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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Lloyd was about to do something he never thought he’d do in his life. He was still debating whether he should go through with it or not. He wondered if he would be able to live with himself after paying for a woman to spend time with him. He met a lady named Madam Paris at a bar, who told him that she could make his dreams come true. He thought she was going to take him upstairs but gave him a card instead and told him to give her a call. Within a week, she’d set up a date for him after he sent copies of his STD test results and the answers to a list of his interests.

While filling out the questionnaire, he wondered if he should be completely honest. He had secret desires he didn’t share with anyone. They were kept in a small box at the back of his closet. One he only opened when he had the day off and nothing better to do. So far, he only had a thong and a pair of white heels. He found the heels one random morning, discarded outside of his apartment building. When they fit, Lloyd was positive that finding them was meant to be.

He'd kept them stashed away in a little box at the back of his closet ever since. He lived in a gorgeous apartment building in the Heights, one of Ridgewood’s nicest neighborhoods. It had stunning views of the hills outside of Ridgewood and plenty of outdoor areas to enjoy, along with some of the fanciest houses in the city.

Despite having a wonderful career and more money than he needed, Lloyd didn’t feel quite complete. He owned a successful chain of convenience stores and had recently acquired an apartment complex in addition to the freelance work he did as an engineer. He studied structural engineering in college but had fallen in love with real estate after buying his first home, which was a major fixer upper. It nearly broke him financially until he sold it for a fat profit. He lived in five more houses after that while fixing them up until he was able to buy his first convenience store. He was twenty-eight now but having the time of his life. He couldn’t imagine doing anything other than what he was doing now, but no matter how much money he made, he never felt fully satisfied.

The persistent dissatisfaction nagged him. A man with a gorgeous condo next to the trendiest stores in Ridgewood with the money to actually shop in them should feel satisfied. A man who could find a girl to fuck any night of the week should feel satisfied, but none of that seemed to matter. Lloyd didn’t know what he was looking for, but a quiet voice in his head said it was probably what he kept hiding in the back of his closet.

When he put on those heels, he could let go of his problems in the world and just listen to them click against the hardwood floors. Nothing seemed to fill his heart with as much joy as that little pinch in his feet when he wore the heels. He loved standing tall in them, like he was the ruler of the world. He glanced in the direction of his bedroom, wishing he had the time to slip on those cute white heels, but he had to leave for his date.

The only thing Madam Paris told him was that he was meeting a gorgeous brunette named Bev, short for Beverly, and that she would be waiting in the bar of The Grand Elm Hotel downtown. She had a surprise packed for him, taken straight from the answers of the questionnaire. He’d been honest about his desire to wear women’s clothing. Something he’d never really done. Not fully.

Madam Paris laughed when she found out his secret. She told him that she’d met plenty of men who liked to get in touch with their feminine side. She promised him that he was in the best of hands by going with her service. Lloyd didn’t know whether to believe her, but he’d talked himself into going through with the night. He didn’t want to back out now, so he grabbed his keys and left the house. He was wearing a black tailored suit jacket over a jade green shirt and black slacks and looked sharp as hell.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Lloyd dropped his head as he turned the corner to the hotel. He’d been once before for a work conference. He’d never been for such a salacious endeavor and was beginning to feel rather nervous. Lloyd never thought of himself as a man who would have to pay for sex, but he wasn’t getting what he wanted on the free market, and what was it that people said about getting what they paid for?

Lloyd took a deep breath as he pulled open the door of the Grand Elm Hotel. It was a gorgeous older building with warm wood accents, plush furnishings, and artistic touches. Bev had sent him a message to meet her at the rooftop bar.

“I’m meeting someone,” he said to the host. “She’s already here.”

“Upstairs?” He nodded. “Follow me.”

He followed the host to the elevator and thanked her after stepping inside. His nerves were on overdrive as the elevator ascended to the top floor. He was shaky as he stepped out, looking left and right, cursing when he saw a familiar face. It was Sylvia. One of his friends. Bar buddy would be a more accurate description, but she was one of the coolest ladies he’d ever met. For whatever reason, he never asked her out, even though she was pretty much perfect in every way. Whenever he got close to asking, he stopped himself to preserve their friendship.

“Lloyd!” Sylvia said when their eyes met. “What are you doing here?”

Lloyd was too nervous to notice how Sylvia was looking every which way like the police were about to fly over in a helicopter to take her away. “Uh…” He scratched the back of his head. How could he tell her that he was supposed to be meeting a prostitute? “I’m here for a date.”

“Oh!” Relief flooded Sylvia’s expression. “What’s the lucky girl’s name? You like girls, don’t you?”

“Yes!” he said quickly, making them both laugh. “I’m definitely straight.”

“I’m sensing a but…”

But I’m paying her to dress me as a girl. “It’s nothing,” he said with a friendly smile, waving his hand in the air. “She should be around here somewhere.” He glanced around the patio, realizing that there weren’t very many people, and all the brunette women he saw were with someone else. He frowned, wondering if Madam Paris had taken him for a fool.

“Is everything okay?” asked Sylvia.

“Uh, yeah! Things are great!”

Sylvia frowned, seeing the disappointment in Lloyd’s eyes. “What’s her name?”

“Bev,” he said. “She’s not here yet, but I guess I’ll just wait at the bar. It was nice seeing you.”

Sylvia stood paralyzed as Lloyd opened his arms to hug her. She hadn’t been able to move a millimeter since hearing what he said. “Bev?” she whispered. “You’re here to meet Bev?” A little voice in her head was screaming at her not to say anything. Screaming at her to get out of the hotel as fast as humanly possible, but she was too shocked. Betrayed by her own belief that her undercover profession would never mix with her real life. Plus, if Madam Paris learned that she walked out on a client, she wasn’t quite sure what would happen to her. She’d seen more than a couple girls end up with cuts and bruises for crossing Madam Paris.

“Um, yeah,” Lloyd said as he studied Sylvia’s awkward expression. “Don’t worry. I’m sure she’ll show up,” he assured his friend. He turned to walk away, stopping at the sound of her soft voice. “She’s already here.” He locked his eyes with hers, studying, verifying. His eyes widened when he put the pieces together, realizing that he was standing in front of his hired help. “Are you saying what I think you are?”

Sylvia nodded, looking like she was on the verge of tears. She’d always feared the day when she got a client she knew, swearing to herself that would be the last day she did this side hustle. “I’m sorry. Let me buy you a drink.”

“Sure,” Lloyd said, joining Sylvia at her table. He was still trying to wrap his head around the revelation that the woman he’d hired was actually his friend Sylvia. They’d met several years ago when Lloyd started going to Ember & Ivy, where Sylvia bartended. It was around the corner from his swanky apartment building in The Heights. Since then, Sylvia had introduced him to some of her friends and some of the cheaper, less sophisticated bars in East Ridgewood near the university, which was where she lived.

“He’ll have the black label on the rocks.”

“Thanks,” Lloyd said when the server disappeared. “How did you know I needed something strong?”

“You’re easy to read.”

Lloyd grunted. “Is that a compliment?”

“If you want it to be. It’s not a bad thing. I hate men who are hard to read. You never know what they’ll do to you.”

He swallowed, realizing she must have seen a lot in her line of work. He couldn’t even imagine what it would be like to entertain random men for money. Now that his businesses were successful, he didn’t have to work very hard at all for his money. He still put in the blood, sweat, and tears, but he would never even have to consider selling himself to cover the bills.

“Are you okay?” he asked seriously, feeling a heaviness in his heart. He wished he’d never gone through with this. He wished he’d stuck to the halfhearted fuck girls he met online. At least a lot of them liked to suck his dick, even if it was only for a couple minutes at a time. “Do men hurt you?”

“I’m fine,” she said harshly before taking a breath. “Sorry, this is hard for me. You seeing me like this.”

“I’m not judging you.”

“You’re not?” she asked smugly with a grunt. “It’s okay. I get it. I judge myself, but Madam Paris pays me a lot.”

“Good. She charges enough,” he said lightly, garnering a laugh. That was also when it dawned on him that she wasn’t the only one to have her secret revealed. It only took one look for Sylvia to see what he was thinking. “You won’t tell anyone, will you?”

“I’ll keep your secret if you keep mine.”

“Cheers to that,” he said and lifted his glass of scotch. They clinked their glasses, assessing each other as they drank. Their secrets floated between them, tormenting them like mosquitoes buzzing by their ears. “There’s nothing wrong with a few secrets.”

“Not at all,” she said and sipped her cocktail. It was called the velvet sunrise, which had blood orange juice and hints of rosemary. She’d had it many times before, and it was absolutely delicious. Sylvia didn’t always use the Grand Elm, but it was one of about a dozen that Madam Paris booked for her girls. “When did you start?”

“What?” He felt faint. “What do you mean?”

“When did you start wearing women’s clothing?”

“Oh… I don’t really do that.”

Sylvia sighed. “You don’t have to lie. Why don’t you ask me a question about my job?”

“Why do you do it?”

“Uh… the money. Why else?” Sylvia said with a light laugh. “I’m sure you’re thinking that I could do something else, but few jobs offer me as much flexibility as working for Madam Paris.”

Lloyd understood the desire for flexibility. Part of him wanted to lecture her about all the other opportunities there were in the world, but then he remembered that his friend was sitting on the other side of the table. He cared about Sylvia. He didn’t want to hurt her by judging her, and he truly didn’t care what she did.

“Just tell me you’re happy,” he said.

She shrugged. “I’m not unhappy. Does that make you feel better? You nice guys always end up going soft.”

“Is that so wrong?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s not. It’s quite all right. There’s nothing wrong with nice guys, but they always make me feel guilty with their pity.”

“Sorry! I didn’t mean to offend you!”

She chuckled. “It’s okay. Just don’t feel so bad for me! I know you’re rich with your businesses and stuff, but we all haven’t been so successful.” Sylvia’s voice was friendly, and she didn’t seem bothered. Lloyd took a deep breath to relax himself and clear his mind of the judgment he felt.

“Forgive me,” he said calmly.

“Don’t worry!” Sylvia took another sip of her drink. “So, are we going to do what you requested or what?”

“Um… I don’t know if we should. I wasn’t even sure about coming here.”

“Almost got cold feet, huh?”

“Yeah, it would have been better for both of us if I had. Don’t you think?”

Sylvia shrugged. “I used to hate what I do, but I don’t hate it as much anymore. There’s a lot of good literature out there about why sex services should be legal and regulated. Men, and women to a lesser extent, will always be on the hunt for paid sex. Why not make it safer for everyone involved?”

Lloyd nodded along. He had to agree, but he was used to living in a world where people judged prostitution as wrong. Where people judged everything that they didn’t agree with and shouted about it from the rooftops. He didn’t much care what people did as long as they weren’t harming others, and who was Sylvia harming by having sex with willing customers? If they were doing something wrong like cheating, that was their problem. Not Sylvia’s.

“Do you agree with me?”

“I do.”

“So, are we going to use the hotel room or what?”

“Did you bring everything?”

Sylvia curled her lips into a smile and nodded. “Packed away in my big purse.” She winked. “Whatever we do tonight won’t change our friendship. We can still play games with our friends at the bar.”

Lloyd smiled at Sylvia. He wanted to believe her, that they could continue as friends, but he wasn’t sure he’d ever be able to stand in the same room as her again now that she knew his secret. They were friendly and hung out in the same group, but they weren’t the best of friends. Why not get the most out of tonight by going down to the room? Then he could avoid Sylvia for the rest of his life. It wasn’t an ideal plan since he quite liked Sylvia, but fate clearly had other ideas.

“I guess we could use the room.”

“Really?” she brightened. “You mean it?”

He shrugged. “We already paid for it, didn’t we?”

“Yep! I have the key.” She placed it on the table, giving Lloyd a chance to admire her manicured nails. They were done with French tips. White across the top and a creamy clear everywhere else. She was wearing a black dress that was equal parts sophisticated and sexy. “We can order room service if you just want to hang out, but I brought plenty of things to have fun. Why not get the most out of your money? Explore your fantasies with a girl you can trust?”

“Can I trust you?” he asked without pausing to think. “I mean, you promise you won’t tell anyone?”

Sylvia gave him a look. “Lloyd, why in the world would I tell anyone? Don’t you know that I have just as much to lose as you?”

“Yes,” he said softly. “Let’s do it.”


 

CHAPTER 3

 

They went down to their hotel room. It was a gorgeous suite with a king-size bed and huge windows that overlooked downtown Ridgewood and the river that ran through the city. Sylvia went over to grab the dinner menu from the table by the television. “What should we eat tonight?” She flipped through the pages. “The appetizers look incredible.”

“Order whatever you want. I’ll put it on my card.”

“Did you want to share a bottle of wine?”

“Sure,” he said.

“Okay,” Sylvia said and gazed at him for a few seconds before going over to the phone. Lloyd couldn’t take his eyes off her purse. He wondered what she had packed away inside of it and if he actually wanted to go through with this. If he hadn’t told the truth on his questionnaire, he would already be on his way home. Sylvia wouldn’t have learned about his secret, and he had a feeling that she would be more than happy in that scenario to put the entire ordeal behind them.

He glanced over his shoulder, watching her as she ordered food and drinks. There was so much he wanted to say. So much he wanted to explain, but would his words even matter? They would only muddy the truth. Whatever was awaiting him in her purse, he was confident that he wanted it.

“They say it should take about twenty minutes. I told them we’d pay with your card when they deliver it.”

“I heard you,” he said.

She went over to him and rubbed his shoulders. “What’s wrong? Why do you sound so sad?”

“What’s in your purse?”

“Do you want to see?”

“Yes,” he said. “I do.”

Sylvia skipped over to her purse and grabbed it, tossing out its contents onto the bed. He saw a dress, makeup, heels, a wig, lingerie, and a few other things that made him question where his night was headed. “Why do you have those?” His eyes were on the toys she’d packed.

“We can use those if you want! Skip them if you don’t!”

“Right,” he said.

“First things first, you need to shave.” She picked up the lingerie and passed it to him. “When you finish, you can put on these. I also have some pads to stuff your bra if you want. This is your journey, babe. Whatever you want, we can do it. Whatever you don’t, we skip.”

“Okay,” he said cautiously. “I can do this.”

“Of course you can!”

He took the lingerie and went to the bathroom, where he found a razor and shaving cream waiting for him. He stepped into the shower with the supplies. He took his time lathering his skin and shaving himself smooth from head to toe. He wasn’t the hairiest guy, but he had a good amount of peach fuzz to shave away.

Once he was finished and smooth, he stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist. There was a bottle of lotion there with a note for him to use it before he put on the lingerie. He stared down at his naked body as he applied lotion to his skin. When he was dry, he slipped on the black bra and thong set, loving how he looked when he glanced in the mirror. It would have been amazing if he were at home alone, but he was at a hotel with his friend.

“Sylvia?”

“Hey! How’s it going in there? The food should be here any second! What credit card do you want me to use?”

“Any of them are fine,” he said.

“Are you shaved? Come out here!”

He stared into the mirror, giving himself a silent pep talk. He couldn’t hide from this. He had to leave the bathroom. The person looking back at him in the mirror was him, and he wanted to know what it would feel like to be a girl, so he stepped out into the main room to find Sylvia spread out on the bed wearing nothing other than a robe and skimpy lingerie.

“Damn,” he said. “You look good.”

“So do you,” she said and got to her knees, moving to the edge of the bed. She pushed her hand through her brown hair and bit her lip. “Come over here and touch me.”

Lloyd went to her, wrapping his arms around her body. He kissed her shoulder and her neck, moving up to her lips. She placed her hand on his back and slipped it into his bra, loving how her touch made him moan against her lips. “It’s time for you to get dressed,” Sylvia said softly when she moved away from Lloyd’s face.

Lloyd felt nervous as he glanced at the pile of clothes awaiting him, but he was ready. “Okay,” he said. “What do you want me to do?”

Sylvia smiled at him as she pushed herself up to her hands. She went over to the clothes and grabbed the black dress she’d brought for him to wear. Everything she had was black since it was a safe color choice, but she’d already thought about how she could take him shopping. Now that Sylvia knew that her crossdressing client was someone from her real life, she wasn’t sure what would happen after the night was over. Would they even be able to look at each other again? She didn’t want to lose him as a friend, but where could their relationship go from here?

“Do you want the fake tits?”

“Sure,” he said softly. “I’ve already come this far.”

Sylvia smiled at him as she reached into the pile to grab the breast forms. She walked over to him and stared into his eyes as she slipped the fake boobs into his bra. “You’re going to look beautiful as a woman. You have the perfect face for it.”

“Yeah?” he asked.

She nodded as she leaned back to get a good look at his stuffed bra, admiring how it looked. She grabbed the dress and pulled it over his head. It was a black Norma Kamali wrap dress with long sleeves and a short skirt that stopped above the knees. The heels were by Manolo Blahnik, black, and two inches tall. Lloyd wobbled a little as he balanced himself, ready for his makeup.

“How do you feel?”

“Great,” he said brightly. Then shame clouded his mind. “I mean… it’s okay.”

“Don’t be ashamed! You look fab!”

“Will we be able to stay friends after this?”

Sylvia looked at him solemnly, knowing that she had to be honest. “I don’t know. Let’s just have fun while we’re here.”

Lloyd nodded. He glanced down at his big boobs and the gorgeous dress. He was already having the time of his life. It hurt knowing that he might lose his friend, but maybe fate had brought them together to experience this night.

“Are you ready for makeup?”

“Yes,” he said.

Sylvia lined up her makeup on the table next to the television, sitting in the chair while Lloyd sat next to her on a stool. She took her time smoothing out the masculine lines. She used dark eye makeup to highlight his bright blue irises. Once she was finished, she grabbed the wig to place it on his head.

“Gorgeous,” she said. “So sexy.”

“Really?”

“Yes! Take a look!”

Lloyd was nervous as Sylvia passed him a mirror. He took a long moment lifting the mirror up to his face, gasping when he saw his reflection. He looked absolutely stunning. He ran his fingers through the long hair as he admired his feminized face. It was almost hard to believe that the person looking back at him was him.

“What do you think?”

“How did you do it?”

She shrugged. “I have to do my makeup all the time. Plus, your face takes it well. You’re a natural woman.”

Lloyd blushed, feeling a wave of embarrassment. “Thank you.”

“Have you thought of a name?”

“A name?”

“You don’t expect people to call you Lloyd, do you?” she asked with a laugh. She sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, hovering her mouth over his. “With those painted lips, you’re going to need a name more like Linda than Lloyd.”

“Not Linda,” he said with his arms wrapped around her waist. “What about Lindsey?”

“I love it if you love it,” she said.

“It feels good,” he said. “I don’t hate it.”

“Then go with it,” she said with a bright smile. She wanted to kiss him. She wanted to do so much more than kissing, but they were friends. They ran in the same circles. Then she remembered that many of his friends were her friends because she’d introduced him to the game group that got together at different bars every week to play games and hang out. It was honestly her favorite time of the week, and she didn’t want to lose it because of this encounter. “So, Lindsey?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“No, I was going to ask you a question.”

“Ah, I better get used to being called Lindsey, huh?”

“Yes, you’d better,” she said softly before her face fell into a frown. “I wish we didn’t know each other.”

“Me too,” he said, but he wasn’t sure if that was true. He liked that Sylvia was someone he could trust with his secret, but he could see hurt in her eyes. “Don’t worry. I won’t come to the game nights anymore. I wouldn’t even know about them if it weren’t for you,” Lloyd said and placed his hand on Sylvia’s leg. “Tonight is already making my dreams come true, and that’s more than I could ask for.”

“If we’re blowing up everything, then why not do it right?” Sylvia said and repositioned herself to straddle his hips. She could feel his thickened dick beneath his dress pressing up against her crotch, trying to find her sweet warmth, but there was too much fabric between them. “Don’t you want to get your money’s worth?”

Lloyd groaned as Sylvia rocked her hips on his dick. He was getting harder by the second. He gripped her lower back, digging his fingers into her through the thin robe she was wearing. He couldn’t take his eyes off the dip between her breasts, wishing that his dick was sliding between those sweet cushiony balloons.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

“I don’t see why it would be a bad idea,” she said and continued rocking her hips, feeling hornier than she thought she would in the arms of a feminized man, but she’d always had a little bit of a crush on Lloyd. He was so confident and charming and handsome. All the girls wanted him, but it was like he never even noticed. Sylvia never saw a spark in his eye when it came to women. Not until she looked down at him now. He was in another state. Complete entranced by the moment. “Don’t you want to be inside of me?”

“Yes,” he uttered in a breath.

“Only if you give me a kiss first.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Good girl,” Sylvia said and stood from Lloyd’s lap to lead him over to the bed.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Lindsey climbed between Sylvia’s spread legs, feeling her cock throb wildly between her own. She was desperate to slide inside of the beautiful woman spread out before her, but she had to give her what she wanted first. She had to lick her sweet cunt until she was singing to the stars. “You want a kiss?”

Sylvia’s lower back arched. “Yes,” she purred. “Please.”

Lindsey ran her fingertips along Sylvia’s soft skin, moving them closer to her soaked thong, which was growing wetter by the second. She pressed her hand against the thin white thong, moaning at the feeling of her petals beneath her fingers. “So fucking tight,” Lindsey said as she pressed against her entrance. “You want me inside of you?”

“Yes!” Sylvia cried. “I need you inside of me!”

“Not before you get a kiss,” Lindsey said and hooked her fingers into the waistline of her thong, pulling it slowly down her legs until her pussy was on full display. It had a tiny patch of hair and was glistening with desire. Lindsey pressed her nose against Sylvia’s cunt and inhaled deeply. “I’ve always wanted you,” Lindsey admitted.

She cursed as Lindsey pressed her mouth against her pussy. She gripped the bedding beneath her. Her cries echoed around the room, reverberating against the walls, but Lindsey wasn’t concerned. She hooked her arms around Sylvia’s thighs and ate her out more aggressively, licking her pussy and clit until she was begging for dick.

“Give me that dick, Lindsey! Fuck me hard!”

Lindsey ignored her and kept eating her out, listening happily as her screams grew louder. She gripped her head as she continued licking her pussy. Sylvia couldn’t handle the intense pleasure coursing through her from Lindsey’s tongue. She needed a release. She needed to let go. She bent her head back and screamed at the top of her lungs, creaming all over Lindsey’s face.

“Yes,” Lindsey purred as she licked up Sylvia’s nectar. She savored how sweet she tasted, but her cock was rock hard, and Sylvia needed it. “You want my dick now?”

Sylvia reached between her legs to touch her crotch. She massaged her pussy lips as Lindsey kneeled above her and stroked her cock. She swiped her free hand between Sylvia’s legs and used her natural lube to stroke her dick. Then she climbed between her legs and positioned her dick.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Now!”

Lindsey thrusted into her, making her scream, but she had her eyes locked onto her. Sylvia reached behind Lindsey and ran her nails down her back. Lindsey pushed deeper inside of her until she was balls deep. “You like this dick?”

“I fucking love it!” she screamed. “I’m already close again!”

“Fuck yeah! Cum on my dick!” Lindsey grabbed Sylvia’s arms and threw them above her head, fucking her hard. She used a hand to grab her breast while still holding her arms. She fucked her harder and harder, loving how her legs were wrapped around her smooth, feminized body. She was still wearing her dress and heels and wig and felt so fucking sexy. It was the best sex of her life by miles. “Cum on my dick, Sylvia!”

Sylvia screamed. Her pussy tightened around Lindsey’s dick, milking it while she came a second time. Lindsey tried her best to wait but couldn’t stop herself from dumping a thick load deep inside of Sylvia’s cunt. Her cock was sticky and slick when she finally pulled out, cursing as she fell to the bed.

“Can we do that again?”

“Why not?” Sylvia giggled. “I’m yours for the night.”


 

CHAPTER 5

 

Lloyd woke up alone the following morning. He was wearing the dress, but his heels had come off at some point while he and Sylvia were fooling around. He groaned as he rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed, noticing that there was a note on the side table. It was a simple note saying that she’d had a good time and that she hoped they could still be friends.

He folded up the note and slipped it into his wallet. If nothing else, it could be a reminder of the night he’d had. Being Lindsey was a dream come true. Despite that, he wasn’t sure he could be friends with Sylvia after the night they’d had. He knew her secret, and she knew his. It wasn’t meant to be.

Lloyd got out of bed and went to the bathroom, stripping naked. He figured at least he would be able to keep everything he wore the night before, the breast forms included. He studied them for a few minutes before setting them to the side and stepping into the shower. He washed away the makeup and smells of lovemaking.

His boy clothes weren’t nearly as exciting as the dress and heels, but he had to return to his normal life. He had to go back to being boring old Lloyd. He would even have to find new friends. The prospects of stepping out of the hotel room door were growing rather depressing, but he couldn’t avoid the inevitable. He pulled on his pants, T-shirt, and suit jacket. Then he packed everything away in a big plastic shopping bag Sylvia had left for him.

His phone rang when he stepped outside. It was Madam Paris. “Hello? Madam Paris?”

“Good morning, Lloyd. I just got a message that you checked out of the hotel. How was your experience?”

“It was lovely. Thank you.”

“No complaints? You can tell me anything,” she said. Her voice was soft like a brand-new pillow, but there was a hard undertone. Lloyd had a feeling she wouldn’t be very pretty if she got crossed.

“I promise,” he said. “No complaints.”

“Very well. You know who to call if you want to have more fun. Talk soon,” she said and hung up before he could reply. He held the phone in his hand and glanced down at the bag he was holding. Madam Paris kept it so that he never got ‘Bev’s’ number, but he already had Sylvia’s in her phone, and he was itching to talk to her. As much as he enjoyed their night together, he had to make sure that she was okay. Even if they couldn’t continue being friends.

Sylvia didn’t answer when he called, making his heart drop to the pits of his stomach, but his phone rang before he could fall into a full-blown panic attack.

“Hey, Lloyd! Sorry I missed your call!”

Sylvia’s upbeat tone caught Lloyd off guard. “Sorry,” he said. “Madam Paris just called.”

“Oh,” she said. “Did you complain?”

“No! Why would I do that?”

“I don’t know,” Sylvia said. “I thought maybe that was why you were calling. I had a good time last night, Lloyd. I hope you don’t feel guilty or weird about what happened. I’ve seen much weirder shit than a guy dressing as a girl.”

She laughed, but Lloyd was conflicted. He always got like this after dressing in his thong and prancing around his apartment in heels. He would watch some hot porn, jack off, and go to bed floating in the clouds, but he always came crashing back down to reality. He would often be disgusted in himself, terrified of his own behavior, but he never ended up throwing away those heels or the thong. He’d stood above the trash can with them more times than he could count, but they always ended up back in that box in his closet.

“Are you okay, Lloyd?”

“I’m okay,” he said.

“Are you sure? You don’t sound like yourself.”

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “Last night was amazing. It was everything I ever wanted, but…” He was pacing outside of his car, trapped between the hotel and reality. He worried if he returned to his businesses and his routines without confronting this storm brewing in his mind, he would be crazy by the end of the week.

“But what?”

“Isn’t it wrong? What I like?”

“No!” Sylvia said quickly. “Look, society is mean, but I like to think that it’s mean to all of us. Some more than others, but we all get kicked around at some point. We all get stereotyped and judged. What matters most is how you feel about yourself. Did you have fun?”

“Yes, but—”

“Why does there need to be more than that? Did you harm anyone by putting on a dress? Did the world come to an end because you dabbled around with makeup?”

Lloyd stood silently until Sylvia clicked her tongue into the speak. “No,” he said to answer her questions. “Nothing happened. I woke up and took a shower, and now I’m talking to you.”

“Exactly,” she said, sounding satisfied. “Nothing happened. So, can we still be friends Lloyd?”

“I need a couple weeks.”

Sylvia made a sad noise. She was at her apartment in East Ridgewood. She lived above a business in a one-bedroom apartment. It was small but a million times better than living with roommates. She’d only gotten free from her roommates a couple years ago and thanked the heavens every time she looked in the fridge. She loved the girls she used to live with, but they stole her food.

“I’m sorry, Sylvia. I feel weird.”

“Don’t! It’s so unnecessary!”

“That’s easy for you to say.”

“Maybe it is, but I don’t see anything wrong with what you do. If you want to wear a wig and cute clothes, then let me help you. Free of charge. Well, maybe you could buy me lunch.”

“You want to get together?”

“I work later tonight, but I got a good amount of sleep. I slipped out at five in the morning and came home to sleep some more. Just finished up with a workout and shower.”

“You’re a busy girl.”

“I like to stay busy,” she said lightly into the phone, making him feel better, but he was still on edge. The bag he was holding seemed to burn in his hand, threatening a good time he preferred to avoid. If he indulged more, where would it end? Where would the lines be? “So, are you going to take me to lunch or what?”

“Uh, yeah. Let’s do it.”


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Sylvia and Lloyd met an hour later at Lume Bistro in The Heights. She was already there when he arrived from his apartment, wearing a fresh outfit and new shoes. He wished he were still wearing the heels and dress from the night before, but his men’s clothes would have to suffice. Sylvia had also changed, and she looked gorgeous. She was wearing a pair of burnt orange chinos and a fitted T-shirt and gorgeous stilettos.

“Are you wearing those shoes to work?”

“The shoes are for you. I have sneakers in the car.”

Lloyd chuckled, but he was also touched that she would go the extra mile for him. He gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek before sitting across from her. They ordered a bottle of sparkling water to share. She got a charred peach and burrata salad. He ordered a lemon ricotta gnocchi.

“To us,” she said.

“To us,” he repeated, clinking his glass of sparkling water against hers. “What are we celebrating?”

“Us! Being here! There’s no hiding between us anymore, Lloyd! We can be our full selves with each other. Isn’t that great?”

He thought for a long moment, wondering where he’d be now if he’d just canceled the date. He didn’t want to go back, but he couldn’t stop thinking of the repercussions for moving forward. “Won’t Madam Paris punish you for being out with me?”

“No,” Sylvia said, but there was doubt in her voice. “I mean, she’ll understand. I can get her to understand if it’s necessary. She knows that I have a life outside of working for her and that I have plenty of friends. She’ll understand.”

“Are you sure?” Lloyd asked, pressing her. He didn’t want to get caught up in some makeshift prison because Madam Paris thought he was trying to steal one of her girls. He’d seen enough movies to know that he wasn’t strong enough to endure any type of torture. He’d give her the keys to his bank accounts first. “Madam Paris scares me.”

“She’s not that bad.”

“Your tone and your words don’t match.”

“Fine!” Sylvia sighed. “Madam Paris isn’t the easiest woman in the world to work for, but she’s running a hardcore business. If you don’t mess with her, she won’t mess with you, and I’m telling you that she’ll understand. She might not like it, and she might tell us how she feels, but she won’t do anything more than that.”

Lloyd believed Sylvia this time. Her words finally sounded sincere. He took a deep breath and reached across the table to grab her hand. “If you’re willing to walk with me, there’s nobody else I’d rather have by my side, but our friends are never going to understand.”

“Let’s not tell them. Not until we’re sure.”

“Okay,” he said and nodded. “I like that. It’s not like we see them all the time anyway.”

“Exactly,” she said with a smile. “I wish I were free later, but I’m closing out the bar. Won’t be finished until super late.”

Lloyd’s expression darkened as he remembered what Sylvia did in her free time. He understood her need to make more money, but he hated the idea of her being with another man after he’d had her. “Um… do you have dates planned this week?”

“Oh,” she said. “Right.”

He nodded, trying to ignore the pain in his heart. Disappointment filled the air, but Sylvia did have several ‘dates’ lined up throughout the week. “I’m free on Thursday in the evening. Do you want to get together? We can go shopping. Have a bit of fun.”

“I like the sound of that.” He ignored how she hadn’t answered the question, but her silence was enough. It killed him knowing that she had to entertain other men for money, especially when he had more than enough money for both of them, but that was her life. He promised himself that he wouldn’t judge her. “I’ll miss you.”

She squeezed his hand. “I’ll miss you too.”

The longer he looked at her, the more he hated that she wasn’t his and his alone. He vowed to himself at that moment that he would fight for her. He would figure out a way to make sure that she never had to be with another man in her life.

“Should we get ice cream at the shop around the corner?”

“Do you have time?” he asked.

“Plenty,” she said.

“I’d love that.”

They went for dessert after Lloyd paid. They walked around the park near the ice cream shop with their cones, talking about the night they’d had together. Speaking about it aloud made Lloyd feel less embarrassed about Lindsey. What was so wrong about the fact that he had a girl living in his soul? What was so wrong about his desire to unleash her every now and then?

“I’m going to miss you too much,” Lloyd said as he held her, hating that he had to give her one last kiss.

“If we get serious, I’ll quit. I promise.”

He nodded, tears swelling in his eyes. He honestly couldn’t talk about it or he might break down. “It’s okay. I understand, Sylvia.” He stopped himself from uttering the love word. Just barely. “I’ll see you on Thursday.”

“I can’t wait,” she said and gave him that one last kiss, and damn she made sure it counted.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Thursday had finally arrived. Lloyd had no idea what to expect of his night except that he would get to see his favorite girl. He’d also managed to push out the details of what Sylvia did for work from his mind. Almost. Dark thoughts crept up every once in a while, but they were mostly about Madam Paris. There was something about her that still haunted him, and if it weren’t for knowing that she stood squarely between Sylvia and him, he knew he would be a million times more excited for his date that night.

Lloyd was wearing a pair of gray slacks and a gray blazer with a black pair of shoes and a matching T-shirt. He was meeting Sylvia at a restaurant in East Ridgewood called Bloom and Blossom. He made it in record time, beating Sylvia to their table, which made him even more nervous than he already was. He ordered a bottle of sparkling water for them to share along with the fig and prosciutto flatbread from their starters menu.

Sylvia arrived at the same time as their pizza, looking as stunning as ever. She was wearing a pantsuit with heels. He gave her a kiss on the lips before stepping back to admire her more closely. “Did you just get back from a business meeting? You look sharp.”

Sylvia blushed. “That’s so sweet. I dressed like this so they’ll take us seriously at the shops.”

“The shops?”

“Don’t play dumb! I told you we would go shopping!”

“Yeah, but… I didn’t think you meant…”

Sylvia looked at him with a side eye. She didn’t have the time nor the energy for excuses. She knew that Lloyd would fight with himself about what he truly wanted, but she wasn’t going to let him get out of this. She was going to make sure that he had a nice little collection of women’s clothing to wear whenever he wanted.

“Let’s enjoy our lunch. We’ll worry about shopping when the time comes.”

“It’s coming rather soon, wouldn’t you say?”

Sylvia tossed her hand in the air. “You worry too much about the details. You act like anyone we meet today will remember you or think about you after tomorrow. People are far too consumed with themselves and their own lives to truly care.”

Lloyd knew that she was right, but it was still hard to put himself out there. As much as he wished he could just go to the store to pick out a dress, it didn’t feel right. He was asking too much of himself. “Can’t you just pick out the stuff and bring it back to my place?”

“I could, but where’s the fun in that?”

“Maybe it wouldn’t be as much fun, but it would save my dignity.”

“What if I wanted to break your dignity a bit? You’re a goody two shoes. Why don’t you be bad for a change?”

Lloyd didn’t want to be bad. He was a business owner! He had a reputation to maintain, and he wasn’t going to do that by shopping in the women’s section out in public, but would it even matter if Sylvia was standing by his side? Everyone would just think he was shopping with his girlfriend, and even if she weren’t there, he could say he was shopping for someone else, or he could use the internet.

“Fine, I’ll go, but we have to tell them that we’re shopping for you if they ask.”

Sylvia sighed. “Fine. If that’ll get you to go, I’ll agree to it. You don’t have to be such a big baby about it, though. We’re going to have a blast! I’m sure of it.”

Lloyd picked up a slice of flatbread and took a big bite. The next thing he knew, they were clearing away their dishes and bringing the bill. Lloyd had no choice but to buckle up for the ride. He was about to have his first shopping trip whether he was ready or not.

***

Stepping into the department store was the first battle, and everything seemed to go downhill from there. When the shop assistant came over, she had several suggestions but looked puzzled when Sylvia requested a bigger size than she’d ever need. Lloyd’s expression completely fell apart when the woman glanced in his direction, and she knew. She figured him out in milliseconds. She tried her best not to react, but he saw that smile. Then she looked over at Sylvia, and the girls shared a knowing smile.

“Don’t be embarrassed. I think it’s cute,” the shop assistant said. Her nametag read Michelle, and her smile seemed authentic, but Lloyd felt like he was about to faint. He didn’t like being on display like this in front of the girls. “What kind of styles do you like?”

Sylvia folded her lips as she bit back a laugh. Michelle chewed on her bottom lip, ignoring Sylvia to concentrate on Lloyd, but it was clear that they were amused by his desire to wear women’s clothing. He crossed his arms, feeling distressed. Why in the world had he agreed to come here?

“You guys are being mean to me!”

“No, we’re not,” Sylvia said, aghast. “We’re helping you!”

“This is so embarrassing,” Lloyd said with a heavy sigh before turning to run toward the doors, but Michelle grabbed his wrist to stop him. “Where are you going?” she asked. “We have a lot of shopping to do. You can’t leave yet!”

“I shouldn’t be here,” he said.

“Of course you should,” Michelle said with a laugh. “You won’t be the first guy I’ve dressed as a girl, and I hope you’re not the last! Plus, you have the face for it. Some guys do look a bit ridiculous in a dress, but I’m confident we can find several options that will look fab on you!”

“I told him the same thing!” Sylvia said loudly.

Lloyd looked around, terrified that others were listening to their conversation, but nobody seemed to be paying them any attention. The department store was large and sparsely populated, so they were pretty much alone near the endless collection of dresses. Lloyd focused his attention, and the more he looked, the more he wanted to try things. There were bright colors, neutral tones, serious looks, and things that were more forgiving.

“What are you thinking we should do for him?” Michelle asked Sylvia as Lloyd stood paralyzed before them.

“Since the weather is getting warmer, I was thinking that he would look cute in something summery. Nothing too constrictive. We wouldn’t want any lines showing that shouldn’t,” Sylvia said while staring at Lloyd’s crotch.

“Certainly not,” Michelle agreed, smiling along with her. “We have plenty of options. I love this wrap midi dress by Mango. It’s a little long, but it would do a great job of hiding any unflattering lines. There’s also this slip dress if you’re looking for something a little sexier. It’s by Aritzia Wilfred and comes in burgundy or deep green. Both colors are super sexy, but I’m feeling burgundy for you,” Michelle said to Lloyd as she tossed the dress on top of the growing pile that he was carrying. “There are a ton of other options as well. Just look at this little black dress!” Michelle said excitedly as she pulled a dress off the rack. “It has a bit of covering on the shoulders and an open back. I bet it will look super sexy.”

“We need shoes!”

“Yes! We can’t forget the shoes,” Michelle agreed.

Lloyd remained speechless as the girls dragged him over to the shoe department. Michelle sat him down and raced around grabbing different boxes of shoes. She returned with a stack, pulling out a pair of pointed-toe pumps. They were a soft blush color and would look gorgeous with just about any outfit, but he was thinking about that little black dress. He could even get a purse to match it.

“Should we get a purse too?” Lloyd said, looking at Sylvia. They were his first words, and they made the girls screech.

“Yes! We should get whatever you want!”

“Why don’t you ladies pick out something for yourselves for helping me?”

Their eyes lit up. “Really? You don’t have to,” Michelle began, but he cut her off. “No,” he said. “I want you to pick out shoes or a purse or a dress. Whatever. If there’s something you’ve been eyeing Michelle, now’s your time to get it.”

“Really? There’s actually this pair of earrings, but they’re like four hundred dollars.”

“I don’t care,” he said. “Add them to the bill. Get yourself something nice too, Sylvia. I need a minute with these shoes, and then we’re doing some purse shopping.”

“Roger that,” Sylvia said, and then she and Michelle scurried off to find what they wanted him to buy. He honestly didn’t care what they picked out as long as it made them happy. He glanced down at the shoes, feeling an abundance of happiness in his heart. He tried on a pair of bubblegum pink shoes with platform heels. He laughed at himself as he wobbled a few steps, no longer concerned that he was out in public. Who was to say that men couldn’t wear heels?

He went through five boxes of heels and decided on two pairs. The blush pointed-toe pumps and a pair of black strappy sandals with a square toe. They felt vintage in all the best ways possible, and he couldn’t wait to wear them with that open-back black dress that he was going to buy. The girls came back with their finds and several purses for him to choose from. He ended up getting a cute blush purse and a black one that was so small his phone could barely fit into it, but that made him feel even more like a city girl. The only thing he was missing was a cigarette dangling out of his mouth.

Michelle rang up their purchases, which included a bundle of dresses to add to his collection, the purse, and the heels. Michelle thanked him repeatedly for the earrings, but he assured her it wasn’t a problem. It wasn’t every day that he was going to drop two thousand dollars on clothes, but it wasn’t every day that he was finally breaking down his walls to get in touch with his feminine side. He could try to spend his life hiding, but that nagging sensation would always linger at the back of his mind, pestering him until he eventually gave in, so why not embrace it fully? Why not let Lindsey out more often?

Sylvia laced her fingers with his when they walked out of the store with bags swinging by their sides, including Sylvia’s old purse. She’d already dumped all her stuff into the new one while they talked with Michelle and said goodbye. He’d never seen her look happier than when he glanced in her direction, or maybe it was his imagination playing tricks on him because he was head over heels for this girl. He pulled her hand up to his mouth and kissed it, hoping the day stayed as good as it was going.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

They went back to Lloyd’s place after shopping, dropping their bags to the floor when they walked through the door. Lloyd gave her a quick tour. It was a modern building with the latest finishes. White oak floors, soft natural wood tones, and pops of black to give it a masculine edge. They ended up back in the kitchen after the tour, and Sylvia was rather impressed.

“You must do well for yourself. Living in the best neighborhood in one of the nicest condos I’ve ever seen.”

“I thought about buying a house but have enough to manage between my businesses. The HOA fees kill me here, but at least the building comes with amenities.”

“You can say that again,” Sylvia said and took a sip of water from the glass that Lloyd had fixed for her. She had a bunch of other goodies tucked away in her old purse, and it was about time that Lloyd dove deeper into the well of his femininity. “My apartment isn’t anything compared to this. It’s a dump on the east side.” She chuckled, but she didn’t hate her apartment. It was what she could afford, and she was proud of herself for making enough to pay for it. She wished nobody had to pay rent and that everyone could have the home of their dreams, but life didn’t work that way. She had to mix drinks and sell herself to make ends meet. It wasn’t glamorous. Sometimes it was downright dangerous, yet she persisted. She made it through each and every day with her head held high, knowing that there was always tomorrow. There was always another chance to become the woman she thought herself to be.

“I’ve lived in plenty of dumps. Plus, you’re welcome over here whenever you want,” he said and wrapped his arms around her. Now that the lines of friendship were blurred, he couldn’t stop touching her. He ran his fingers along her soft skin every chance he got, and now that they were back at his place, he had to have her. He had to taste her pussy against his lips.

“Wait,” she said.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. He didn’t want to stop touching her, but he had to listen. “Tell me.”

“You need to get dressed first. I brought my makeup just in case.”

Lloyd glanced at the bags by the door. As much as he wanted to put on that cute black dress he’d bought, he already had Sylvia in his arms, and the last thing he wanted to do was stop touching her. He pulled her a little closer and gave her big, sloppy kisses. They lost themselves in the moment. Lloyd was desperate to slide in and out of her slick folds again, but she was relentless. She wouldn’t let him off the hook.

“You’re getting dressed, Lindsey. Are you shaved?”

He nodded. “I shaved this morning.”

“Perfect,” she said. “Which dress do you want to wear?”

“The black one with an open back,” he said.

“Gorgeous. Are you going to wear the black heels with it?”

He shook his head. “I want to wear the blush heels and use the blush purse.”

“Good choice,” she said. “Well? What are you waiting for? Chop, chop!” She clapped her hands, sending him flying to the bathroom to get dressed. She took her time looking around his condo, studying the pictures of him with his friends. He also had a library of books. Most of them were about business. There were also some fiction novels. Mostly science fiction and fantasy, but he even had one romance novel that had been turned into a movie. She went over to the coffee table and opened the box tucked under it, hoping to find something naughty, but there were just some hand sanitizers and creams that looked like they’d been there for a year.

“I’m dressed,” Lloyd said from the bathroom.

“Come out here, Lindsey! I want to see you!”

 The door opened slowly and out came a blush pink heel.

***

Lindsey stepped out of the bathroom, looking gorgeous in her black dress, but she was in desperate need of some makeup. Sylvia rushed across the room and grabbed Lindsey’s hand. She pulled her to the dining table and lined up her products.

“What kind of look should we do?” she asked. “Something dark or brighter?”

“What do you mean by brighter?”

“I was thinking about a pink shadow for your eyes. Or would you prefer a smoky eye?”

“Maybe a smoky eye.”

“You want your blue eyes to pop, huh?”

“Guilty,” she said.

Sylvia chuckled as she grabbed the makeup and got to work feminizing her girl’s face. She used her favorite liquid foundation and bronzer to highlight her cheekbones. She explained to Lindsey what she was doing every step of the way until she was as gorgeous as ever. “The only thing we’re missing is your wig. Go grab it.”

Lindsey hopped up, much more comfortable in heels than she was before. She raced across the room to where she’d left her wig and placed it on her head, relishing how it felt to run her fingers through the long hair. She went over to Sylvia, reaching over her to grab a mirror to look at herself, smiling from ear to ear when she saw her reflection. She held the mirror up to get a good angle of her outfit, absolutely loving how the dress hung on her body. She turned her shoulder to get a look at her backside, smiling even harder when she saw the open back.

“Do you love it?”

“I do,” said Lindsey. “It’s absolutely stunning.”

“I agree,” Sylvia said as she came up behind Lindsey to wrap her arms around her body. She moved them over her crotch, feeling the plumpness beneath her thong. “Remind me, is your thong black?”

“Why don’t you find out for yourself?”

Sylvia smirked and lifted Lindsey’s dress to get a peek at her thong, smiling when she saw the tiny piece of black fabric. It looked so sexy, and all Sylvia wanted was to feel her cock. She’d been without it for far too long.

Lindsey moaned when Sylvia slipped a hand into her thong to wrap it around her cock. She gripped the dining chair, gasping as Sylvia stroked her shaft. Her touch was everything she needed. “Yes, just like that.” Lindsey didn’t want her to stop. She was throbbing in her grip. She would explode if she kept going, and that was all she wanted. She wanted to feel those hot, thick strings of cum shoot from her cock, especially while Sylvia was holding her dick.

“Don’t you want to cum in my pussy?”

“Fuck yeah,” he said.

“Mmm, I’m getting wet just thinking about it,” she said and held his cock more tightly as she stroked. She took her time massaging his cock, making sure that he felt every bit of the pleasure provided. “Do you want to feel?”

“Yes.”

Sylvia turned Lindsey toward her and got onto her back, spreading her legs wide. Lindsey disrobed her until she was down to nothing besides her lingerie, which was lacy and bright red. She arched her lower back and stretched her arms above her head, moaning as Lindsey kissed her body. She could already smell Sylvia’s desire and was eager to penetrate her, but she deserved more than just a fucking. She deserved to be touched like the goddess that she was, so Lindsey pressed her lips against Sylvia’s clad red thong.

“Yes!” Sylvia screamed, her back arching further.

Lindsey moaned on her pussy as she kissed it through the thin, soaked fabric. She hooked her fingers into the thong to pull it down her legs when she couldn’t stand her aching desire for a second longer. She stripped Sylvia completely naked and pressed her mouth against her hot, hungry pussy. Sylvia cried out at the top of her lungs as Lindsey ate her out for minutes on end until she was cumming all over her face.

“Give me that dick! Now!”

Lindsey didn’t waste a second. She thrusted into Sylvia before she came down from the highs of her orgasm. Her pussy was tight but welcoming, and it only took a second for her to get balls deep. She held her breasts as he fucked her harder. She panted and moaned as Lindsey fucked her and kissed her and touched her everywhere her hands could reach.

“You feel so good, Lindsey!” Sylvia moaned deeply and pushed her fingers into Lindsey’s long hair as she enjoyed her dick. She wrapped her legs around her slender frame, biting her lip as she stared into her girl’s eyes. “I love having this dick in me.”

“Your pussy feels so fucking good,” she grunted. “I won’t last much longer.”

“Me neither,” she said. “Cum with me.”

Lindsey cursed as Sylvia’s pussy tightened around her dick when she started massaging her clit. Sylvia held her tightly with her legs as Lindsey pounded her pussy. They panted and moaned as they got closer to orgasm. It wasn’t long before they were screaming at the top of their lungs, cumming together as they experienced pure bliss.

“Fuck,” Sylvia said as she slowly came down a few moments later. “I love that dick, Lindsey.”

“Not as much as I love your pussy,” Lindsey said before grunting loudly as she pulled out and lay by Sylvia’s side. “Did you want to do anything else tonight?”

“Not right now,” Sylvia said in a sleepy voice. “For now, I just want to rest. No more talking.”

“Fine,” she said. “That works for me.”

Sylvia curled up by Lindsey’s side as they slowly drifted off to sleep. Both were tired, exhausted from their long day of shopping, but they woke up a bit later and ordered some food to go with a movie. Then they painted their nails red with a bottle of polish that Sylvia had in her bag. Lindsey ordered some of her own online with the help of Sylvia, along with a bunch of other makeup she really couldn’t afford to buy, but at least the products would last a while. It was a wonderful night, and Lindsey couldn’t wait for many more to come.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

Lloyd and Sylvia were spending all their free time together. He’d mostly forgotten about her work. It didn’t matter if she had to sleep with other men. He hated it, but he could live with it because he knew that none of those men had her heart. Those guys didn’t even know her real name. They thought of her as Bev or Beverly. Some of them probably didn’t even bother to remember her name, but Lloyd would always be there for her.

Sylvia had opened a door for him. She’d taught him a lot over the last few weeks. How to do his makeup. How to pick out clothes that would fit his body shape. He didn’t know where he would be without her help, but he knew he wouldn’t be spending his evenings as Lindsey. He would still be walking around the house in his lone pair of heels that he used to keep tucked at the back of his closet.

Now he had an entire collection lined up in his closet and plenty of women’s clothing hanging above them. Spending time with Sylvia as Lindsey made him feel less ashamed about his desires to become a girl. She made him feel safe and protected when he put on cute clothes and makeup. She was the light of his life. He hoped that they could make their relationship more serious, but Sylvia often worried that they couldn’t because of Madam Paris. Lloyd thought she was crazy until his phone rang on a random Tuesday afternoon.

It was Madam Paris.

“Hello,” he said when he answered. “So lovely to get your call. How have you been?”

Madam Paris grunted. “I’m under the impression that you’ve been spending time with one of my girls without my permission.”

Lloyd quivered at the seriousness of her voice but kept his voice calm and friendly. “Uh, I’m not sure what you mean, Madam Paris.”

She laughed. “Don’t kid me, Lloyd. Do you think I’m stupid?”

“No, of course not!”

“Then why are you lying?”

Lloyd was burning up as he held the phone tightly in his hand. He didn’t know what to say to her except that he didn’t know what she was talking about, but they both knew that wasn’t the truth. He didn’t want to lie to her again now that fear had crept into his soul, but how could he tell the truth? Would she cut him up into pieces and spread him across the city for seeing Sylvia behind her back?

“Lloyd, I’m going to give you one more chance. Have you been spending time with one of my girls without my permission?”

“Madam Paris, you don’t understand! Sylvia and I are friends!” he blurted into the phone, utterly terrified. She probably had a dozen men on speed dial to come over and kick his ass. He didn’t want to end up black and blue. He was falling in love with Sylvia, but maybe this world she worked in was too dangerous.

“So she said. You two met at the bar where she works.”

“That’s right! We hang out at game nights together. Trivia, cards, and other stuff. Whatever this group we’re in organizes.”

Madam Paris sighed. “Look, I get it. You two saw each other and found out each other’s secrets. It’s cute. It’s even romantic, but I don’t like my clients hanging out with my girls without my permission. Surely you understand that.”

“Of course, Madam Paris. It’s just—”

“Let me finish!” she snapped. He folded his lips and waited for her to continue, afraid to even breathe. It took her at least ten seconds to continue, tension building exponentially with each passing moment. “As I was saying, I don’t like when I hear about my clients hanging out with my girls without my knowledge. Had you two come to me before starting your fling, I wouldn’t be nearly as pissed. You understand that, right?”

Lloyd was cursing himself for not listening to Sylvia about Madam Paris when he had the chance. “Yes, Madam Paris. Of course I understand, but I hope you can forgive us. If you’re after money, I can—”

“Silence! How dare you question me like that! I’m after honesty. I go through a lot to make sure my girls are safe. You don’t know what it’s like being me. You’d never understand.”

“No, Madam Paris. Of course not.”

“Anyway, I don’t like what you did, Lloyd. I don’t like it one bit.”

“I understand, but I really hope you can forgive me.”

“You’ll have to earn my forgiveness,” she said with a sinister tone. “If you want to see Sylvia again, you’ll do what I ask.”

“What do you want me to do?” Lloyd asked meekly.

Madam Paris chuckled. She inhaled like he was smoking a cigarette, and the telltale blowing sound followed. “Sylvia told me what you like to do, Lindsey.”

Lloyd cursed under his breath, but he didn’t blame Sylvia for cracking under Madam Paris’s pressure. She was as intense as a pressure cooker, and it was intimidating. Lloyd didn’t want to say another word to incriminate himself. He didn’t even want to utter another sound, especially since Madam Paris knew her secret, but she wasn’t about to let him get away with silence.

“I don’t know what you mean, Madam Paris. I’m sorry.”

“Lloyd, please spare me the bullshit.”

“I’m terrified!” he screeched, letting his guards break. He couldn’t stand the pressure another second. “Please forgive me, Madam Paris! I really care about Sylvia! I don’t want to lose her, but I don’t know what to say to you!”

His voice was shaky and weak. He didn’t know what was going to happen to Sylvia and him, and he was terrified about the unknown, worried that he would never be able to see her again if he didn’t do exactly what Madam Paris requested of him.

“I’m going to give you one more chance. Are you going to be honest about Lindsey, or do you want to make what I’m going to ask of you worse? The choice is yours.”

Lloyd took a deep breath. “Your phone call is a surprise, but I don’t want to lose Sylvia. I’ll do whatever you want.”

“That’s better. You see, there’s nothing I hate more than people who go behind my back.”

“I understand. You’ve made that clear.”

“If you and Sylvia hadn’t made it so clear that you have history, your punishment would be a million times worse, but I’ll let you off easy.”

“Thank you, Madam Paris,” he said meekly, even though he had no idea what she was going to ask of him, but he felt like showering her with compliments was the quickest way to her heart. “Please tell me what I can do for you.”

“You’ll need that attitude for what I’m going to ask of you.”

“Anything to keep Sylvia, Madam Paris. Your wish is my command,” Lloyd said, his submission growing by the second. “I’m yours.”

“I have a friend. David. He likes girls like you, Lindsey, and he loves it when I can bring sissy femboys to him.”

“I’m not a sissy,” said Lloyd.

“Not yet, but you will be if you want to keep Sylvia. She already knows what I want you to do and has agreed, so what is it going to be? Are you going to give my dear friend David a night of bliss so that you can keep your girl?”

Lloyd knew that he was trapped. He couldn’t say no without breaking Sylvia’s heart, but how could he say yes to such a proposal? How could he agree to be some stranger’s bitch for a night? Then he remembered what Sylvia did for work. He imagined all those nights she must have felt the same just to pay her bills, but he only had to trade his body for one night. A sacrifice that could lead to years of bliss if he played his cards right.

“Tell me where and when. I’ll be there, Madam Paris. I’m sorry for crossing you.”

“I’ll forgive you once David is satisfied and not a second before.”

“I understand, Madam Paris.”

“Good,” she said. “I’ll give Sylvia the details. She’ll be in touch. Bye!”

The call ended, and that was that. He had agreed to have sex with a man as Lindsey to save his relationship, and as nervous as he was, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he’d done the right thing.


 

CHAPTER 10

 

Nerves filled Lloyd’s soul as Sylvia touched up the last bit of his makeup. He was fully transformed into a woman. They were at his condo in The Heights. Madam Paris and David were due to arrive at any moment, but Lloyd was freaking out a bit about the idea of becoming David’s sissy for the night. As much as he wanted to keep Sylvia, he had no idea what to expect. Sylvia had picked out a few bussy-stimulating toys for him, but they never got around to using them. Now he had to jump straight into the fire. He had to please a man while Madam Paris and Sylvia watched. It was all part of Madam Paris’s sick deal.

“You’ll be fine,” Sylvia said to calm Lloyd, but it was useless. He was wearing a skimpy red dress with a flared skirt bottom that Madam Paris had sent over with Sylvia. David had picked it out, along with the fire red heels, and Lloyd’s face was done up with dark black eyes and bright red lips, making him look like a bimbo. Sylvia had even given him a blonde wig to wear for the night, and as sexy as he looked, it was all too much.

“How can you say that?”

“Because this is what I do all the time,” Sylvia said and grabbed Lloyd’s hands. “I should have taken the threat of Madam Paris more seriously. This is my fault.”

Lloyd’s heart broke at her words. “This is not your fault. Fate brought us together, and we’re not going to let this little hiccup pull us apart. Plus, David is super hot. There are much worse people to fuck.” Sylvia laughed lightly, and Lloyd tried to join her, but he was terrified about the idea of getting his bussy stretched for the first time. Sure, he’d had the occasional fantasy about what it would feel like to get fucked, but the only cock he wanted was one strapped onto Sylvia’s waist, but at least she would be there with him every step of the way. “Sylvia, there’s something I want if we do this.”

“Whatever you want,” she said. “You don’t know how much it means that you’re doing this.”

“I want you to cut ties with Madam Paris. Whatever she pays you, I’ll replace it. I’ll pay for you to go to school. Anything so that I can have you for myself.”

Sylvia’s eyes grew watery as she stared at Lloyd. She was an independent woman who never wanted to feel like she was depending on a man, but she trusted Lloyd to take care of her. “What if we break up?”

“Then I’ll thank you for helping me get in touch with my feminine side, and I won’t go back on my promise. Hopefully I can be your boyfriend, but as your friend, I want to help you get out from under Madam Paris.”

“Thank you,” she said, nodding as tears filled her eyes. She held Lloyd’s hands in hers. “We’re going to do this together.”

“I love you,” Lloyd said in a husky voice before placing his lips firmly against hers. She moaned into his mouth as their kiss deepened, only stopping when there was a knock on the door. “I love you too,” Sylvia said and held his hands for a moment longer. “We’d better answer that. Try to talk like a girl with David or don’t talk at all, okay?”

Lloyd nodded, unprepared for what was coming his way, but there was no stopping this train.

***

David was even hotter than Lindsey expected. She sat silently on the sofa as his towering frame filled the room. He was tan. Maybe Mediterranean. Perhaps South American. He had huge arms and thighs as thick as barrels, and his eyes landed right on her, a smirk following seconds later.

“She’s even hotter than I expected,” he said and grabbed his crotch. He rubbed it as he stared at Lindsey. Madam Paris and Sylvia seemed to disappear as David stepped closer to Lindsey.

“We’re going to fix some drinks. You two feel free to have your fun right here in the living room,” Madam Paris said and led Sylvia to the kitchen.

Lindsey shuddered as David stepped closer, looking down at her with hunger in his eyes. She was melting into the couch, not sure if she was terrified or excited. She didn’t know what to think as this animal of a man assessed her with his eyes. The sound of ice clinking in glasses was distant, like it wasn’t even in the same room.

“You’re Lindsey, aren’t you?”

She nodded, unable to utter a word. She didn’t want to ruin whatever illusion was in this man’s mind. Sylvia’s warnings echoed in her head. Whether she liked it or not, Lindsey had to be a femme sissy for the night if she wanted to keep Sylvia in her life. When she sought out a woman to transform her into who she’d become, she never thought it would be Sylvia. She had done something illegal, and that gave Madam Paris power over her. It’d led to meeting a woman she loved more than any other who’d come before her, but it was still illegal, and Madam Paris didn’t strike Lindsey as someone who was afraid of using blackmail to get people to do what she wanted. It was better to give her what she wanted now and then cut her out of their lives forever.

“You’re sexy.”

She smiled, and it was a genuine smile. One that made her lips spread from ear to ear. She didn’t know what was coming over her, but it was like David’s gaze had a magical touch to it. He watched her closely as she stepped closer. The girls were talking in the background, but Lindsey couldn’t register the words. Her attention was consumed by David.

“Do you talk?” She shook her head, and David’s smile startled her. “Good girl,” he said in a voice laced with darkness. “I like a girl who doesn’t talk. Will you do what I say?”

She nodded, her body flushing with a strange sensation, but one thing was certain. Her cock was rock hard, and so was David’s. He was still rubbing it through his jeans, and it looked like it was just as big as the rest of him.

“Mmm, even better. They tell me you have a nice girly cock between your legs. Is that true?”

She took a deep breath. Then she nodded. Her cock was throbbing beneath her black thong. David had requested red on the outside and black on the inside, so she was wearing a black bra over her tits and a tiny little thong that could barely contain her cock.

“Mmm, I can’t wait to see it, but first I want you to get on your knees. Right here in front of me.”

She obliged, sliding off the couch onto her knees. David pushed his fingers into her blonde hair and held it tightly. The girls came into the living room and sat on the loveseat that was facing where Lindsey was on her knees, but she ignored them. She knew she was going to be on display when she signed up for this, and now was her time to shine. She looked up into David’s eyes, feeling completely submissive, ready to please him however he desired. Anyone would love to have sex with a man like this, and she was beginning to feel lucky for herself. She’d never love how she’d gotten to this point on her knees in front of the hunky man, but she could at least enjoy what occurred.

“Take off my jeans,” David said as he pulled off his shirt, revealing a bulging set of washboard abs. Lindsey shuddered thinking of the power that this man possessed. Would her bussy ever survive?

Lindsey’s shaking hands rose to David’s jeans. The outline of his cock was jumping beneath the denim, and Lindsey couldn’t wait to set it free. She unzipped his jeans before unbuttoning them, reaching in to touch his cock as she’d always envisioned a woman doing to her. He moaned as she reached up his thigh into his underwear to stroke his cock, making him moan even louder, but Lindsey was too surprised to make a noise. His cock was much bigger than she expected. At least nine inches long. She was praying for her bussy as she rubbed it.

“Take it out and suck it.”

Lindsey didn’t waste a second doing as she was told. She unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down to the floor, letting his monster cock stand tall in the air. She scooted forward once he’d stepped out of his jeans, marveling at the masterpiece before her. He was defined and sexy and everything she didn’t know she wanted. Her cock hadn’t gone soft since he started giving her his full attention, and now it was her turn to give him hers.

She wrapped her hand around his cock as she stared into his eyes, but he was impatient. He pushed her by the back of the head to his dick, forcing her to part his lips, and he didn’t hesitate to shove his cock to the back of her throat, overpowering her completely.

“Suck my cock, sissy slut!”

Lindsey felt a tear roll down her cheek, but she was determined to satisfy this man, knowing that Madam Paris was watching from only a few feet away. She breathed through her nose deeply, trying to relax so that David could fill her more fully. He didn’t hold back. He kept shoving his cock as far as it would go, pulling out only when she began to quiver.

He held his thick, long cock and started slapping Lindsey’s face with it, and something about being treated like a sissy slut was making her come undone at all ends. Her entire body burned when she saw traces of her red lipstick on his cock. She took it in her hand and parted her lips, eager to suck it again.

“Mmm, you’re a naughty slut, aren’t you?”

“Mhm,” she purred, taking his cock into her mouth. She didn’t want to talk. She only wanted to work this monster dick until it was filling one of her holes with its cream. She was desperate to feel him pumping his seed into her. She moved her lips as far as she could down his shaft, not even getting anywhere near close to his balls, but she worked what she could, focusing completely on how her lips felt around his dick. 

“Fuck yeah, you sissy slut. I fucking love those lips.”

She moaned on his cock, too lost in the moment to give him any attention. Now that she’d gotten over the fact that she was sleeping with a man while two others watched, she was rather into what was happening. She liked how she could please a man without worrying how long she might last or how hard her cock might be. David was rock hard and ready to play.

He pulled her off his dick and threw her onto the edge of the couch. She gripped the edge as she sat on her knees. David lifted her dress and yanked down her black thong, slapping her bare ass once if was free. She cried when he reached between her legs and grabbed her dick. He pulled it back between her thighs and wrapped his lips around it. She cried out in a high pitch, sounding just like the slutty sissy femboy she’d become. David’s mouth was warm, and his lips were tight, and he spanked her ass repeatedly.

“Please! I’m going to cum!”

He pulled his lips off her dick in an instant. “Not yet! Don’t move!” David grabbed some lube from a bag on the floor and started fingering Lindsey. She moaned deeply when the first finger entered her. She grunted when he moved to two. By four fingers, she was screaming out at the top of her lungs while her cock threatened to explode.

“Fuck me! Fuck me hard! I’m so close!”

“Don’t cum yet, slut!” David stood behind her and lathered his cock with the clear lube. She moaned loudly when he pressed his cock against her hole. “Breathe deep for me, sexy girl.”

Lindsey rested her head on the edge of the sofa and did as David asked, taking deep breaths as she stared at Madam Paris and Sylvia. They had their legs crossed with cocktails in their hands. She smiled at them and closed her eyes, eager for them to enjoy the show. She was so close to cumming, she knew it would happen at any second. She knew she wouldn’t be able to fight off what was on its way.

David pushed deeper and deeper into her over the next few minutes, giving her bits and pieces of his cock at a time. He would pull out and add more lube. Finger her. Encourage her. He was all over her, and she loved every fucking second of it. Her cock had never been harder. She had her eyes closed as she enjoyed the pleasure of him using her body, taking deep breaths to last as long as she could for him, but the looser her bussy got, the better it felt.

“Fuck, you’re one good sissy,” David said as he moved his fat cock in and out of her with more ease. He spanked her ass each time he pushed deep, making her gasp and moan. She never opened her eyes as he fucked her, picking up speed with each passing second. She focused on the pleasure of getting her bussy stretched. He reached around her body after a few minutes of fucking her to touch her cock, making her scream out that she was about to cum.

“I’m close too, slut. I just don’t want this to end.”

“Cum in me,” she begged him. “Fill me up with that cum!”

David pulled out of her and flipped her over to her back. She cried out when he pushed back into her. Her high pitch grew even higher when he wrapped his slick hand around her dick to stroke it. It only took a few seconds before her lower back arched and cum started flying from her dick. David cursed and moaned as he pulled on her cock, making her shoot string after string of cum onto his hand. She turned her head to watch the ladies as she came, seeing a shimmering of lust in their eyes. She watched them as David used her until his end.

“Yes!” he cried as he pushed his cock deep to unload, his hand still on her dick. “So fucking hot.” She felt his monster cock pumping as he shot cum deep inside of her. She reached out her red painted nails to scratch them against David’s abs as he filled her. “So fucking hot,” he said again. He bent over to kiss her while he kept his throbbing cock deep. She moaned against his lips as they kissed. She wrapped her arms around his neck, enjoying the moment. They pulled apart eventually, and that was when Madam Paris stood.

“Beautiful. Don’t you think, Sylvia?” she asked her. Sylvia nodded as she stared into Lindsey’s eyes. “Are you sure you don’t want to be one of my girls?” Lindsey nodded, eager for her and David to leave. “Very well. Are you dressed yet, David?”

“Yes, Madam. I’m ready.”

“Good. Say goodbye to your sissy because she’s off limits from now on.” He groaned. She patted his cheek and stared into his eyes. “It’s okay. We’ll find you another one soon enough.”

“Not as good as her!”

“Don’t whine! We need to go!” She turned to Sylvia and Lindsey. “Your debt is paid. Bye!”

They left, and Sylvia fell into her arms the second the door closed. “It’s finally over.” 

“It’s finally over,” Lindsey agreed.

Don’t worry. I’ll break up with Madam Paris later.”

“I know you will. You’re amazing.”

“So are you,” she said and gave him another kiss.


 

CHAPTER 11

 

One Year Later

“Lindsey, are you ready?”

“Almost!” she called from the bathroom. She’d just changed out of her boring old boy clothes for the night and was getting ready to have some fun with her girl. They’d put Madam Paris in the rearview mirror, mostly. The two of them actually hooked up with her and David from time to time. Usually for dinners and drinks, but sometimes they let the lust get the best of them. All that mattered was that Madam Paris understood Sylvia would never be selling her body again. She was going back to school to study nursing and couldn’t have been happier.

“Hurry!”

“Here I come,” Lindsey said and stepped around the corner. She was wearing a pink mesh robe with a pink crotchless thong. His heels and bra were pink as well, and he felt just like a doll as he stepped across the bedroom to Sylvia.

“Suck my cock, sissy.”

Lindsey smirked and dropped to her knees in front of Sylvia to suck her big strap-on cock. She did that for a long while before Sylvia pulled her off to move her onto her hands and knees. Lindsey cried out when Sylvia pushed her lubed cock into her bussy, fucking her until she was at the edge of oblivion.

Then they switched, and Lindsey fucked her girl. Only after taking a second to catch her breath and eat her sweet snatch. She shifted and moaned as she ate her out, stopping only when she was ready to fuck her. He wanted their sessions to last as long as possible, and that was what happened that random afternoon when Lindsey was Sylvia’s dolled-up sissy slut.

She fucked Sylvia long and hard in her pink crotchless thong while she wore her pink heels and a beautiful blonde wig, and they both saw stars when they finally came, knowing that they were meant to be together forever and always.
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