forward, his hands reaching out to touch my hair, my face, my waist.

I flinched, stumbling back, my heart pounding.

"What are you doing?" I shrieked, fear threading my voice.

"C'mon, Nikki," he slurred, a chilling grin creeping across his face. "I know you want this. You're a little slut, aren't you?" His words struck me like a whip, a dark, toxic sting that lingered.
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"No! Get off me!" I yelled, panic clawing at my insides. I attempted to push him away, but he was too strong, his grip too tight.

Suddenly, the door to the office burst open, and in came a storm named Bruce. His face was a mask of rage as he charged at Principal Garth, landing a solid punch that sent the man reeling backward.

"Get away from her!" he roared.

Without wasting another moment, he seized my hand and we ran. The hallway blurred past in a chaotic whirl of colors as we dashed away, my heels clacking loudly against the floor. He never let go of my hand, his grip firm yet gentle.

We ran until we could run no more, ending up on a park bench. The sounds of children playing and birds chirping filled the air, a stark contrast to the terror that had just ensued. I felt my strength ebb away, and I collapsed against Bruce, my body wracked with sobs.

His arms enveloped me in a comforting embrace, his chest a solid wall against my tears. He didn't speak, just held me. His heart was a steady drum against my ear, grounding me, helping me regain my senses.

The scent of his cologne, a mix of musk and something else I couldn't quite place, filled my nostrils. It was comforting, familiar. The world around me seemed to quieten, as though the universe had taken a collective breath and held it.

As the tremors slowly subsided, I found myself buried deeper into Bruce's embrace. It was a haven, a safe harbor amidst the storm. I clung onto him like a lifeline, his warmth seeping into me, offering me the comfort I so desperately needed.

The moment was surreal. The boy who had tormented me for years was now my savior, my protector. And in the silence that hung between us, as I clung onto him, I felt something shift, something that I couldn't quite understand yet.

It was a moment of chaos, of heartache, but also a moment of revelation. A realization that even in the bleakest moments, the most unlikely people could turn out to be your heroes. And Bruce, the boy who had been a constant source of fear, had emerged as my knight in shining armor.


Detention - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I FELT THE DAMPNESS on my cheeks, the lingering taste of tears on my lips. Bruce's arms were a cocoon around me, his breath warm against my hair. The emotional turmoil was overwhelming, my heart ached, the betrayal, the fear, and the sudden relief forming a cacophony inside me.
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“I told you not to go there, why did you disobey me?”

"Bruce," I began, my voice barely a whisper, "I just wanted to thank him." His grip tightened, a sign of frustration or disbelief, I couldn't tell.

"Thank him? For what?" he retorted, his voice strained.

I swallowed hard, the taste of my confession sour on my tongue.

"I hadn't been doing well in school, yet I managed to get an A-. Principal Garth... he manipulated my grades." My words hung in the air like a lead balloon, the admission heavy and shameful.

His silence was deafening, his grip on me slackening.

"You must be insane," he finally said, his voice barely a whisper.

"That's not why you passed."

His words stirred a whirlwind of emotions in me, a blend of confusion, anger, and hurt. But before I could question him further, he gently tugged me up and started leading me down the street.

We walked in silence, the sounds of our footfalls echoing against the stillness.

His house was a quaint little building, nestled in between two towering apartments. The smell of fresh paint mixed with the scent of freshly mowed grass was welcoming. He introduced me to his mom, her warmth and kindness radiating from her in waves.

He led me upstairs to his bedroom, a surprisingly neat and organized space. I could see his football trophies lining one shelf, while textbooks and notebooks were stacked neatly on his desk.
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Bruce hesitated at his desk, then reached out and grabbed a stack of papers.

"Here," he said, handing me a pile of neatly written homework and projects, all bearing the name of Nikki Stein.

My heart pounded in my chest as I scanned through the pages. The handwriting was unmistakably not mine. I felt a lump form in my throat, the realization hitting me like a punch to the gut.

All along, he had been the one helping me.

I looked up at him, my vision blurred by unshed tears.

"Why?" I managed to croak out, my voice barely a whisper.

"Why did you do this?"

His gaze fell on me, a myriad of emotions swimming in his eyes. Regret, guilt, perhaps even a hint of something that looked suspiciously like affection.

“I wanted to pay back for everything I’ve done, and seeing you with your new identity—happy and careless, I wanted you to continue thriving. But then… this much freedom… you almost got…”

The silence in the room was thick, and I had more questions still hung in the air unanswered. Bruce's hands were clenched, his gaze focused on the floor. His hesitation was palpable, a clear indication that whatever he was about to say was difficult for him.

"Why did you bully me all those years?" I asked again, this time my voice stronger, more confident. I needed to know, I deserved to know.

He sighed deeply, the sound echoing in the small room. His eyes met mine, a hint of sadness mixed with regret visible in their depths.

"I... I didn't know how to deal with my feelings for you, Nikki," he started, his voice barely a whisper.

"When I was a freshman, you were the only nice person to me. I was a transferee, I didn't know anyone."

The confession hit me like a punch to the gut. My mind started to reel, trying to recall those years, the kindness I'd shown him, the friendship we'd built.

But his words were interrupted by my confusion.

"Wait, feelings for me?"

He nodded, his gaze never leaving mine.

"Yes, feelings for you. I was confused, scared even. I was starting to question my own sexuality because of my feelings for you. So, I thought the best way to deal with those feelings was to push you away... to bully you."

The revelation was a slap in the face, my emotions running wild.

Anger, confusion, sadness, relief, all mixed up in one giant mess. I wanted to scream, to cry, to hit him for all the pain he'd caused. But the look in his eyes, the regret and guilt they held, made me hold back.

"But why me?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"Why did you have to hurt me to protect yourself?"

He shrugged, running a hand through his hair.

"I don't know. I was young, stupid, and scared. I had these new friends, and they were cool. And you... you weren't. They didn't want to hang out with you, and I... I still wanted to remain connected to you, in whatever way I could."

His confession was raw and vulnerable, a side of Bruce I'd never seen before. A lump formed in my throat, the wave of emotions threatening to spill out in the form of tears.

Without a word, he reached out and pulled out an old, worn-out Emperor card from the card game we used to play back in our freshman year.

He held it out to me, a small, sad smile playing on his lips.

"I kept it as a reminder of those times," he confessed.

A sob broke from my lips as I took the card from him, my hands trembling. This was the Emperor my mother had spoken about, the one who would change my life. And as realization dawned on me, my heart pounded with renewed hope.

Without a word, I reached out and pulled Bruce into a kiss. The world around us seemed to disappear as our lips met, all the pain, the sadness, the confusion fading away.

My tears mixed with the taste of our shared kiss, sweet and salty, a testament of the journey we'd been through.

"I love you," I confessed, my voice shaky as I pulled away. The words felt like a balm to my aching heart, a promise of a new beginning.
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"I’ve always loved you, Nikki," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me into a comforting hug. The Emperor card lay forgotten in my hand, a symbol of our past, our present, and our future.

Soon after, the night grew older, stars dotting the vast darkness above us, as Bruce and I lay in his room. Our lips met in a series of shared whispers and silent promises, an intimate dance of longing and love.

His hands trailed the soft curves of my body, exploring my newfound femininity. His fingers were tender and shy, as though afraid of breaking something precious. The sensation of his touch was electrifying, a surge of electricity coursing through my veins with each gentle caress.

"But what if your mom sees us?" I voiced out my concern in a whisper, my eyes searching his for reassurance.

"No, she won't," he reassured me, a playful grin tugging at his lips.

"She's usually doing Zumba at this hour."

His statement offered comfort, a momentary relief from the fear of getting caught. But I couldn't help the blush that crept onto my cheeks at the thought of what we were about to do.

Our clothes lay discarded around us, our bodies bare and vulnerable in the dim light. My hands instinctively moved to cover myself, a natural response to the unfamiliar situation. But Bruce gently removed them, his eyes soft and loving as they met mine.

"It’s okay, I have that too," he whispered, his breath warm against my ear.

And I did. I trusted him with all my heart. I trusted him to be gentle, to be understanding, to be patient. And most of all, I trusted him to love me, in all my imperfections and flaws.

The room filled with our shared breaths, the sound of skin against skin, the whispered sweet nothings. Our bodies moved together, slow and steady, each movement a dance of love and intimacy. It was an experience unlike any other, a moment of shared vulnerability and trust, a moment of pure love.

Our bodies shivered in the cool night air, the remnants of our passion clinging onto us. I felt beautiful in his arms, loved and cherished. He held me close, his lips planting soft kisses on my forehead, his hands rubbing gentle circles on my back.
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"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice laced with concern. I nodded against his chest, the sound of his heartbeat soothing my racing thoughts.

"I'm more than okay," I reassured him, a genuine smile tugging at my lips.

"I'm perfect."

His laugh echoed in the silent room, a beautiful sound that filled my heart with joy. And as I lay there, in Bruce's arms, I realized that this was it. This was where I belonged, where I was meant to be. I was Nikki, and I was loved. I was loved by a boy who had once bullied me, a boy who had saved me, a boy who was now my first love, my first lover, my Emperor.

That night was a testament of our love, a shared experience of vulnerability and trust. And as I drifted off to a nap, Bruce's arms wrapped around me in a comforting hug, I knew that this was just the beginning.


Detention - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE BRIGHT MORNING SUN kissed my face, making me squint as I climbed onto the school bus. I couldn't help but smile when I saw Bruce, sitting in our usual spot, his eyes bright and welcoming. As I slid into the seat beside him, a chorus of giggles and gushing filled the air. Our friends found our newfound romance incredibly sweet, even though some still couldn't quite get their heads around it.

"Bruce and Nikki, sitting in a tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G," Lily sang, grinning from ear to ear as she nudged Hannah and Sarah.

Bruce merely rolled his eyes, a small smile playing on his lips. He took my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. His skin was warm against mine, his grip firm yet comforting. His presence alone was enough to ward off the whispers and giggles.
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"You know, we really should tell your parents about Principal Garth," he said, his voice low.

I felt my heart skip a beat at his words. I had hoped to forget that unpleasant memory, to bury it deep within the recesses of my mind. I didn't want to think about Principal Garth, about what he did, about what could have happened.

But Bruce was right, and I knew it.

"But we're going to graduate soon anyway, I don't want a scandal," I reasoned, trying to convince myself more than Bruce.

"And besides, he's the one who ignited my hidden identity. Maybe... maybe it was meant to be."

His grip on my hand tightened, his face hardened.

"Still, it's not right," he said, his voice firm.

"What if he does it again to other students? He shouldn't be working in a school, Nikki. He's a predator."

The bus rumbled beneath us, the chatter of the other students fading into a distant hum as I considered his words. The thought of anyone else going through what I did... it was a nightmare.

But the thought of stirring up a scandal, of facing the consequences of exposing Principal Garth, it terrified me.

A sense of relief washed over Bruce's face, his grip loosening slightly. He pressed a quick kiss to my cheek, murmuring sorry and that he didn’t mean to pressure me. And as the school bus rumbled on, I knew I had to make the right decision. No matter how scary the path ahead might be, I had Bruce by my side.

The morning announcements crackled to life over the school's outdated PA system. The entire class sat in anticipation, the air thick with excitement. It was the day the nominees for prom king and queen would be announced, and rumors had been swirling for weeks.

As I settled into my desk, I could hear the whispers, feel the curious glances, taste the anticipation.

"And now for the moment you've all been waiting for!" came the cheerful voice of our senior class president, Emily.

"The nominees for this year's prom king and queen are..."

A drum roll sounded over the speakers. Beside me, Bruce squeezed my hand, his excitement palpable. I shared in his enthusiasm, my heart pounding in my chest. It was a silly tradition, sure, but it was one I had dreamed of since I started my transition.

"Prom King nominees are...Brad Johnson, Timothy Anderson, Liam Davis, and Bruce Shayne!"

A cheer erupted from the classroom, and I couldn't help but beam with pride. Bruce was popular, sure, and he was also genuinely well-liked.

He deserved this.

"And for our prom queen nominees, we have...Hannah Thompson, Lily Robertson, Sarah Mitchell, and Nikki Stein!"

The class erupted into applause and cheers, but I was too stunned to even react. I, Nikki Stein, was nominated for prom queen. The tears welled up in my eyes, threatening to spill over as the realization hit me. This was a validation, a tangible affirmation of who I was.

Suddenly, the PA system crackled to life again.

"Hold on, there's a mistake. Nikki Stein is not eligible for prom queen. She's not a real girl, so her votes won't be counted," came the gruff voice of Principal Garth.
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The classroom erupted into a chorus of boos, a wave of shock sweeping over the room. I felt as if I had been slapped. My cheeks burned, my heart pounded in my chest. This was a nightmare, it had to be.

Bruce's grip on my hand tightened, his face hardened with anger. I saw the rage burning in his eyes, the same fire that reflected my own feelings. But as much as I wanted to scream, to shout, to tell Principal Garth that he was wrong, I didn't.

"No," I said softly, shaking my head at Bruce.

"It's okay."

I don't know where the strength came from. Maybe it was from all the months of transitioning, of battling my own demons. Maybe it was from the support of my family, my friends. Or maybe, it was because I had Bruce by my side.

Prom was just a week away and I was preparing myself for the big night. My mother was a big part of it—she was always supportive, always there to offer a helping hand or a word of advice.

"Remember, Nikki," she said one evening while we were shopping for my dress, "prom is a rite of passage. It's not just about the dress or the makeup. It's about celebrating your journey, your transformation."

The day of the prom, the excitement was palpable. My mother and I turned my room into a beauty salon. We began with my makeup, my mother expertly applying a shimmery eyeshadow, followed by a winged liner to enhance the shape of my eyes.

Her touch was gentle, her movements careful and precise. The aroma of the cosmetics, a mix of sweet and floral, filled the room, calming my nerves.

"Keep your eyes closed," she instructed as she swiped mascara onto my lashes. I could hear the soft rustle of her clothes, the clink of the mascara tube against the vanity, the tickle of the brush against my lashes.

Once my makeup was done, she moved on to my hair. As she worked on the extensions, curling and teasing them into voluminous waves, I couldn't help but get lost in the sound of the hairdryer, the feel of the warm air against my scalp, the scent of the hairspray, slightly sweet with a hint of citrus.

The dress was the pièce de résistance. It was a stunning red, strapless number that hugged my curves just right, its length showing off the hard-earned results of countless hours of hormone therapy.

Slipping into it, I felt a surge of confidence, of validation. I was becoming the woman I always wanted to be.

"Look at you," my mother whispered, tears glistening in her eyes.

"You look beautiful, Nikki."

Her words meant more to me than she could ever know. She had been my rock throughout this journey, her unwavering support a beacon of hope.

But my father, well, his reaction was less than enthusiastic. A pastor by profession, his conservative beliefs often clashed with my newfound identity.

"What on earth is she wearing?" he grumbled as he caught sight of me.

"It's too short."

But my mother was quick to intervene.

"Let the girl live," she retorted.

"She's going to prom, not to a sermon."

The sound of a car pulling up outside interrupted any potential argument. I rushed to the window to see Bruce stepping out of his father's Lexus. He looked every bit the prom king in his black tux, his usual tousled hair combed into a sleek style. My heart fluttered at the sight of him.

As I made my way down the stairs, I felt a surge of nervousness. But seeing Bruce waiting for me at the door, a smile on his face and a corsage in his hand, I felt a wave of calm wash over me. We were in this together.

We were going to prom as a couple, and no matter what Principal Garth or anyone else said, we were going to enjoy it.

As we drove away from my house, I looked back to see my parents standing in the driveway. My mother was waving, tears streaming down her face. My father, although stern, gave a small nod of approval.

Bruce squeezed my hand, his touch reassuring.

"Ready for this?" he asked, his eyes full of love.

"More than ready," I replied, squeezing his hand back.

"Let's go to prom."

The prom was a whirl of colors, laughter, and pulsating music. I found myself in the midst of my new girlfriends, the popular girls who had taken me under their wing.

The atmosphere was intoxicating, the scent of perfumes mingling with the smell of the floral decorations. The buzz of the crowd filled the air, their voices weaving a tapestry of chatter and laughter.
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"Wow, Nikki, you look hot!" Hannah exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with admiration. She was dressed in a sequined number that shimmered under the disco lights.

"Loving the dress, girl," Sarah chimed in. She was stunning in a silky halter dress that hugged her curves perfectly.

A feeling of warmth spread through me. Their compliments, their acceptance meant the world to me. The girls and I chatted animatedly, sharing our prom expectations and dreamy romantic hopes. Our voices meshed in a harmonious symphony of teenage dreams and giddy expectations.

I was in the midst of sharing a story when a voice interrupted us.

"Ladies, can I take her away for a moment?" Bruce's voice floated over the chatter. His voice, a soothing baritone, a contrasting melody to the high pitch of our girlish voices.

Turning around, I saw him standing there, his eyes soft under the glow of the fairy lights. I nodded, excusing myself from the girls, and followed him out to the garden.

The garden was quiet, a stark contrast to the clamor inside. The stars above twinkled in the night sky, their light reflecting off Bruce's eyes, giving them a mystical glow.

He led me to the middle of the garden, his hand warm and steady in mine. The grass under my heels felt soft, a cushion against the hardness of reality.
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We were standing under the moonlight, surrounded by the symphony of crickets. He pulled me into his arms, our bodies swaying in tune with the distant music.

"Bruce…" I began, but he shushed me gently. We danced there, under the stars, our bodies moving in sync. His hand was firm on my waist, his touch sending shivers down my spine.

I looked up at him, his face illuminated by the moonlight. His eyes were intense, filled with a myriad of emotions. He pulled me closer, his hand moving up to gently caress my cheek. I closed my eyes, leaning into his touch. His thumb traced my lower lip, a silent promise of what was to come.

"No matter what happens tonight," he began, his voice a gentle whisper in the quiet of the garden.

"You will always be my prom queen."

His words echoed in the silence, a solemn vow that made my heart flutter.

I opened my eyes to look at him.

"And you will always be my king," I whispered back, my voice choked with emotion.

With that, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a sweet kiss. It was a kiss that spoke volumes, a kiss that sealed promises and shared dreams. His lips were warm against mine, his taste a heady mix of mint and the cola we had shared earlier. His hands cradled my face, holding me as though I was the most precious thing in the world.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. The world around us seemed to fade away as we kissed under the stars. The sound of our heartbeats was the only music we needed, our breaths the only lyrics.

When we pulled apart, he pressed his forehead against mine.

"I love you, Nikki," he whispered, his breath fanning against my face.

I grinned up at him, my heart filled with a love so strong it was overwhelming.

"I love you too, Bruce."

The grandeur of the prom night returned to me as we walked back into the decorated hall. The announcement for prom king and queen was just starting. The microphone whined in anticipation, a high-pitched echo ricocheting off the chandeliers. The smell of anticipation mingled with the lingering scents of perfume, the taste of the moment thick and sweet.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Emily, our school president, began. She stood on the stage in her navy-blue gown, her eyes scanning the crowd.

"The time has come to crown our Prom King and Queen!" The hall erupted into applause, the sound akin to a thunderous storm.

"Liam, come on up here! You are our Prom King!" Emily announced, and a cheer resounded throughout the hall. I watched as Liam, decked out in a smart tuxedo, accepted the crown with a wide grin on his face.

Next, Emily announced Hannah as our prom queen. The crowd roared their approval as Hannah, in her sequined dress, floated up to the stage to accept her crown. The joy on her face was infectious and despite the slight pang of disappointment, I found myself clapping along with the others.

Once the applause subsided, Emily turned back to the microphone. Her face was serious, the cheer replaced with a sense of grim determination. The crowd hushed, sensing the change in her demeanor.

"But, before we continue with the night's festivities," Emily started, her voice strong.

"There's something that needs to be addressed."

The words sent a chill down my spine. My mind was a whirlpool of thoughts, my heartbeat echoing loudly in my ears.

"The real prom queen of tonight is Nikki," Emily said, her eyes meeting mine across the crowded room. A gasp echoed through the hall.

"And Principal Garth had no right to disqualify her."

The words echoed around the room. Bruce squeezed my hand reassuringly, his touch grounding me.

Emily continued, her voice gaining strength.

"Sorry, Nikki. But the school needs to know. Principal Garth is a predator."
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A collective gasp echoed around the room. The projector flickered to life, the video from the security camera played out in stark reality. The scene of Principal Garth's assault and Bruce's rescue unfolded, leaving the crowd in stunned silence.

A wave of booing began, growing in intensity. Drinks and food were hurled at Principal Garth who stood at the back, aghast. It wasn't exactly what I had planned, but the truth had to come out one way or another.

As the chaos ensued, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. The secret was out. The truth was known.

Once the uproar died down, Emily called all the nominees onto the stage. Bruce and I joined Hannah and Liam, and the rest of the nominees. We stood together, united. The crowd's cheering was deafening, their applause echoing around the hall.

"We're all kings and queens!" Bruce shouted into the microphone, his voice strong and sure. I felt my heart swell with pride and love.

The assistant principal took over, her voice filling the now quiet hall.

"Well, what a night!" she exclaimed, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

"It's time to party!"

The music roared to life, filling the hall with pulsating beats. The night had taken an unexpected turn, but one thing was clear—the truth had come out. We were ready to celebrate not just the prom, but our victory, too.


Detention - Epilogue

∞∞∞

AFTER THE PROM, everything seemed to fall into place as if guided by some celestial hand. Graduation was a whirlwind of gowns, tassels, and joyous tears, a vivid celebration of our triumphs and the promise of what lay ahead.

In the aftermath, the scent of fresh parchment and the feel of crisp new books took on a whole new meaning as I embarked on my journey into the world of illustration.
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I had decided to take online classes, the freedom and flexibility of it appealing to me. Each stroke of the brush on the canvas was like a declaration of my freedom, a vivid expression of my soul. My world was awash with hues, a vibrant dance of colors that mirrored my emotions.

Bruce, on the other hand, had his heart set on becoming an NFL player. We were both carving our own paths, chasing our dreams yet bound together by our shared past and love for each other. I could still remember the feeling of his warm hand in mine, his voice whispering words of encouragement as we embarked on this new chapter.

In the wake of the truth about Principal Garth, justice had been swift. He had lost his teaching license, ensuring that he would never prey on any other students again. The news had brought a sense of relief, the taste of justice sweet on our lips.

My brother, Sam, had always been the ambitious one. With his plans of setting up a digital marketing agency, our family was all set to enter the world of business. The idea of working with him, contributing my skills in illustration, was an exciting prospect. The sounds of his plans filled our house, an orchestra of ambition and potential.

Bruce and I had weathered the storm, our bond only stronger for it. He was my rock, the steady calm to my flurry of emotions. His family had welcomed me with open arms, their love and acceptance wrapping around me like a comforting blanket. And my own family, my pillar of strength, stood by me, supporting me and Bruce, their love unwavering.
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The Emperor card from my mother's tarot deck sat on my desk. The memories it held were as vivid as the day she had drawn it. Each time I looked at it, I was reminded of her wisdom, her guidance that had led me through the darkest times. Its worn edges felt familiar under my fingers, a tangible reminder of my journey.

I picked up the card, the image of the Emperor staring back at me. The symbol of authority, stability, and control—it was a reminder of the journey I had embarked on, the challenges I had faced, and the strength I had discovered in myself.

Bringing it to my lips, I kissed the card gently, a silent thank you to my mother. Her reading had played a significant part in my journey, her wisdom guiding me along the way.

In the end, I was Nikki Stein—artist, lover, and survivor. And this was just the beginning.

THE END <3


Old Maid - Chapter 1
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I WAS THERE, in the dimly lit room that served as my sanctuary from the world—a small, cramped space where the paint was peeling off the aged walls. My eyes, the color of a clear summer sky, were worn and weary, reflecting years of hardships and unfulfilled dreams.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

[image: simple bedroom]

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

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

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

She gave me an acknowledging nod, her hands held out expectantly for the sheets. As I handed them over, she pursed her lips, her seasoned eyes quickly assessing the condition of the fabric.
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"It'll take about two hours," she said, her voice as crisp as the sheets in her hands. Her fingers traced the frayed ends of the fabric with a tender, almost reverent touch. I nodded, giving her a small smile of gratitude before leaving the shop.

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

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

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

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

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

I looked around, spotting a new Japanese restaurant across the path. The name, 'Kaiseki Senshi', was written in a beautiful gold script above the entrance. My eyes widened at the sight of the plush interiors and the sophisticated patrons, knowing that the price range would be well beyond my budget.
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Resigned, I made my way to a Burger King located a few stores away. The smell of fried food and the sight of the familiar logo brought me some comfort. I stood in line, mentally rehearsing my order.

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

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

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

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

Maybe, just maybe, things were about to change.

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

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

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

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

She snorted, her eyes rolling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"For some nursing books."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"The pay is good."

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

"What job?"

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

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

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

"I thought it was something more impressive."

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

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

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

As I reached for the soap, the clean, sharp scent of peppermint filled my nostrils. The bar felt smooth and slick in my hands, its edges rounded from use.

The sensation of it gliding over my skin, leaving a trail of suds in its wake, was almost therapeutic. I took my time, scrubbing every inch of my body, from my broad shoulders to my round belly, down to my chubby legs. I wanted to feel clean, inside and out.

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

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

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

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

What was I going to wear?

What would impress the interviewer?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have you ever worked as a waiter before?”

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blinked at him, momentarily taken aback.

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

"Yes, exactly," he replied. His tone was reassuring, as if he sensed my unease.
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"Can you do that for me?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And what do we have here?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stiffened, a lump forming in my throat.

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

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

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

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

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

"Give these to your sisters."

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

"You look even more delicious than this drink."

I laughed, a soft blush creeping onto my cheeks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I didn't know you could dance."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Logan let out a low chuckle, shaking his head.

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

"Don't think you're irreplaceable.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He stared at me, his eyes steady.

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

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

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

“A new star must be born!”

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

Could I really do it?

Could I become a drag queen?

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


Old Maid - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

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

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

"Now remember," he instructed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stared at him, his words sinking in.

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

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

The task seemed monumental, overwhelming.

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

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

"Let's do this."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For the future. For my future as a queen.

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

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

"For everything."

He smiled back, his eyes softening.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck!” I let out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It's okay," she replied, taking another drag from her cigarette. She tilted her head, scrutinizing me.
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"You're the waiter, right? Carlton?"

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

"Are you performing tonight?"

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

"If Brandon doesn't call."

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

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

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

"They look... shaved."

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

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

She let out a light laugh, shaking her head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Julian looked between us, his eyes wide.

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm ready."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You should fire him!"

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

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

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

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

Finally, Logan had had enough.

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But where did it leave Carlton?

Was I losing myself in the dazzle of Venus Valentine?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The confusion in her eyes was replaced by curiosity.

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

I bit my lip, trying to gather my thoughts.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He frowned, his eyes piercing into mine.

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

I felt a surge of indignation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Have you ever thought about doing something else with your life? Being a manager at some drag queen club... it isn't exactly a noble way to earn money."

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

The words hit me like a slap. I stared at my mother, my mind spinning. Before I could respond, Logan started to speak, but I cut him off.

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

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

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

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

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

"He doesn't belong in our circle."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He blinked, his gaze flickering between my eyes.

"But, Venus—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you."

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

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

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

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

"Venus!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Old Maid - Epilogue

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END <3


Farmer’s D - Chapter 1
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THAT ONE LATE AFTERNOON, I sat curled up on my bed, the soft drone of the Kansas prairie wind playing a lonesome tune outside my window. I could smell the warm promise of a summer storm mingling with the sweet scent of cornfields from the Joneses' farm.

I was turning the pages of Wuthering Heights, lost in the tragic world of Catherine and Heathcliff, their words vibrating with a passion that was alien to my own experience.
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My room, my sanctuary, smelled of old books and dreams. Each novel was a world unto itself, a portal to a reality where I didn't have to fit into the boxes that this small town had set for me. I savored the bitter taste of Emily Bronte's words, a strange cocktail of despair and love that left an odd warmth in my chest.

I could hear Mom and Jeremiah, my stepfather downstairs, the clattering of pots and pans announcing the commencement of supper preparations. My stepfather, with his booming laughter that could rattle the rafters, was the talk of the town. He was a man's man, the epitome of everything I wasn't.

My clothes didn't scream "country" like the rest of the folks around. Hoodies and jeans were my armor, my statement of difference.

But Mom, bless her, always found a way to twist that into a rebuke, a reminder of Dad and his departure when I was eight—also known as the night when he left her for a younger woman. I could taste the bitterness of their fractured relationship every time she'd glance at me, my likeness to him a constant thorn in her side.

Jeremiah's horses would be galloping around by then, their hooves drumming a familiar beat on the ground, their energy as boundless as the Kansas horizon. I could almost feel their power through the worn wooden planks of the farmhouse, a silent reminder of the life that buzzed around me.

Their neighs would sometimes mix with the occasional lowing of the cows, the symphony of farm life as persistent as the beating of my heart.
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“Hey, son! Have a snack,” my stepfather said in his cowboy hat and overalls—his biceps all bulging from the daily hard work. Soon after, he tapped my back before exiting the house to do more work.

Downstairs, the aroma of cornbread started to waft up, mingling with the smell of my worn-out pages, creating an olfactory testament to my dichotomous existence. There was an allure to the rustic simplicity of farm life, no doubt, but my soul yearned for something more, something different.

Later that day, I could feel the day's heat seeping through the glass of my window, warming the tips of my fingers as I turned another page.

The sun poured down onto our farmlands, painting everything in hues of gold and burnt sienna. Kansas summers were unapologetically intense, but the wheat fields seemed to bask in their relentless glory, their golden stalks swaying gently under the clear blue sky.

Downstairs, the sound of a country song strummed on my stepfather’s guitar started to float up. His voice, rich and deep, flowed like molasses, adding another layer to the auditory tapestry of my world. In stark contrast, my own words flowed on paper, the rhythm of my poems a silent beat that only I could hear.

Drawn by the soulful melody emanating from downstairs, I left the solace of my room and ventured towards the sound. The wooden stairs creaked under my weight, each groan echoing the reluctance of leaving my haven. The warmth of the farmhouse felt amplified, wrapping around me like a comforting shroud as I descended.

He was on the porch, his beefy fingers strumming the strings of his old guitar with ease. The air vibrated with his rich baritone, his voice carried away by the wind, permeating the expanse of the farm. His laughter bounced off the sun-baked walls, beckoning me closer.

With every note he played, I felt a strange comfort envelop me. The sheer happiness on his face was infectious, and I couldn't help but join him. We swayed to the rhythm of his voice, the world blurring into a whirlwind of melodies and laughter.

My heart pounded in my chest, each beat in time with the rhythm of the music. I could feel the pulsations in my veins, the thrill of the moment intoxicating me.

“You’re a really good singer, Daddy,” I cheered.

Soon after, his laughter rang out loud and clear, our voices merging into an impromptu duet. Our performance was as raw and genuine as the Kansas soil beneath our feet.

However, everything turned grim when my mother appeared at the doorway, the stern lines of her face more pronounced against the fading sunlight. The smell of fresh-baked cornbread wafted out from behind her, mingling with the crisp country air. Her eyes, a mirror image of my own, held a hardness I had become all too familiar with.

"Jack Sprout," she called, her voice slicing through the musical veil, "stop wasting time and get to feedin' them hens!"

Her words fell on us like a heavy curtain, silencing our melody and pulling us back to reality. The sight of her standing there, apron dusted with flour, her hands on her hips in her usual reprimanding stance.

“I don’t know why you keep enabling that kid’s laziness!” she told my stepdad as I walked away.

My fingers traced the outline of the hen feed sack. The coarse burlap scratched against my skin, the unmistakable scent of the grains reminding me of my duties. The warmth from the sack seeped into my fingers, a stark contrast to the coolness of the fading day.

My stepdad gave me a sympathetic smile—there was an understanding in his eyes, a silent acknowledgment of the situation. With a heavy heart, I stepped off the porch, the laughter and music now replaced with the overwhelming task at hand.

The hens, with their ruffled feathers and watchful eyes, waited for their meal. The sound of their clucking filled the air, a cacophony that drowned the silence left by my mother's command. Each handful of feed I tossed brought forth a flurry of activity, the hens clambering over each other in their haste.

“Keep growing, keep laying,” I muttered.

The setting sun bathed the farm in an orange hue, the evening sky serving as a canvas for nature's masterpiece. Despite the arduousness of my chore, I couldn't help but appreciate the beauty around me. The rustling of the wheat in the fields, the distant neighing of the horses, the peaceful mooing of the cows, all reminded me of the unique charm of my surroundings.

After the hens were fed, I found solace in the comfort of my bedroom once again, my attention now captured by the intriguing prose of The Picture of Dorian Gray. The pages were worn and yellowed, their familiar scent a soothing balm for my frazzled nerves.

Oscar Wilde's eloquent words weaved an intricate tale that pulled me into the depths of hedonism and vanity, their melody whispering stories of a life beyond the confines of this farm. The philosophical dialogues tasted like forbidden fruit, every bite revealing an enticing layer of truth about the human condition.

Every word was a sensory experience, every sentence evoking a vivid landscape of emotions. My fingers traced over the faded ink, the cold paper a stark contrast to the warmth of Wilde's prose. I was lost in a world where beauty reigned supreme, where age was but a number, where every man had the potential to transcend his circumstances.

The raucous call from downstairs shattered the tranquility of my reading, jerking me back into reality.

"Jack! Dinner!" My mother's shrill voice echoed through the silent farmhouse, the tone laced with the familiar tang of frustration. The taste of anticipation turned sour, each syllable she uttered a reminder of the impending showdown.

My palms felt clammy, the anticipation of the inevitable confrontation causing my heart to hammer against my ribs. The smell of the cornbread from supper still hung in the air, the comforting aroma now tainted with the bitterness of the upcoming confrontation.

As I descended the stairs, my steps heavy with reluctance, I could hear my stepfather’s low voice, smooth as molasses.

"Good God, Darlene, does that mouth of yours ever close?"

His words were a shield, a comforting barrier against my mother's pointed words. The farmhouse kitchen was heavy with the smell of fried chicken and fresh greens, the aroma acting as a comforting blanket amidst the tension.

My mother's face was pinched, her words sharp as a whip as she went on.

"He's just graduated, Jeremiah! He should be helping around the farm, not lazing about with his nose stuck in them books!"

Her frustration was palpable, every word hitting me like a physical blow. His calm voice cut through her tirade, his eyes holding a look of understanding.

"No, Darlene. He's only doing that for the summer, he's set on studying literature."

The silence that followed his words was stifling. My mother's incredulous laughter filled the room, the sound grating against my already frazzled nerves.

"Is that right? You're gonna study a useless course and waste money?"

Her words hung in the air, a tangible reminder of the divide between us. I could taste the disappointment in the air, as bitter and unpalatable as the undercooked greens on my plate.

"I can apply for a scholarship," I muttered, my voice barely above a whisper.

She scoffed, her face twisting into a mockery of amusement.

"Waste of time if not money, then. What do you want to be then, a novelist?"

I took a deep breath, the smell of the supper sticking in my throat.
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"I want to write poems," I managed to say, my words falling flat against her disbelief.

She laughed again, a harsh sound that sent prickles down my spine.

"A worse dream I see. You can write all the poems you want, but no one will pay for them."

Her words were a bitter pill to swallow, the taste of my dreams being shot down overpowering the flavors of the meal.

"Forget about your silly dream and those stupid books. You need to help around the farm instead and earn more money."


Farmer’s D - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

ON A NIGHT when the Kansas sky was a pitch-black canvas dotted with twinkling stars, I found myself in the company of an old classic Gone with the Wind. The screen flickered in the dimly lit living room, casting eerie shadows on the worn-out walls. The scent of buttered popcorn lingered in the air, a warm and familiar aroma that mingled with the faint smell of tobacco from Jeremiah's occasional cigar.

Scarlett O'Hara, in all her fiery glory, captivated my attention as she had done many times before. Her green eyes sparkled with determination, her fiery spirit a beacon of strength. She was adorned in the iconic green velvet dress, its color as vibrant as the character herself. Her voluminous skirts rustled with each movement, the costume a striking testament to her strength and resilience.

The faint strains of Max Steiner's score filled the room, the haunting melodies whispering tales of love and loss. Every time I watched this film, it felt like a sensory symphony that always left me in awe.

I let the waves of nostalgia wash over me, the taste of popcorn and the sound of classic cinema mixing to form a soothing lullaby for my restless spirit.
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"She's beautiful, isn't she?" I mused aloud, my eyes still glued to the screen. The sight of Scarlett O'Hara standing tall amidst the ruins of Tara was nothing short of majestic. The light from the television screen illuminated the room, casting an ethereal glow on the worn-out couch and the faded rug.

My stepfather—sprawled on the recliner across from me, let out a low chuckle. His shirtless state was highlighting every girthy muscle of his arms and chest. His worn-out jeans stretched over his beefy legs, the fabric faded from years of hard work on the farm.

"She's alright," he drawled, a teasing glint in his eyes. The smell of the farm still clung to him, the familiar scent of hay and animals, a sensory testament to our country living.
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"But I know someone more beautiful than her."

His comment caught me off guard, my curiosity piqued. My heart pounded in my chest, the sweet anticipation of a secret too tantalizing to ignore.

"Is it Mom?" I asked, a teasing lilt in my voice. The question hung in the air, a playful challenge thrown at his claim.

He laughed, a deep, hearty sound that filled the room.

"No. But don’t tell your mom."

The sound of his laughter warmed my heart, a welcome contrast to the usual tension that lingered between me and my mother. Our shared laughter echoed through the house, the sound filling the quiet corners and empty spaces.

Despite the harsh words and the crushing expectations, nights like these made me feel a strange sense of hope. As I sat there, the world of Scarlett O'Hara on the screen and the comforting presence of my stepdad by my side, I dared to dream.

What if I could write something as romantic as Gone with the Wind?

But in the form of poetry?

A month later, I found myself standing in front of the full-length mirror in my room, my fingers running through my now neck-length hair. It had grown out more than I had ever let it before, a silky curtain of brown that framed my face in a new and unexpected way. The reflection staring back at me felt different, somehow softer. For reasons unknown to me, I found I liked it.

The warm sunlight streamed in through the window, casting a golden glow on the wooden floorboards. The room smelled faintly of fresh linen from my bed and old paper from the pile of novels that lay on my bedside table.

The soothing rustle of the pages as a gentle breeze blew in from the open window felt like a sweet lullaby to my ears. But today, it was not the comfort of my room or the allure of my books that awaited me. Today, I had to venture out and step into the world of farming.

Donning a worn-out plaid shirt and a pair of faded jeans, I prepared myself for the day ahead. The fabric felt rough against my skin, a stark contrast to the soft hoodies and comfortable jeans that were my usual attire. The scent of the countryside clung to the clothes, a reminder of the hard day's work ahead.

My stepfather was already out in the fields when I arrived, his muscular form silhouetted against the rising sun. He was dressed in his usual work attire—shirtless, and a pair of jeans that had seen better days. A straw hat sat comfortably on his head, a thin layer of sweat glistening on his brow.

The day was spent learning the ropes, plowing the field, and tending to the livestock. It was a world away from the literary escapes I was accustomed to. The earth beneath my hands was rough, and the smell of manure was a far cry from the musty aroma of old books that I loved. But it was a distraction, a way to keep my mother's constant nagging at bay.

My stepfather was a patient teacher, guiding me through the ins and outs of farming. The sun beat down on us, sweat trickling down my back, soaking the shirt I wore. I could taste the salt on my lips, a physical manifestation of the hard work I was putting in.

In the middle of our tasks, he paused, his gaze lingering on my now longer hair. A hint of a smile played on his lips, his voice breaking the steady rhythm of our work.

"That hair of yours," he drawled, a twinkle in his eyes, "It suits you. Brings out your eyes more."

His words left a strange tension hanging in the air, a noticeable change in the atmosphere. My heart pounded in my chest, the sound almost drowning out the distant mooing of the cows and the soft whinnying of the horses.

But I pushed back the feelings, shaking my head as if to clear the unwelcome thoughts.
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"Thanks, Daddy," I replied, focusing my attention back on the task at hand.

The rest of the day was a blur of manual labor, the taste of dust in my mouth, the sound of animals around us, and the smell of the earth filling my senses. The sun set in a blaze of glorious colors, painting the sky in hues of orange and purple, casting long shadows on the farmland.

The next day dawned bright and clear, and I found myself waist-deep in the trials of the piggery. The potent smell of pigs and muck clung to my nostrils as I navigated through the pens, the stench an unwelcome accessory to my plaid shirt and dirt-stained jeans. The grunts and squeals of the pigs were a discordant melody that played out around me, the cacophony only adding to my discomfort.

My boots, once a bright shade of brown, were now coated in a thick layer of muck. The damp, squelching sensation underfoot sent a shiver up my spine every time I took a step. The usual feel of the solid ground was replaced by the slippery, mucky floor of the pigsty, a treacherous territory that I was far from conquering.

My stepfather stood at the edge of the pen, an amused smile tugging at his lips as he watched my struggle. His usual farmer attire seemed to resist the dirt and grime that seemed to find me so easily. The sweat made his shirt cling to his muscles, highlighting his sturdy frame.

"Why, Jack, you look like you're havin' a time over there!" he hollered, laughter dancing in his eyes. His comment drew a reluctant smile out of me, despite my grimy predicament.

"Well, I don't see you volunteering to switch places!" I shot back, the quip earning me a hearty laugh from the older man. The sound of his laughter echoed through the farm, a welcome contrast to the grunts and squeals of the pigs.

His laughter rang through the air, a warm sound that seemed to lighten the mood. I couldn't help but chuckle along with him, despite the grime on my jeans and the mud squishing beneath my boots.

For all its trials, the piggery had its own charm. There was a rhythm to it, a kind of harmonious chaos that was strangely soothing. The taste of the morning air, laced with the earthy smell of the pigs, had a rustic quality to it that I had never appreciated before.

Throughout the day, the banter between us continued. His hearty laughter was a constant accompaniment to my struggles, a soothing balm to the hardships of farm life. His words of encouragement and the twinkle in his eyes made the arduous tasks a tad bit easier to bear.

As the day waned, and the sun began its descent, I stood there amidst the grunts and squeals, covered in muck and sweat. There was a strange sense of accomplishment in my heart, a feeling of having weathered the storm.

Despite the grime, the stench, and the exhausting work, there was a sense of satisfaction that came from a hard day's work. The taste of dust on my lips, the smell of the pigs, the sound of their grunts and my stepdad’s laughter—they all wove a tapestry of sensations that were far removed from the world of romance novels I was accustomed to.

Ensconced in my room, I had lost myself in the realm of "To Kill a Mockingbird," Harper Lee's words spinning a world of heartache and bravery around me. My fingers traced the worn-out pages of the book, the scent of old paper filling my nostrils with a sense of comfort.

I was dressed in my favorite outfit for my reading marathons—an oversized hoodie that felt soft against my skin, and a pair of loose-fitting jeans that had seen better days.

The peaceful silence of my room was abruptly broken by the sharp, raised voices coming from my mother and my stepfather’s bedroom. My heart thudded in my chest as I put the book aside, my attention now drawn to the heated argument unfolding a few rooms away.

The walls did little to muffle the words, my mother's high-pitched tones easily carrying through the closed doors. The scent of my room—a comforting mix of old books and clean laundry, did nothing to calm the unease that settled over me.

"You’re too easy on him!" I heard her yell, her voice like a whip lashing out in the silence. The venom in her words was unmistakable, her anger reaching me even through the walls.

My stepfather’s voice, usually so warm and jovial, had an edge to it now. His response was firm but measured, like a patient teacher explaining a difficult concept to a particularly stubborn student.

"Darlene, the boy needs to follow his heart. He's not cut out for the farm life."

A knot formed in my stomach, my mother's disapproving words echoing in my ears. The tension was palpable, seeping into my room and curling around me, a tangible reminder of the conflict brewing in our home.

The air in my room suddenly felt too heavy, the once comforting scent of books now a stark reminder of my dreams, dreams that my mother so vehemently disapproved of. My heart pounded in my chest, the muffled voices and the accusations sounding too loud in the silence.

At that moment, the soft fabric of my hoodie offered little comfort, the scent of my room doing little to quell the unease that gnawed at me. The taste of uncertainty lingered in my mouth, a bitter reminder of the conflict that was unfolding.

Despite the distance, I could almost see them—my mother, her features drawn in disapproval, and my stepfather, the ever-calm force of reason.

His defense of me, his support for my dreams, brought a strange mix of comfort and guilt. I knew my choices were not the traditional path, knew they disappointed my mother, but my stepfather’s unwavering support was a beacon of hope.

In the silence of my room, amidst the distant argument and the scent of old books, I realized that I was at a crossroads. The words from their argument, the emotions that they stirred, were a stark reminder of the choices I had to make.

As the voices faded, their argument seemingly reaching its conclusion, I was left with my thoughts. The reality of my situation settled over me like a heavy blanket. But despite the conflict, the disapproval, and the uncertainty, I knew I had to forge my own path. I knew I had to chase my dreams, however unorthodox they may be. I knew I had to be true to myself. After all, that's what the characters in my beloved books taught me.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

AS THE EARLY MORNING sun painted the sky in hues of pink and orange, I was already up to my knees in muck, scrubbing the stubborn dirt off the pigs. The stench was overpowering, a potent mixture of pigs and muck that made my stomach churn. My work pants were soaked through, the damp fabric sticking to my legs uncomfortably.

Amidst the grunts and squeals of the pigs, my stepfather’s voice cut through, drawing my attention.

"Jack," he called, a twinkle in his eyes, "I've got a surprise for you."

Curiosity piqued, I made my way towards him, my boots squelching in the muck with every step. He held out a pair of denim shorts, faded from use but still in good condition.

"These belonged to Darlene," he explained, his voice filled with amusement.

"She's put on a bit of weight, so I reckon they'll fit you just right. And, they'll be easier to clean than those pants."

The shorts were incredibly short, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh. A flush spread across my cheeks as I held them up, the thought of wearing something so revealing making me uncomfortable. Still, the thought of not having to struggle with dirty pants was too tempting to resist.

My stepfather, noticing my hesitation, quickly added, "Don't worry. Ain't nobody gonna see you but me and the pigs."

Taking a deep breath, I excused myself and hurried to the nearby washroom. The scent of soap and damp earth was a welcome contrast to the pungent stench of the pigsty. Slipping into the shorts, I felt an unexpected sense of freedom. The soft denim fabric felt comfortable against my skin, and the lightness of the shorts was a refreshing change from my usual work pants.

Emerging from the washroom, I could feel his eyes on me, a hint of surprise in his gaze.
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"Well, I'll be," he murmured, a slow grin spreading across his face. "I didn't realize you had such beautiful legs."

His compliment caught me off-guard, my cheeks heating up as I mumbled a shy thank you. There was something in his gaze, a warmth that made me feel seen, really seen, for the first time. It was a strange, unfamiliar sensation, but not entirely unpleasant.

As I returned to the pigsty, the cool morning air felt wonderful against my bare legs. I could feel a newfound sense of freedom, the lightness of the shorts a stark contrast to the weight of my usual work pants. The soft denim fabric brushed against my skin with every step, the sensation oddly comforting.

He watched me from the sidelines, his eyes never straying far from me. His gaze was not invasive, but curious, like he was seeing a different side of me for the first time.

"If you got rid of the hair, your legs would look even better," he commented casually, his voice devoid of any judgment.

His words made me blush, but there was an undercurrent of truth in them. Despite the initial awkwardness, I felt surprisingly comfortable in the shorts, the sense of freedom they brought was liberating.

As I resumed my work, the morning sun warming my bare legs, I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment. Despite the grime and the hard work, I was beginning to see the beauty in this simple life.

Three days later, the afternoon sun was beating down on the Joneses farm, painting everything in golden hues. Mother had gone to Aunt Connie's for sweet tea, leaving me alone with my thoughts, and a comment Jeremiah had made three days ago.

I had spent most of the day stealing glances at my own legs, the hair on them appearing more and more unsightly. The notion of smooth, bare legs was both tempting and nerve-wracking.

With a sense of resolve, I decided to give it a try, my heart pounding in my chest as I made my way to the master bathroom. My fingers were slightly shaky as I grabbed a can of shaving cream and a razor from the bathroom cabinet. The cold steel of the razor was a stark contrast to the warmth radiating from my skin, and a sense of trepidation washed over me.

As I turned to leave, I froze in my tracks. My stepfather was standing there in his tighty-whities, his usual jovial expression replaced with one of surprise. My cheeks burned hot and I quickly averted my gaze, a knot of embarrassment forming in my stomach.
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"I... uh... I wanted to try something," I stuttered, clutching the shaving cream and razor tightly in my hand.

A moment of silence hung between us before he finally spoke, his voice steady and unchanging.

"Shaving your legs, eh?" He asked, a note of amusement in his tone.

Nodding shyly, I could feel my cheeks burning even hotter.

"I just thought... Maybe they would look better..."

Before I could finish, he cut me off.

"You're in luck. I was just about to take a shower. I can help you with that."

His words came as a surprise.

"You... you would do that?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

He simply shrugged, a small smile playing on his lips.

"Sure, why not? It's just shaving."

And so, I found myself sitting on the edge of the bathtub, my legs lathered with shaving cream, while he carefully shaved them. The cool touch of the razor against my skin sent shivers up my spine, the sensation both thrilling and nerve-wracking.

“Your legs are so feminine, not an ounce of muscle in these calves,” he said.

He worked methodically, his touch firm yet gentle. The rhythmic scraping of the razor was strangely calming, the scent of the shaving cream filling my nostrils. I watched him, my breath hitching every time the razor grazed my skin.

“Haha! I don’t know if that’s a compliment,” I let out—to which he only replied with a smile.

Finally, when he was done, he stood back to admire his handiwork.

"Not too shabby, if I do say so myself," he declared, a satisfied grin on his face.

Looking down at my legs, I felt a strange sense of elation. They were smooth, bare, and undeniably beautiful. The touch of my own fingers against the smooth skin sent a thrill through me, the sensation so different, so pleasing.

He didn't stop there. He took a bottle of lotion from the cabinet and began to massage it into my legs. His fingers were firm yet gentle, the cool lotion soothing against my newly shaved skin. The scent of the lotion was sweet and comforting, a stark contrast to the sharp smell of the shaving cream.

“Your mother always uses this on me after shaving my beard,” he said.

His hands were warm against my skin, his touch sending waves of pleasure through me. His praise was generous, complimenting my legs as he worked the lotion into my skin.

“I—it, protects the skin from g-getting bumps n’ lumps,” he followed—his huge and strong hands kneading my thighs.

Despite the tension that lingered between us, I found myself leaning into his touch, the intimacy of the moment both alarming and exhilarating.

As I sat there, on the edge of the bathtub, with him massaging lotion into my legs, I realized something. Despite the strangeness of the situation, despite the tension, I felt more comfortable in my own skin than I ever did before.

“Th—thank you, Daddy…” I said.

He stood up and took his briefs off—nonchalantly giving me a glimpse of not only were his arms and legs girthy, hairy, and long, but so was his manhood.

“Nah, it’s nothing,” he said with a wink before turning the shower on.

After the incident in the bathroom, I was left in a state of confusion and curiosity. My skin still tingled from his touch, the sensation burning into my memory. I had never experienced anything like it, the warmth, the tenderness, the intimacy. It was all so new, so foreign.

Jeremiah, the man who had been a constant in my life, was now the subject of thoughts I could hardly comprehend. I had seen him without his clothes on, my eyes taking in the raw masculinity of his form—his broad shoulders, the well-defined muscles of his chest and stomach, and everything else. It was an image that was both shocking and exhilarating, stirring feelings within me that I had never felt before.

I tried to push away the thoughts, tried to convince myself that it was nothing more than an innocent act of kindness. But the truth was, I felt something. Something I had never felt for any man before. It was a sense of attraction, a pull that I couldn't ignore.

Alone in my room, I found myself revisiting the image of my stepfather in his tighty-whities—and without them, my mind filled with the memory of his touch. My heart pounded in my chest, a strange heat spreading through me. I felt a strong, undeniable desire to touch myself, the thought both terrifying and exciting.

Trying to quiet my racing mind, I decided to indulge in the urge. My touch was tentative at first, a stark contrast to the firm grip of my stepfather. The sensation was strange, but not unpleasant. The feeling was both thrilling and overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and guilt.

The memory of his hands on my legs was fresh in my mind, intensifying the pleasure. I found myself moaning softly, my fingers moving rhythmically on my shaft. The sensation was intoxicating, the pleasure coursing through me in waves.

[image: 19-years-old:3, handsome short brown hair:3, moani]

“Daddy…” I murmured.

Despite the guilt and confusion, I couldn't deny the pleasure. I was caught in a whirlpool of feelings and sensations, each more intense than the last.

“Ahhh!” I let out.

The climax was sudden and intense, leaving me breathless and trembling. My body was buzzing with pleasure, the aftershocks leaving me panting. As the sensations slowly subsided, I was left with a sense of guilt and confusion.

As I lay there, my heart pounding in my chest, I found myself questioning my feelings. I had never felt this way before, never been attracted to a man. But there was no denying the attraction I felt for my stepfather, the desire I felt for him.

The confusion was overwhelming, leaving me feeling lost and scared. I was stepping into uncharted territory, the emotions and feelings new and frightening. But as terrifying as it was, there was a sense of exhilaration, a thrill that I couldn't deny.

Overwhelmed, I went to my bathroom to wash away everything, including my thoughts about him. However, despite the trepidation and reluctance, one thing was clear. I was falling for him. And as terrifying as it was, I couldn't deny the sense of anticipation that filled me, the thrill of the unknown.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED since the incident in the bathroom, and in that time, my feelings for my stepfather had only intensified. Each interaction, each glance, each smile only served to deepen my affection for him. However, as much as I yearned for more, I was careful to keep my feelings hidden, afraid of what would happen if he knew the truth.

On one particularly sunny morning, he burst into my room, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Jack," he began, a wide grin on his face, "we're going to harvest the pomegranates today."

My heart leapt at the prospect of spending the day with him, away from the prying eyes of our small town. But before I could respond, he thrust a shopping bag into my hands.

"Got something for you," he said, his grin widening.

Inside the bag was a pair of pink boots and denim shorts, similar to the ones I had worn a week ago, but even shorter. The boots were vibrant, their cheerful color a stark contrast to the dusty brown of my usual work boots.

He explained that he'd come across them on Amazon and thought they'd be perfect for me. His words left me speechless, my heart pounding in my chest.

The shorts were one thing, but the boots... they were so unabashedly feminine, so strikingly beautiful, that they took my breath away.

“Thank you, Daddy!”

Without a second thought, I threw my arms around him, my heart filled with gratitude. His strong arms wrapped around me, a warmth spreading through me at his touch. The tension between us was palpable, but I chose to ignore it, focusing instead on the excitement of the day ahead.

In the truck, I was decked out in my new attire. The pink boots were comfortable, their soft leather molding perfectly to my feet. The denim shorts hugged my thighs, the hem brushing against the top of the boots. Jeremiah's glances towards me were frequent and filled with appreciation.

"Well, don't you look sexy," he said, a teasing note in his voice. His words sent a blush creeping up my neck, and I laughed nervously, hoping to brush off the compliment.

The drive to the pomegranate farm was filled with laughter and singing, his booming voice filling the cab of the truck. We belted out to Luke Combs' "Forever After All", our voices harmonizing beautifully.

His white wife-beater clung to his muscular form, accentuating his bulging biceps. I found myself sneaking glances at him, my heart pounding in my chest. The sight of his strong arms—the curve of his biceps, stirred a desire within me that I had never experienced before.

As we continued to sing along to the radio, the tension between us was almost tangible. However, it wasn't uncomfortable. On the contrary, it was exhilarating, a silent testament to the unspoken feelings between us.

As we pulled up to the pomegranate farm, my heart was pounding in my chest. Despite the tension and the confusion, I was excited. The day promised to be full of laughter and shared moments, a chance to create more memories with him.
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And as I stepped out of the truck, the sight of the sprawling pomegranate farm taking my breath away, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope. Perhaps, amidst the pomegranate trees and under the warm sun, I would find the courage to reveal my feelings to him. And maybe, just maybe, he would feel the same way too.

I could feel the dampness of the morning dew seeping through the soft leather of my pink boots, while the early sunlight caught the threads of my denim shorts, turning them into a shimmering tapestry of blue.

"Alright folks," his deep, resonant voice rang out as he called over the workers, some of whom I recognized from our own farm. He clapped a hand onto my shoulder, an affectionate squeeze that sent warmth blooming through my chest.

"This here's Jack," he announced, his eyes twinkling with pride as he glanced down at me, "my heir."

His words took me by surprise, a sharp inhale catching in my throat. His heir? I was touched by his words, a sudden rush of emotions making my eyes misty.

He had always treated me like family, but this... this was something else entirely. It felt as though he was validating me, acknowledging me as his own. I couldn't help but smile, a soft, shaky thing that I knew mirrored the fondness in his eyes.

As the workers dispersed to start their duties, he took me by the arm, leading me towards the vast orchard. The sweet scent of ripening pomegranates filled the air, the heady perfume punctuated by the earthy aroma of damp soil and fresh vegetation.

He started explaining the process of harvesting, his deep voice soothing against the chirping of the birds and the rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze. I followed his instructions attentively, watching as he demonstrated how to select the ripest fruits and how to handle them gently to avoid bruising their tender skin.

“Sorry…”

I fumbled at first, my inexperienced hands unsure of how to navigate the task. But he was patient with me, his broad hands guiding mine, their warmth seeping into my skin. Under his guidance, I slowly started getting the hang of it, the rhythm of the work becoming as familiar as the lines of my favorite novels.

In the quiet moments between instruction and action, I stole glances at him. His muscles rippled beneath his white wife-beater as he worked, the sunlight illuminating his strong, chiseled features.

The sight of him was both breathtaking and overwhelming, a living embodiment of the raw, masculine beauty I had only ever read about in my novels.

Throughout the day, we engaged in easy conversation, our words interspersed with laughter and light teasing. He shared stories of his own experiences working the farm, while I regaled him with the tales of my favorite literary characters. The connection between us felt natural and effortless, a bond that was only growing stronger with each passing moment.
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"Let’s have lunch," he said. He'd prepared a packed lunch for us, a delightful assortment of farm-fresh sandwiches, a jug of cold sweet tea, and a handful of freshly-picked ruby-red pomegranates for dessert.

I found myself standing on the edge of a tranquil lake I never knew existed, nestled in the heart of our sprawling farmland. My heart hammered in my chest, a melody of wonder and excitement that echoed against the serene quiet. I took a seat on the blanket he’d spread, my denim shorts brushing against the lush grass, a soft hum of insects playing the rhythm of the country.

“Gosh, Daddy, I didn’t realize the farm was this big,” I admitted, my gaze scanning the expansive view before me.

“Not many people do,” he chuckled, his eyes glimmering with pride. He settled himself down beside me, popping open the cooler to reveal our lunch.

“Daddy…” I trailed off, my heart tugging in my chest.

“How did you manage all of this?”

He looked over at me, his expression softening.

“Well,” he began, his voice filled with sincerity, “the truth is, ever since you came into my life when you were just a youngin', I made it my mission to work hard, to give you a good future. This is all for you.”

Tears welled in my eyes at his words. It wasn't just the grandeur of the farm that moved me. It was his devotion, his kindness, his unwavering dedication to providing for me.

With lunch finished, we moved on to dessert, breaking open the ripe pomegranates. Their sweet juice burst over our tongues, the flavor as vibrant as the deep red staining our lips. He was the one who broke the silence, his laughter rippling across the surface of the lake.

“You know,” he said, a teasing glint in his eyes.

“The juice has colored your lips. You look like you're wearing lipstick.”
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A hot flush colored my cheeks, and my hand instinctively flew to my lips. He, however, reached out, stopping my hand mid-air, and let his thumb graze my lower lip. The contact was electrifying, a spark of something raw and undefined that made my heart lurch.

But just as suddenly as it had come, the moment was gone. He withdrew his hand, a subtle shift in his expression as he cleared his throat.

“You remember when you were twelve, right?” he asked, attempting to lighten the mood.

“You used to fish here. Remember that one time you almost fell in because you were struggling with a fish? Man, that was hilarious.”

As he recounted stories from our past, the atmosphere started to normalize again. Yet the echo of the touch, the spark from before, remained, etched in the back of my mind. That day, as we sat there, a thought lingered in the back of my mind—our lives were slowly starting to weave together in ways I hadn't anticipated, and I couldn't help but wonder what it would lead to.

The golden hour draped its rich, warm light over the landscape as we began to pack up our picnic. He busied himself with stowing away our picnic utensils, his movements slow and methodical. I took a moment, watching him, my mind a whirlpool of emotion.

The loose strands of my hair fluttered in the soft breeze, the world smelled of the earth and the fresh pomegranates, a hint of his cigar smoke lingering in the air.

A comfortable silence hung in the air, punctuated only by the occasional bird call. I knelt to fold the picnic blanket, the worn fabric brushing against my palm. Each crease and fold were a memory of the afternoon, of the shared laughter and the loaded silence.

He sauntered over, his cigar dangling lazily between his fingers. His eyes were soft, almost tender as they met mine, a hint of a smile playing on his lips.

His hand rose, his fingertips tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear. The touch was gentle, sending a pleasant shiver down my spine.

"You know," he began, his voice low and gruff, "I've always known you to be a little… fruity."

His words hung in the air, a confession, an understanding. I could feel my heartbeat hammering in my chest, a nervous flutter that echoed in the pit of my stomach. I wasn't sure where he was going with this, what he meant, what he knew.

"And I accept you for who you are," he continued, his voice dropping to a whisper.

"I'll love you no matter what."

He punctuated his words with a wink before bringing the cigar back to his lips. My heart stammered in my chest, a strange mixture of relief and confusion washing over me. I watched him, lost for words. A tear traced a salty path down my cheek, falling to the blanket still clutched in my hands.

My stepfather, seemingly oblivious to my internal turmoil, continued puffing on his cigar. His gaze was turned towards the setting sun, the vibrant colors of the sky reflected in his eyes. I could hear the distant call of a nightjar, a haunting melody that echoed my own sentiments.

As I folded the last corner of the blanket, a newfound determination took root in my heart. It was time to embrace who I was, who I wanted to be. It was time to accept my feelings for him. It was time to become the person I was always meant to be.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE NIGHT WRAPPED its dark blanket around our little farmstead three nights later, an orchestra of crickets serenading the star-studded sky. I sat in the solitude of my room, the single bulb casting long shadows on the worn wooden floor.

My hairbrush glided through my hair, each stroke bringing an unfamiliar, yet welcome sense of comfort. I found the brush hidden among Mom's old things in the basement, its bristles softer than any comb I'd ever used.

The door creaked open and in walked my stepfather, clad only in his tighty whities. His presence filled the room, casting an entirely new dynamic to my solitary evening ritual. His presence carried a distinct smell, an intoxicating mix of earth, sweat, and the faint whiff of his Paco Rabanne perfume.

"Oh, I guess I walked in at the right time," he drawled, his gaze locked on the hairbrush in my hand. His eyes sparkled with a strange excitement as he watched me continue to stroke my hair.

"What is it?" I asked, my heart hammering in my chest as I waited for his response. He had a knack for springing surprises, but this, him showing up in my room unannounced, was a surprise of a different kind.

His hand reached inside a paper bag he had brought along, producing a delicate piece of clothing.

"When I was in town selling pigs today," he started, his voice layered with a casual nonchalance that belied the significance of his words, "I saw a novelty store selling silk nighties. Thought you'd look great in them."

The nightie was pink, the soft satin shimmering under the room's dim light. My hands reached out, the cool silk brushing against my skin as I held it against my body.

“Oh, wow!” I exclaimed.

It was beautiful, the fabric delicately sewn, the color vibrant and lively. A surge of excitement coursed through my veins, the garment a symbol of my burgeoning identity.

With the nightie in my arms, I retreated to the bathroom. The cool tiles under my feet contrasted against the warmth bubbling inside me.

Slipping the nightie over my head, the soft silk whispered against my bare skin, its delicate touch making me shudder in delight. I glanced at the mirror, my eyes wide as I took in my reflection. I looked... different, beautiful, and more 'me' than I had ever felt.

Emerging from the bathroom, I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear, my face flaming as I shyly asked, "How do I look?"

His eyes widened, his mouth falling open as he took me in.
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"Wow, you're hot," he said, his voice thick with sincerity.

A thrill shot through me, his words echoing in my head as I stood before the mirror, my eyes lingering on my reflection. The silk nightie hugged my body, accentuating the gentle curves and smoothness of my body. I looked... beautiful.

He broke the silence, promising to buy me more feminine clothes, to let me explore my sexuality. He warned that we should keep it a secret from Mom, who would surely go ballistic if she found out. His words resonated with me, bringing a sense of relief and anticipation.

“Thank you,” my voice choked with gratitude as I wrapped my arms around him. The tension in the room was palpable, the air thick with unsaid words and emotions.

I could feel the bulge in his underwear pressing against my thigh, a silent testament to his attraction. But he quickly pulled away, excusing himself and leaving me alone in my room.

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving me in the wake of our interaction. My heart pounded in my chest, his words and actions sparked a fire within me.

My heart raced, the adrenaline pumping through my veins like liquid fire. I was alone once more, the room echoing with the remnants of his departure. I couldn't shake off the feeling of him, his words, his touch, his presence. The tension hung in the air like the thickest fog, permeating everything and making it impossible for me to forget.

The silky nightie clung to my skin, its smooth fabric a tactile reminder of the man who gifted it. I traced my hands down my body, fingers following the path the fabric took over my skin. It was soft, cool, a seductive whisper against my flushed skin. The cool satin slid under my fingertips, the friction sparking miniature galaxies of pleasure under my touch.

Standing before the mirror, I admired myself once more. The blush of excitement was evident on my cheeks, my eyes sparkled with a newfound sense of identity, of freedom.

His words rang in my ears, igniting a flame that had previously been but a mere spark. The pink silk of the nightie contrasted beautifully with my skin, its vibrant hue a testament to the exhilarating rush coursing through my veins.

With my eyes locked onto my reflection, my hand drifted lower. I was cautious, tentative, a virgin explorer navigating the unknown terrains of his own body. My breath hitched as my fingers traced over my thighs, their touch a ghost of him. I could still feel him, his bulge against my thigh, the silent confession of his desire.

I shuddered, the memory of the encounter acting as a catalyst, pushing me into a world of pleasure I had only ever dreamed of. Soon after, the sound of my own breathing filled the room, my heart hammering against my ribcage as my hand explored.

My mind swam with thoughts of my stepfather, his rough hands, his firm muscles, the look in his eyes as he'd taken in my new appearance. I was lost in my fantasy, his lingering scent still in the room, an invisible thread connecting us.

My hand ventured further, the silky fabric of the nightie bunching up as my fingers continued their descent. I gasped, my body reacting to my touch, heat spreading like wildfire. The room fell away, replaced by my pulsating heartbeat and the visions of my naked stepfather etched in my mind.

The moon outside my window bathed the room in an ethereal glow, my shadowy reflection the sole spectator of my self-discovery.

I was aching, craving, every nerve in my body humming with anticipation. My hand moved rhythmically, a slow dance guided by instinct and desire. The pleasure built, each stroke pushing me closer to the edge, my mind filled with images of him taking me from the back.

“Ahhh…”

The sounds that escaped me filled the room, a symphony of pleasure that echoed off the worn-out walls. I moved in rhythm, lost in the sensations rippling through my body, my hand and the silky fabric of the nightie being the only reality I was aware of. I was breathless, my chest rising and falling rapidly, my body surrendering to the mounting pleasure.

The pleasure swelled, the image of him, the feel of his bulge against me, the memory of his touch, fuelling the fire. My body tensed, the world narrowed down to the heat spreading from my core, radiating to every part of me.
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“Oh, Daddy…”

With one last flicker of lascivious thoughts, I crossed over the edge, the pleasure overwhelming me, my body surrendering to the waves of release.

I lay there, my nightie all wet—gasping, my body tingling with the aftermath of the pleasure. The gift, now disheveled, clung to my body, my fingers still tracing the path they had taken. I could still smell him, his scent lingering in the room, mixing with mine.

Moments later, the room returned to its earlier tranquility, the rush of my blood gradually subsiding. The moonlight still poured into the room, casting long shadows and bathing everything in a soft, silver light. I could still feel him, his words, his touch, his presence, a phantom reminder of the man who had set me on this path.

My eyelids felt heavy, sleep tugging at the edges of my consciousness. I curled up on the bed, the silk nightie a gentle caress against my spent body. The night lulled me into a state of tranquility, the memories of him and the pleasure I had just experienced guiding me into the realm of dreams.

As I drifted off to sleep, one thought prevailed—the nightie was a token of his acceptance, his support, his desire.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I'D BEEN EXPLORING MY GENDER for a month now. My stepfather had been incredibly supportive, purchasing all kinds of feminine items for me—from beautiful dresses and gowns to shimmering make-up and delicate high-heeled shoes.

Each day was like opening a present, filled with new possibilities, new ways to express who I felt like inside. The feeling was liberating, but also a little scary, given that we were keeping this a secret from everyone, especially my mother.

As the hot water of the shower cascaded down my body, washing away the dirt and sweat of the day, I looked at the silk nightie hanging on the back of the bathroom door.

The fabric, smooth and soft, a reminder of the first time I'd worn it, the first time my stepfather had seen me embracing my feminine side.

I wanted to wear it tonight, to feel the silky fabric against my skin, but I was having dinner with my mother. I sighed, reaching for a pair of flannel pajamas instead. The fabric, though soft, felt suffocating, a far cry from the silky nightie I so longed to wear.

I towel-dried my hair as I stepped out of the bathroom, the steam fogging up the mirror. I ran a hand through my locks, now grown out to my shoulders. It felt good, natural, a physical representation of the change I was going through.

As I brushed my hair, I admired the way it fell over my shoulders, the way it framed my face, the way it made me feel like...me.

Later that night at dinner, as I sat across from my mother, I could feel her scrutinizing gaze. She was eyeing my hair, her brow furrowed in a way that made my heart sink.
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"Your hair's getting long," she said, her tone laced with disapproval.

"Don't you think it's time for a haircut?"

My stepfather, sitting beside me, was quick to defend.

"I think he looks great in it," he said, his voice firm, his gaze meeting mine.

My mother scoffed, her lips twisting in a sneer.

"He looks like a girl. And he's not a girl."

Those words hit me like a punch to the gut. The sound of my mother's voice echoed in my mind, drowning out all other thoughts.

"He's not a girl, he's not a girl," it repeated, a merciless chant that threatened to break me.

Anger surged within me, hot and unforgiving. I stood up, my chair scraping against the floor.

"Excuse me," I muttered, my voice choked with unshed tears. I stormed out of the room, my mother's words trailing after me.

I rushed into my room, shutting the door with more force than necessary. The room felt claustrophobic, the walls closing in on me. My pillow bore the brunt of my frustration, my fists clenching and unclenching around the soft fabric. My eyes burned, tears threatening to spill.

My heart pounded against my rib cage, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I could still hear my mother's words, ringing loud and clear in my mind. The denial of my identity, the dismissal of my feelings, was painful, more so because it came from someone I loved.

I collapsed onto the bed, my face buried in the pillow. My body shook with silent sobs, my tears soaking the pillow. I cried for myself, for the acceptance I so desperately sought, for the freedom to be who I truly was.

I cried till there were no more tears left to shed, till my body was spent and my mind numb. My room was a sanctuary, a safe haven from the world outside, but tonight, it felt like a prison. The walls echoed my mother's words, a harsh reminder of the reality I was forced to face.

I was not a girl, or at least, that's what the world wanted me to believe. But deep down, in the core of my being, I knew that was not true. I was more than what society had labeled me, more than what my mother wanted me to be. I was Jack, a person discovering his true identity, a person yearning to be accepted for who he was.

As I lay on my bed, my body wrapped in the stifling flannel pajamas, I looked at the silk nightie hanging on the chair. The fabric shimmered in the dim light, a beacon of hope, a promise of a future where I could be myself. And as I closed my eyes, sleep beckoning me into its comforting embrace, I knew that I would fight for that future, no matter what.

I'd fight for my identity, for my acceptance, for my freedom. I'd fight, even if it meant standing up to my own mother, even if it meant shattering the image she had of me. Because at the end of the day, I was a person yearning to be free, yearning to be me. And that's exactly what I intended to be.

I woke up late the next day, afternoon sunlight filtering through the cracks in the blinds. I was still in the nightie, the silk feeling like a cool caress against my skin, a comforting reminder of the person I was becoming. For a moment, I let myself bask in the sense of rightness, the affirmation that my mother was wrong. I wasn't her 'Jack,' the boy she'd always seen. I was a girl. I knew it deep in my heart.

However, I reluctantly changed out of the nightie, tugging on a pair of old flannel pajamas that felt more like a costume than anything else. There was a part of me that wanted to march out in the nightie, to confront my mother and declare my identity. But the memory of last night's confrontation made me wince, so I settled for the worn-out fabric of my 'safe' clothes.

Craving a hot cup of coffee, I padded down the stairs. The house was unusually quiet, my footsteps echoing off the wooden floors. The only sounds were the ticking of the wall clock and the distant hum of the refrigerator. I paused, trying to shake off the feeling of unease. Maybe my mother had gone out for the day.

As I made my way toward the kitchen, I heard a strange noise—a low, muffled sound, almost like...voices. I followed the sound, my heart pounding in my chest. What I found made my blood run cold.
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“Mmm, don’t worry about him, he’s out of town all day,” she purred.

My mother was in the living room, locked in a passionate embrace with Pedro, one of our farmhands. My mind struggled to process the scene in front of me, the betrayal sinking in. My mother, the same woman who'd chastised me about my hair, about my identity, was betraying her husband.

Feeling like I'd been stabbed in the heart, I stumbled backward, the sight before me a cruel reality. I retreated, the image of my mother and Pedro seared into my mind, the sound of their whispers echoing in my ears.

I made my way back to my room, the walls of the house seeming to close in on me. The smell of Pedro's cologne lingered in the air, mixing sickeningly with the scent of my mother's perfume. The taste of bile rose in my throat, a sour reminder of the betrayal I'd just witnessed.

Once I was safely back in my room, I collapsed onto my bed, the tears already welling up in my eyes. I felt a fresh wave of anger towards my mother, not just for the words she'd hurled at me last night, but for the betrayal I'd just witnessed. It was like a slap to the face, the sting of it still raw.

As the tears flowed, the harsh reality of the situation hit me. My mother, the woman I thought I knew, had betrayed not just my stepfather, but me as well. The thought made me sick, my chest aching with a hurt I couldn't put into words.

The room felt too small, the four walls closing in on me. The familiar scent of my room, the smell of the books on the shelves, the faint whiff of my favorite scented candle, everything felt tainted.

I felt trapped, the walls of the house pressing down on me, the secret I'd just unearthed a heavy weight on my chest.

Later that night, nestled in the sanctuary of my room, I threw myself into a dog-eared novel, an old Western romance that was pure escape. The words formed an oasis away from the blistering reality of betrayal I’d stumbled upon earlier, my senses immersed in the dusty landscapes and heated exchanges.

Suddenly, the sound of my mother’s voice pulled me from the fictional world, her call for dinner wafting up the stairs. I felt a twist in my gut, a bitter taste in my mouth as I remembered the sight of her and Pedro.

I ignored her call, my eyes scanning the words in front of me with renewed vigor. I hoped the layers of fiction could bury the hard truths, could mask the smell of deceit that seemed to permeate the house.

But the illusion shattered when I heard footsteps on the staircase, the rhythmic thud sending a jolt of panic through me. I was still in my nightie, the silk fabric a testament to my secret life, a life my mother would undoubtedly scorn.

My heart pounding, I shouted, “I’ll be there in a minute!” just as her hand touched the doorknob.

She paused, her voice filled with suspicion.

“What’s the matter!?”

“Nothing!” I screamed back, my body moving in a frenzied hurry. I quickly locked the door and stripped off the nightie, the silk slipping off my body like a whisper. The black hoodie and pajama pants were hastily pulled on, their rough texture a stark contrast to the smooth silk.

My eyes darted around the room, spotting the gifts my stepfather had given me, each item now a potential weapon in my mother’s hands. I stashed them on the top of a cabinet, well out of her reach, my heart pounding as I wiped the tears from my cheeks.

Finally, I unlatched the door, my voice shaky.

“I was just changing my clothes.”

There was a pause, and then her voice, grating in its normalcy.

“Well, don't let your dinner get cold! Jeremiah said he wouldn’t be home for dinner, flat tire on the truck or something.”

I nodded, my stomach knotting at the mention of my stepfather. The image of my mother with Pedro felt like a slap in the face, the reality of her betrayal stinging fresh.

During dinner, she tried to engage me in conversation, prattling on about farming and whether I was planning on doing it full-time. I answered noncommittally, my focus on the plate in front of me. The taste of the food was cardboard, each bite a struggle to swallow.

My mother, undeterred by my lack of enthusiasm, continued her tirade.

“You need to take this more seriously…” she started, her voice grating on my nerves.

Suddenly, something snapped in me. I interrupted her mid-sentence, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me.

“I know about Pedro.”

The words hung heavy in the air, the silence ringing in my ears. My mother looked as though I'd slapped her, her eyes wide, her mouth opening and closing wordlessly. Her face was ashen, the sight of her shock a small victory.

She tried to regain control, her voice pleading.

“Jack, please, you can't tell…”

But her pleas fell on deaf ears, my own rage bubbling up.

“How could you betray Daddy like that!?”

She blanched, her eyes darting around the room as if looking for an escape. But there was none.

“Pedro is just a toy,” she finally managed to spit out, the confession hitting me like a punch to the gut. The room spun, the scent of her cooking now sour in my nostrils.

“Don't you dare tell him!” she snarled, her eyes flashing with a mixture of fear and anger. Despite being in the wrong, she was still playing the tough card.

As I stood there, facing my mother in the midst of our secret war, I realized just how much my world had changed. And I knew it would never be the same again.

Moments later, as the night wore on, my concern for my stepfather continued to grow. It wasn't like him to be late—he was always home before nine, and now it was nearing half past. I checked the grandfather clock in the hallway, the loud ticking marking the slow passage of time, adding to my anxiety.

My mother, in contrast, seemed unbothered by her husband’s absence. As she headed upstairs to bed, she turned to me, her voice cold.

“I’m going to sleep. Wait for your Daddy. And don’t say anything about Pedro!”

Her words were a slap in the face, reminding me of the secret we now shared. I nodded, offering no verbal response, my heart aching at the thought of the fallout if I did reveal her secret.

Just as the clock struck nine, I heard the sound of a truck pulling into the driveway, the familiar rumble of my stepfather’s vehicle a comforting sound. My heart lifted with relief, the tension I'd been carrying seeping out of me.

The front door creaked open, and he walked in, looking exhausted. He was dressed in his usual work clothes, his jeans dirty from the day's work, his white wifebeater stained with sweat and dust.
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“Hey, sweetheart,” he said, his voice weary.

“Have you eaten?”

“Yeah, I have, but have you?” I asked, worried at the look of exhaustion on his face.

He shook his head, rubbing a hand across his face.

“I’m starving. Where’s Darlene?”

I hesitated, not wanting to lie but also not wanting to cause any more trouble.

“She’s sleeping,” I finally said, my voice more steady than I felt.

He nodded, sinking down onto one of the kitchen chairs. I moved quickly, serving him some of the leftovers from dinner. The smell of the reheated food was comforting, and I could see the way his face relaxed a little.

As he ate, he began to talk about his day, his voice rich with details about the flat tire, the delay it caused, the last-minute rush to finish the day's work. It was a sweet moment, the two of us in the kitchen, the only sounds his voice and the soft clinking of his cutlery.

But then he dropped a bombshell, the words tumbling out in a rush.

“I’m sorry I’m late. I stopped by town…bought you some more dresses.”

The shock of his confession left me speechless. I stood there, my heart pounding, my mind whirling. Finally, I found my voice, the words whispered.

“Thank you.”

He nodded, his eyes meeting mine. We shared a moment of understanding, a silent acknowledgment of the bond we’d formed. It ended with a hug, his strong arms wrapping around me, his scent of earth and sweat comforting.

Then, I stepped back and watched him eat, my heart lighter, my fears about my mother's secret temporarily pushed aside. The sight of him there, his tired face illuminated by the soft kitchen light, was a balm to my soul, a reminder that I wasn't alone.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE BARN WAS WARM, and the air was thick with the scent of hay and the comforting, familiar smell of the cows. My stepfather was teaching me how to milk them, his hands strong and sure on the udders as he showed me the technique.

He paused suddenly, his gaze shifting to me.

"You know, you oughta change into that denim skirt and crop top I bought you," he suggested, a teasing smile on his lips.

"You'd look like a proper milkmaid."

I felt my cheeks burn, but I couldn't help but grin at his words.

"Won't the workers find it weird?" I asked, my voice a little shaky.

"Nah, I pay 'em, they don't care," he replied with a shrug.

"You're invincible, Jacqueline."

Hearing him use that name, the feminine version of my own, sent a thrill through me. I felt a warmth spread through me, a joy that I hadn't known I could feel.

I nodded, my decision made. I headed for the small bathroom in the barn, carrying the clothes he had bought me. As I changed, I admired the denim skirt, the feel of it smooth and comforting against my skin. The crop top was a pretty pink, the fabric soft and yielding, fitting snugly against my chest.

With a deep breath, I stepped in front of the bathroom mirror, the sight that greeted me making my breath catch in my throat. I hardly recognized the girl staring back at me, her eyes wide and sparkling, a shy smile on her lips.

My hair, now shoulder length, was braided into pigtails, a cowboy hat perched atop my head. I felt pretty, feminine, in a way that I hadn't allowed myself to feel before.

I couldn't help but giggle as I twirled, watching the skirt flare out. The image that reflected back at me was one of pure happiness, a feeling of rightness washing over me.

Taking one last glance at my reflection, I steeled myself and stepped out of the bathroom. The barn was silent, my stepfather leaning against a post, his gaze focused on me.
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"How do I look?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. The anticipation was heavy in the air, my heart pounding in my chest.

His eyes roved over me, a slow smile spreading across his face.

"Wow," he murmured, his voice filled with admiration.

"You don't look like a Jack anymore. More like Jacqueline."

His words sent a thrill through me, a sense of rightness settling in my chest. I was Jacqueline, and I was beautiful. I was finally me.

Basking in the warmth of his approval, I turned my attention to the cows. He went through the steps with me again, his hands guiding mine as we worked in unison to milk the cow.

"Remember, gentle but firm," he reminded me, his voice steady.

"Don't want to hurt the poor girl."

I nodded, focusing on the feeling of the warm milk flowing through my fingers, the scent of the barn around me.

"Like this?" I asked, attempting to mimic his movements.

"That's it," he praised, a pleased grin on his face.

"You're a natural, Jacqueline."

We continued to work, him cracking jokes and making me laugh. He told me about the first time he'd milked a cow, how he'd been so scared he'd nearly fainted. It felt comfortable, like we'd been doing this together for years.

After a while, he stood up, dusting off his pants.

"I'll leave you to it, then. You're doing great."

He ruffled my hair affectionately.

"Be a good girl, alright?"

"I will," I promised, smiling at him.

"Don't worry about me."

He nodded, leaving me alone with the cows. I looked down at my outfit, my denim skirt and crop top, and smiled. This was who I was meant to be. Jacqueline.

I felt a warmth spread through me as I continued to milk the cows, the quiet sounds of the barn and the feel of the warm milk calming me. It felt right, like I'd found a piece of myself that I hadn't known was missing.

Time seemed to fly by, the sun starting to dip below the horizon. I was alone, but I didn't feel lonely. I felt at peace, content in a way I hadn't felt in a long time.

As I finished up with the last cow, I stood up, dusting off my skirt. I looked around the barn, taking in the comforting scent of hay and animals, the sight of the cows in their stalls. This was where I belonged.

The barn door swung open with a low creak, and a tall farmhand ambled in. He was a new addition to the crew, a strapping, masculine figure with sun-kissed skin and sparkling blue eyes that twinkled with mischief. He paused when he saw me, a slow grin spreading across his ruggedly handsome face.
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"Well, ain't you a sight for sore eyes, Miss?" He drawled, a playful twang to his voice that made my heart flutter.

"Thank you. I’m Jack—Jacqueline Jones, Jeremiah’s daughter," I blushed, the compliment warming me from within. His gaze was appraising, appreciative, and I found myself basking in it, my insecurities melting away under his attention.

"Never seen a milkmaid as pretty as you," he chuckled, his eyes twinkling as he approached the cows, pulling out a bale of hay to feed them.

I watched him as he worked, a thrill of excitement running through me. I had never felt so noticed, so appreciated before. It was intoxicating, and I found myself yearning for more.

Just as I was about to turn back to my task, another farmhand walked in. He was older, with a gruff, weather-beaten face and an aura of masculinity that was as imposing as it was attractive. He paused when he saw me, his eyes widening in surprise before a warm smile spread across his face.

"Well, ain't you a pretty little thing?" He rumbled, his voice rough and gravelly.

I felt a blush creep up my cheeks, my heart fluttering at the compliment. I stammered out a thank you, my voice barely a whisper. He laughed, a hearty sound that echoed around the barn, before he walked past me to join the other farmhand.

Their compliments, their looks, their attention—it was overwhelming, in the best possible way. I felt a warmth spread through me, a sense of belonging and acceptance that was so profound, so moving, it brought tears to my eyes.

I was Jacqueline. I was seen, I was acknowledged, I was desired. And it felt amazing.

As I watched the men work, a part of me wondered if this was what it felt like to be desired, to be seen as a woman. It was a heady, intoxicating feeling, one that left me breathless and eager for more.

My heart raced as I watched them, their masculine forms moving with ease and strength as they cared for the animals. It was such a simple act, and yet it was so impactful, so meaningful.

I was a woman. I was loved, I was admired, I was desired. And it felt so right, so natural. I belonged here, in this barn, in this outfit, with these men.

As the sun began to set, the barn bathed in a warm, golden light. I watched as the men finished their tasks, their movements efficient and practiced. I was a part of this, a part of their world, and it felt amazing.

Moments later, my stepfather finally arrived at the barn. His tall, imposing figure was framed by the setting sun, a halo of golden light surrounding him as he made his way towards me.

"Jacqueline, sweetheart, I'm sorry I'm late," he apologized, his voice filled with genuine regret.

"It's okay, Daddy," I replied, brushing off his apology with a smile.

"I had a nice day."

His eyes twinkled with curiosity.

"Oh? What did you do today, darling?"

I recounted my day, telling him about the farmhands who had helped me milk the cows. His eyebrows rose in surprise, a slow grin creeping onto his face.

"Did they now?" he chuckled, a playful twang to his voice.

"Did they hit on you?"

"Daddy!" I exclaimed, my cheeks flushing a bright red.

"Don't be silly."

He laughed, his deep, hearty chuckles echoing around the barn.

"I'm just messing with you, sweetheart. But if they ever do, you just let me know, and I'll show them what happens when someone flirts with my little girl."

Despite his playful tone, I knew he was serious. He was protective, fiercely so, and I felt a surge of warmth at the thought. I was his little girl, and he would do anything to protect me.

But as I looked at him, I felt a pang of sadness. I knew I couldn't stay Jacqueline forever. Sooner or later, I would have to go back to being Jack. And the thought filled me with a profound sense of loss.

"I think I'll change back into my old clothes," I said softly, my voice barely a whisper.

He looked at me, his eyes searching mine.
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"Are you okay, sweetheart?" he asked, his voice filled with concern.

"Yeah, I'm fine," I replied, forcing a smile onto my face.

"I just... I don't want to give Mom another reason to hate me."

He seemed to understand, his gaze softening.

"I know, sweetheart," he said gently, reaching out to tuck a loose strand of hair behind my ear.

"But remember, you're perfect just the way you are. No matter what anyone says."

I felt a surge of gratitude for him. For his acceptance, his understanding, his love. He was my rock, my anchor, and I was so lucky to have him in my life.

So even as I changed back into my old clothes, even as I packed away the beautiful denim skirt and croptop, I knew that I was okay. Because I was loved, I was accepted, I was seen. And that was all that mattered.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NEW WEEK FOUND ME out in the barn, brushing the horses. Their rhythmic, calming snorts and the sound of the bristles against their coats filled my senses. It was a hot afternoon, the kind that made everything feel slow, a lingering sweetness to the air. I was wearing a cotton shirt and a pair of jeans, simple but comfortable for the work at hand. That's when I heard the rumble of my stepfather’s pickup.

"Jackie, hop in!" he called, his familiar, resonant voice cutting through the dusty, late summer air.

The truck's old leather seats were still warm from the sun as I settled in, curious and somewhat confused. He wore his usual out-of-the-farm clothes—jeans, a crisp white shirt, the sleeves rolled up revealing his tanned forearms. His aftershave had a woodsy smell to it, a scent that, to me, was so familiar, so comforting.

"Where are we going?" I asked, my fingers fidgeting with the hem of my denim skirt.
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"We're off to see a friend," he responded, and I could see a spark in his eyes, a secret he was itching to share.

Our journey took us into town, to the hospital. The sterile smell of it hit me as soon as we walked through the sliding doors, a stark contrast to the smells of hay and horses I was used to.

"We're here to see Dr. Steinberg," he informed me as he approached the reception desk.

I felt a twinge of anxiety. I hadn't been to the hospital since a fall off a horse years back. The sound of the receptionist's fingers on the keyboard as she looked up our appointment was like an echo, bouncing around my worried mind.

"Top doc in transgender health," he said, leaning in close so his words were only for me. My heart fluttered. I felt a surge of gratitude that washed over me in waves, causing my eyes to mist.

Dr. Steinberg was a petite woman with kind eyes and a reassuring smile. She led us into her office. The walls were filled with certificates and degrees that bore testament to her expertise. The place smelled slightly of lavender, the fragrance a soft undercurrent to the clinical environment.

"Jacqueline, is it?" She asked, her voice carrying a warmth that made me feel at ease. I nodded.

We talked, Dr. Steinberg, my stepfather, and I. We talked about feelings and experiences. She asked me about my journey so far, and I shared how my stepfather helped me discover my feminine side, how I felt more alive when I was Jacqueline.

The doctor nodded and took notes, her pen clicking and scratching against the paper in a rhythm that was strangely soothing. She also gave me some papers to fill out and mini exams to further assess me—one of them which entailed me, drawing everything that was in my head.

Feeling shaky, I started drawing long hair… something that I’d always dreamt of having. Then, there was a familiar feminine face followed by a floral ensemble. The hum of the AC was the only other sound in the room, a comforting white noise.

The verdict came after what felt like hours.

"Jacqueline, based on everything you've told me, I believe you may be transgender," Dr. Steinberg confirmed, her voice as soft and kind as before.

I felt as if I was suddenly floating. All the tension, all the worry, all the self-doubt—it seemed to have melted away, replaced by this profound sense of relief. I was Jacqueline. My life started to make sense in ways it hadn't before.
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She handed me a small paper bag, "This is your medication. It will help you with your transition. We will also have regular check-ins to see how you are doing."

Back in the truck, holding the bag containing my future in my hands, I looked over at him. "Thank you," I said, my voice choked with emotion. He just squeezed my hand, the corner of his mouth quirking up in that familiar, warm smile.

“I’m happy you found yourself, my heiress.”

It had been two months since my first visit with Dr. Steinberg, two months of becoming Jacqueline, of embodying her, embracing her. I was standing in front of the mirror, admiring the changes in my body, small but noticeable.

The once rough texture of my skin was now replaced by a soft, delicate sheen, the coarse hair that used to prick and scratch no longer there. It felt smooth, yielding, like freshly kneaded dough. My waxing sessions had turned into a ritual, each strip of hair removed like a step further into my true self.

I was wearing a light cotton blouse, pink and airy, its delicate fabric kissing my skin with every breath I took. The neckline was scooped, and while my chest was still flat, I could feel the tender swelling of buds beneath my skin, the sensation amplified when I grazed my fingertips over them.

The initial hint of sensitivity had gradually evolved into a low, humming thrum, a constant reminder of the transformation that was happening inside me. I gingerly tweaked my nipples, the jolt of pain causing me to gasp. It was strangely comforting, the pinch a tangible, raw testament to my femininity.

I looked at my reflection, really looked at myself. The familiar masculine features were still there, but they were softening, blending, transitioning. My eyes, once glaring with a stubborn intensity, now carried a softer gleam, a mellow sparkle.

There was a new gentleness to my gaze, an absence of the rigid, guarded persona I had donned for so long. My brows, trimmed and shaped, framed my eyes beautifully, enhancing their newfound softness.

I was wearing my mother's old vanity mirror lipstick, a gentle shade of pink. It felt creamy against my lips, the scent of roses mixed with a hint of vanilla wafting up to my nose. My lips looked fuller, more defined.

Lowering my gaze to the panties I wore, I felt a thrill of delight. The sensation of the silk against my tucked self was strangely satisfying. It felt right, more right than anything had ever felt before.

Feeling my legs, I admired the lack of hair, the skin smoother, more feminine. I ran my fingers along the inside of my thigh, feeling the cool, bare skin, the soft down that had begun to grow there.

The skin on my arms, too, felt different. It was softer, less elastic, almost delicate to the touch. I pinched my arm gently, the slight sting bringing a smile to my face.

The smell of my body was changing too, a subtle shift, but there nonetheless. There was a certain sweetness to it, a feminine musk that I found intoxicating.

I closed my eyes, drinking in the sensations. The cool air against my skin, the soft hum of the AC, the faint smell of roses from my lipstick. I felt an inner peace, a calm that washed over me. I was becoming who I was always meant to be.

The silence of my room was a stark contrast to the cacophony of emotions raging within me. I was happy, yes, but also excited, nervous, impatient, a whole gamut of emotions. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat a testament to the journey I was on.

Two months on, I was Jacqueline. It was no longer about passing or being seen as a woman—it was about being true to myself. The person I saw in the mirror was me, every inch of me, every flaw, every change, every tiny victory. I was blooming, becoming, emerging. And I was ready to live my truth.

A day later, the wooden floorboards of our farmhouse creaked under my bare feet, the cool touch of the grain against my skin creating a sharp contrast to the growing heat in my body. I had been engrossed in a novel, an escape from my own reality, when the muffled sounds drew me out of my sanctuary.

As I tiptoed down the hallway, my heart pounded in my chest, keeping rhythm with the ticking grandfather clock at the end of the corridor. The old house, once filled with warm laughter and love, had turned into a minefield of secrets and deception.

The master bedroom was at the end of the hallway, a door that once opened to a sanctuary of love and comfort, now a fortress of lies and betrayal. The faint noises that pulled me from my retreat were coming from behind that door. They were soft but unmistakable, a low hum of pleasure that made my stomach turn.

With a deep breath, I nudged the door open, just a hair, and the sight before me made the world around me collapse. My mother was there, her curls spilling over the side of the bed. Her form, hunched over something, or someone, her body moving rhythmically, left no doubt as to what was happening. And at the receiving end of her attention was Pedro—basking in the oral hospitality that she was offering without guilt.

A scream lodged in my throat, but it never made it past my lips. The scene in front of me was grotesque, not for what it was, but for who it involved. My mother, a woman who had pledged herself to my stepfather, was indulging in infidelity, again. My stepfather, a man who loved and cared for her unconditionally, was being betrayed in his own home.
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The reality of what I was witnessing crashed over me like a wave. My mother's perfume, a blend of vanilla and peaches, seemed to hang heavy in the room, its sweet scent taking a nauseating turn. The creaking of the old mattress filled my ears, each squeak a painful reminder of the betrayal. I backed away from the door, my body trembling, my head spinning with disbelief.

I stumbled back to my room, the hallway seeming to stretch with every step I took. I shut the door behind me, the sound of the latch clicking into place echoing in the silence of my room. I was alone with the truth, a bitter pill that was hard to swallow.

My bedroom, once a safe haven, felt foreign. The walls felt too close, the air too heavy. The rustle of the cotton sheets against my body, the very same ones that had provided comfort only moments ago, now felt abrasive.

I sat on the edge of my bed, my hands trembling. The weight of the discovery had sunk in, bringing with it a surge of emotions. Anger. Betrayal. Confusion. But above all, hurt. A deep, piercing hurt that gnawed at my insides.

My chest tightened as the reality set in. I was living in a house filled with secrets, a life shrouded in lies. And despite all the changes, all the new beginnings I was experiencing, there were certain things, certain truths, I couldn't change.

My heart ached for my stepfather, for the man who had shown nothing but kindness and understanding. A man who deserved love and honesty.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A WEEK PASSED LIKE A SLOW, painful crawl, the sights and sounds of my mother's infidelity haunting my dreams, casting a dark shadow over the sunlit pastures of our farm. I found myself out by the barn, dawn still streaking the sky in soft hues of oranges and purples, preparing for the morning milking.

The cows, their big eyes soft and inquisitive, seemed to understand the turmoil raging within me. Their low, gentle moos filled the air, a comforting rhythm that had always soothed me. I was wearing a loose, cotton shirt, the sleeves rolled up to my elbows, and a pair of faded jeans, my boots splattered with mud from the previous night's rain.

The fresh morning air was heavy with the scent of wet earth and dew-kissed grass, mixed with the warm, familiar smell of the cows. The handle of the milking pail was cold against my hand, the rusted metal biting into my flesh as I settled myself on the small wooden stool.
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As I sat there, my hands working mechanically, I pondered the impossible situation I had found myself in. My mind was a tempest of thoughts, conflicting emotions warring within me, my heart weighed heavy with the burden of the secret I carried. My stepfather had to know, I concluded. He deserved to know the truth.

But then, the consequences rushed at me like a storm.

What would it mean for our family, our home?

Would he be crushed? Angry? Betrayed?

Would he, could he ever look at me the same way, knowing I'd harbored this secret?

I couldn't deny the palpable fear that gripped me. My stepfather was more than a father to me—he was my confidante, my guide, my anchor. What if my revelation shattered our bond, the trust that we had cultivated over the years?

Yet, the alternative was to remain silent, to keep my mother's secret. It felt like a betrayal, an additional betrayal to my stepfather. And that, I knew, would eat at me, gnawing at my conscience until there was nothing left but guilt and regret.

My hands slowed, the steady stream of milk hitting the bottom of the pail echoing my troubled thoughts. I gazed out at the farm, the place I had come to love and cherish, now tainted with deceit and lies.

The sun was slowly rising, its rays casting long, elongated shadows across the pasture. The warmth was seeping into my bones, the tendrils of light promising a new day. Yet, I felt cold, my heart aching with the heavy decision that loomed over me.

In the end, I knew I had to tell him. My decision was as painful as it was necessary. It was not my secret to keep, nor was it my betrayal to bear. I owed him the truth, the whole truth, regardless of the fallout. He deserved nothing less.

Moments later, I was tucked away in a corner, minding my business, when the barn doors swung open with a bang.

The intrusion was like a jolt to my heart, the peaceful bubble I had ensconced myself in shattering instantly. My mother, her curls falling over her angry eyes, stormed in. I could feel the rage radiating off her as she closed the gap between us, her booted feet thundering against the wooden floorboards.

Her words hit me like a slap in the face.

"I heard from one of the farmhands," she hissed, her voice thick with anger, "that you've been dressin' up like a girl. He wanted to court my daughter. My daughter, Jacqueline!" Her words echoed in the hollow expanse of the barn, each syllable a knife through my heart.

Before I could respond, her hands were on me, tugging and tearing at the clothes I had so lovingly chosen. My skirt, a pastel pink piece that hugged my hips and flared out at the knees, was shredded in her hands. My crop top, a delicate, white lace that had made me feel pretty and confident, was in tatters.

Panic set in as I tried to shield myself, the cold air stinging my exposed skin. I could taste the metallic tang of fear in my mouth, could feel my heart pounding against my chest like a wild horse.

Suddenly, she moved away, but not before delivering a final blow—she grabbed the hose we used for washing the cows. A cold spray of water hit me, drenching me from head to toe. The icy droplets stung my skin, seeping through my ruined clothes and chilling me to the bone.

"You are not a girl, you're a man!" she bellowed, her voice bouncing off the barn walls, the harsh spray of water muffling her words.

"Aren’t you ashamed?! You're delusional! Stack those bales, milk the cows, do something useful!"
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Enough, I thought. I had had enough. Her words, her actions, her betrayal, it was all too much. I felt a surge of courage, of defiance, well up within me.

"ENOUGH!" I roared, my voice echoing through the barn, silencing her tirade. I could see the surprise on her face, but I wasn't finished.

"You're the one who should be ashamed!" I shouted, my voice echoing off the high ceilings of the barn, filling the silence with my declaration.

"You, who cheats on a man who's done nothing but love and care for you. You, who betrays our family, our home, for some cheap thrill. And you dare to judge me?!"

I could feel the energy buzzing in the air, the tension hanging heavy between us. The barn was filled with the sound of our heavy breathing, the lingering echoes of my words. The hose slipped from her hand, water pooling around her boots, soaking the hem of her jeans.

For a moment, we just stood there, two women locked in a battle neither of us had anticipated. My heart was hammering in my chest, adrenaline coursing through my veins. But for the first time in a long time, I felt a sense of relief.

I had spoken my truth, laid bare my heart and my pain.

Suddenly, the barn door swung open again, the rusted hinges groaning under the sudden movement. The figure that stepped into the light sent a shiver down my spine, my heart skipping a beat. My stepfather stood there, his eyes wide, his face pale. He had heard everything.

"I...I can't believe it," he stammered, his gaze flicking between my mother and me. His usual calm demeanor was replaced by a raw, pained expression that cut me deeper than any words ever could.

"Darlene...is it true?"

The question hung in the air, heavy with the weight of betrayal. My mother, for her part, looked like a deer caught in the headlights, her eyes darting between me and him, her mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water.

I felt a pang of guilt sear through me. My stepfather, the one person I didn't want to hurt, was in pain because of me. His question was simple, but it was loaded with the pain of betrayal, the disappointment of a broken trust.

As the heated words flew between him and my mother, I could only stand there, the cold water still dripping from my hair, my clothes hanging from my body in tattered remnants. The world around me seemed to shrink, leaving only the piercing words, the icy cold, and the biting guilt.

His voice, usually so gentle and soothing, was now sharp and accusing.

"How could you do this!?" he demanded, his gaze never leaving my mother's face.
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"How could you betray us, betray me!?"

Without waiting for her reply, he turned on his heel and walked away, leaving my mother standing in the barn, her face a mask of shock and guilt. She quickly came back to her senses and chased after him, shouting, "You're enabling this crazy transgender thing, Jeremiah! You think that's any better than what I did?!"

Her words cut through the cold barn air like a knife, each syllable a sting in my already wounded heart. As their voices faded into the distance, I was left alone in the barn, my sanctuary now a battlefield.

Tears welled up in my eyes, the salty droplets mingling with the cold water on my face. I had caused this, I thought, my heart heavy with guilt. My revelation had shattered our family, had hurt the one person who had supported and loved me unconditionally.

As I sank to the barn floor, my sobs echoing through the empty space, I could taste the bitter regret in the back of my throat. I had wanted to liberate myself from the burden of my mother's secret, but all I had done was shackle myself with guilt and remorse.

I stayed there for what felt like hours, my sobs gradually subsiding into silent tears, my heart aching with each passing moment. The sun had set, plunging the barn into darkness, my world mirroring the bleakness of my heart.

I realized that no matter how much I wanted to run from it, the truth was inescapable. I had shattered the peace of our family, and no amount of guilt or regret could piece it back together. I was soaked, my clothes in tatters, and my heart in pieces.

That night, the farm was quiet. The only sound was the distant lowing of cows and the occasional hoot of an owl. I was tucked away in my room, seated at my writing desk, a pen in my hand and a piece of paper before me.

I was crafting a poem for my stepfather, a piece to articulate the depth of my gratitude and love for him. I wanted to capture the essence of unconditional love, the kind he had shown me, in words. It was my only weapon to combat the anguish that had pervaded our lives.

My nightie, a soft cotton piece adorned with delicate lace along the neckline and hem, hung loosely off my shoulders, providing little insulation against the chill of the night air. But I hardly noticed the cold. The words were flowing from my heart, through the pen, and onto the paper, a soothing balm for the wounds of the day.

Suddenly, the door creaked open, and he stepped in. His face, usually so radiant and full of life, was cast in shadows, his eyes brimming with sadness. He was clad in his usual attire for the night, his tighty-whities, and the sight brought a faint blush to my cheeks.

"Darlene...she's gone," he began, his voice trembling.

"She ran away with Pedro."

The news struck me like a punch in the gut, but I swallowed hard, pushing down the lump in my throat. I tried to offer a comforting smile, but my lips wavered.

Then he noticed my activity, his brows furrowing as he asked, "What are you doing? Why didn't you come down for dinner?"

"I...I was writing," I replied, trying to steady my voice.

"A poem. For you."

His face softened, a faint glimmer of curiosity replacing the sadness in his eyes.

"May I...may I hear it?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Reluctantly, I nodded, clearing my throat before I began to recite the words I had written.

“In this wide world, where hearts collide,

Where truths are spoken, secrets hide,

Amidst the chaos, you're my guide,

Your love, my solace, by my side.

When shadows lengthen, day turns night,

Your love, dear Jeremiah, is my light.

Through the darkness, an unwavering sight,

With you, I know everything's right.

This world may falter, it may fail,

But your love, my dear, will prevail,

A beacon in the darkest gale,

On this journey, together we sail.”

The room fell silent as I finished the poem, the words hanging in the air. His eyes were shining, the sadness replaced by a raw, overwhelming emotion. I saw love in his gaze, intense and profound.

Then, without a word, he closed the distance between us, cradling my face in his hands.

“D—Daddy…”

I could feel the heat radiating from his body, the pulse of his heartbeat. And then, he leaned in, his lips meeting mine in a searing, passionate kiss.

“Sweetheart,” he moaned.

We melted into each other, the outside world fading away. There was only us, him and me, sharing a moment that was both our refuge and our rebellion.

“I’ve never done this before…” I said.

The heat between us grew, our bodies coming alive under the passion of our touch. Our clothes became a distant memory, leaving us bare to each other, exposed and vulnerable. But the vulnerability was empowering, liberating. In that moment, there was no fear, no guilt. There was only us, our bodies entwined, our hearts beating as one.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you,” he followed—his face etched with lust and desire.

The outside world continued to spin, oblivious to the storm raging inside the four walls of my bedroom. As he and I lost ourselves in the depth of our love, the night deepened, casting a veil of secrecy over us.

And amidst the carnage of the day, amidst the betrayal and the pain, we found solace in each other. We found love, a love that was powerful and liberating, a love that was unconditional. It was a love that consumed us, setting us ablaze. And as we surrendered to it, we discovered a strength within us, a strength that promised to see us through whatever storms may come our way.

That night, in the silence of my room, under the watchful eyes of the stars, he took me, all of me, and my stepfather and I became one. It was a union born out of love, a bond forged in the fire of adversity. It was a moment that would remain etched in our hearts forever, a testament to our unwavering, unconditional love.

As we lay entwined in each other's arms, the echoes of our passion still reverberating in the silence of the night, I knew one thing for certain. No matter what challenges we faced, no matter what storms raged outside, as long as we had each other, we could weather anything.

“Mmm, Daddy, let’s do it again,” I purred.

“Geez, Jacqueline, you’re even more insatiable than your mother,” he jested.

Our love was our armor, our shield, our refuge. And as I drifted off to sleep, nestled in his arms, I felt a sense of peace envelop me.

Because, at that moment, I knew that love, true love, was not about escaping the storms. It was about learning to dance in the rain. With him by my side, I was ready to dance, ready to embrace whatever the future held for us. For love, I realized, was not just about the sunshine. It was also about the storms and the darkness.

In his arms, I was home. I was loved. I was Jacqueline.


Farmer’s D - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS PASSED since that fateful night, and life on the farm had settled into a new rhythm. Every morning, I would wake to Jeremiah's warm smile and gentle kisses. And every evening, I would prepare dinner for him, a delicious feast fit for my king. It was the happiest I had ever been. I was Jacqueline, truly and completely, and I was loved.

[image: A person in a red dress  Description automatically generated]

One sunny afternoon, while baking his favorite cherry pie, I heard the postman's familiar whistle. With flour-dusted hands, I rushed to the front door, my apron flapping against my legs. I was wearing my favorite ensemble—a lovely lavender dress adorned with white polka dots, a peter pan collar, and a belt cinching my waist.

The full skirt swung around my knees, making me feel like a 50's housewife. On my feet were matching lavender heels, adding a couple of inches to my height. My hair, now much longer and styled into soft waves, was pinned back with pearl clips, and around my neck, I wore a string of pearls, a gift from Jeremiah.

I accepted the mail from the postman, offering him a slice of freshly baked apple pie in return. He left with a hearty thank you and I, with a small stack of letters, retreated back into the house. The smell of baking pie filled the air, a warm, comforting scent that made the farm feel even more like home.

[image: envelope letter]

There were two letters addressed to me. The first, with an official looking seal, was from his divorce lawyer. My heart pounded as I opened it, my eyes scanning the legal jargon. Then, there it was, in clear, concise terms—the divorce was finalized. Jeremiah was free. A lump formed in my throat as relief flooded through me.

The second letter, however, was what truly caught my attention. The sender's name was one I hadn't seen in months—Darlene. The name brought back a rush of memories, a wave of emotions—anger, resentment, fear. But also, surprisingly, a flicker of hope.

“Mom…”

With a deep breath, I carefully opened the envelope, pulling out a neatly folded letter. Her handwriting was neat and precise, each word meticulously penned. Her words were a confession, an apology, and a plea for forgiveness.

She wrote of her regrets, of how she wished she had been a better mother to me. She wrote of her awakening, of realizing her shortcomings and mistakes. And she wrote of her hopes, of someday being forgiven and reconnecting with the child she had failed.

Tears streamed down my face as I finished reading the letter. I clutched at the pearls around my neck, the cool beads grounding me in the whirlwind of emotions. I felt a strange mixture of relief, sadness, and a budding hope for reconciliation.

I held the letter against my chest, the paper crinkling under the pressure. I wept, for the mother I had lost, for the daughter I had been, for the woman I had become. And at that moment, in the quiet solitude of the farmhouse, I began to forgive.

The sun had started to set, the sky awash with hues of pink and orange. The farm was bathed in a soft glow, the scent of baked cherry pie filling the air. And as I wiped away my tears, I felt a sense of peace envelop me.

Moments later, I heard the familiar creak of the front door opening and Jeremiah's heavy boots on the wooden floor. The scent of hay, leather, and his particular brand of musky cologne wafted through the air, enveloping me in an aroma that was distinctively Jeremiah.

I sprinted towards him, my heart brimming with excitement. Before he could even set his hat down, I threw my arms around him, the familiar feel of his muscular body comforting against mine.

"Hold on, darlin'," he chuckled, pulling away slightly, his eyes twinkling with amusement.

"I'm still all sweaty."

"Who cares?" I exclaimed, beaming at him, and showed him the letter from the divorce lawyer. He took it, his brow furrowing as he read. Then, realization dawned on his face, his eyes lighting up with joy. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close, and kissed me passionately.

After we parted, I nervously presented him with the second letter. He unfolded it slowly, carefully, reading each word silently. I watched his face as he processed my mother's apology, his expression softening. He turned to me, holding my gaze with those piercing blue eyes that always seemed to understand.
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"Jackie, I've forgiven her for her betrayal, but I can't make you do the same," he said, his voice gentle.

I smiled at him, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes.

"I've forgiven her too," I whispered.

I left him sitting there, mulling over the unexpected turn of events, and headed to the kitchen. The scent of freshly baked cherry pie filled the air, a tantalizing aroma that had always been his favorite. I sliced a generous portion for him, the crust crumbling under the pressure of the knife.

Taking the plate and a cold bottle of beer from the fridge, I headed back to the living room. He was lounged on the couch, his muscular arms stretched out along the back, the sleeves of his plaid shirt rolled up revealing his tanned, muscular forearms.

His shirt was unbuttoned at the top, showing a hint of his burly chest. I couldn't help but admire the way his blue jeans hugged his strong thighs, the outline of his muscular body a sight that never failed to make my heart flutter.

I set the pie and beer on the coffee table in front of him, brushing my fingers lightly against his as I pulled away. His hand lingered on mine, his thumb tracing circles on the back of my hand. I blushed, my heart racing at the familiar touch.

Then, he looked up at me, his eyes crinkling at the corners, and gave me a soft, heartfelt smile.

"Thank you, my love," he said, his voice filled with gratitude.

The farmhouse hummed with a serene rhythm, its wooden bones alive with the echoes of our shared laughter, whispered promises, and shared dreams. It was a symphony of love, acceptance, and transformation.


Farmer’s D - Epilogue

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS LATER, on a sunny morning filled with the scent of blooming wildflowers and fresh hay, I found myself standing in front of a full-length mirror, my heart fluttering in my chest. The reflection that met my eyes was not just mine, but that of Jacqueline Jones—soon to be Mrs. Jacqueline Jones.

The woman looking back at me from the mirror wore a gown of brilliant white, embroidered with intricate designs that shimmered in the golden sunlight pouring through the window.

The fitted bodice hugged my curves, the sweetheart neckline highlighting my collarbones and the slightest hint of cleavage. The soft material flowed down into a voluminous skirt that swished gently around my legs, making me feel like a princess in a fairy tale.
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But the most beautiful part was the veil, a delicate piece of lace, that covered my braided hair. My fingers traced the fabric, my skin tingling at the sensation.

Jeremiah had proposed a month back under the starlit sky, surrounded by the soft rustling of leaves in the breeze and the sweet scent of honeysuckle in the air. It had been the most beautiful moment of my life, etched permanently in my heart.

I couldn’t wait to walk down the aisle, the melody of our poem-song playing as the soundtrack to our new beginning. He had crafted a beautiful melody to go with the words I'd penned. The tune was a sweet serenade that sang of our love, and I was beyond excited to walk down the aisle to it.

Lost in thoughts, I didn't hear the door creak open behind me.

"Jacqueline," a familiar voice echoed, causing me to whirl around.

It was my mother, standing at the threshold, a soft smile on her face. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of surprise and apprehension swirling within me. She walked towards me, something clenched in her hand.

"Something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue," she said, her voice soft and gentle, unlike the harsh tone I'd grown accustomed to. She held her hand out to me, revealing a beautiful sapphire ring—Jeremiah's old engagement ring to her.

[image: sapphire ring]

I looked at her, my eyes widening in surprise. It was a moment that I'd been dreaming of, a moment of reconciliation and forgiveness. I reached out, my fingers brushing against the cool metal of the ring. The sapphire glowed under the light. It was beautiful and filled with old promises of love and new beginnings.

I looked up at her, my eyes filling with tears, not of sadness but of relief and gratitude.

"Thank you, Mom," I said, my voice choked with emotion.

She smiled, her eyes shining with unshed tears.

"I'm proud of you, Jacqueline," she whispered, reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair away from my face.

"You've become a beautiful woman, both inside and out."

As I clung to her, letting the tears fall freely, I realized that this moment was more than just a reconciliation. It was a testament to our journeys, to the women we had become. It was about acceptance, love, and above all, forgiveness.

As I stood there in my mother's arms, dressed in the wedding gown, the sapphire ring sparkling on my finger, I felt a wave of happiness wash over me. I was on the brink of a new journey, one filled with love, acceptance, and the freedom to be who I truly am. I was ready to be Mrs. Jacqueline Jones.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Very Girly Boys? In that case, I hope you could check out my other bundle, Feminization Chronicles.
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It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.


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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“Wear short shorts and a crop top while washing cars? Give me a break!”

Carwash Cutie


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Very Girly Boys – Illustrated Feminization Romance Bundle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

OEBPS/image_rsrc3CS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3E2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DH.jpg
AR
"R\
R 2
\ 3 9
'\\ 8.
N RS
N \
QRN
A \






OEBPS/image_rsrc3C6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3F0.jpg
:\ '
X\ (&
AT






OEBPS/image_rsrc3C3.jpg
ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE BUNDLE






OEBPS/image_rsrc3CH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FM.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc3CU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D6.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc3DS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3E4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FV.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C4.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3G0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D0.jpg
s
o

i
g






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc3ED.jpg
L @\k‘(\\\%&@
AT

\L\)\\S
5 Y
|

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





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3E8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3G3.jpg
Bl LY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3ES.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3F4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3F7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DC.jpg
Yloee Liaetk io- mrureshs
Thouwt Bhclic haotr e
hoe mooiz bua oo






OEBPS/image_rsrc3CD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3F2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3F9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FT.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc3G5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3E6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FN.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DP.jpg
.






OEBPS/image_rsrc3E1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FY.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3EC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FG.jpg
ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANEE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FP.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





OEBPS/image_rsrc3G1.jpg
COMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTAL FEM

¥ LusTwooD 2 NIKKIC






OEBPS/image_rsrc3CG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3CV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3D7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3DR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3E3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3FW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C5.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man
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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
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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