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Introduction
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“It’s $300 an hour. There’s the ATM, I’ll go with you.”

Note: This is a graphic novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

I had to know her. I had to get her story. But I didn’t have the money to do so. The free way to do it was to dress up like her, I thought. Little did I know, it entailed more than standing on the street corner in a long brown wig, a tight red dress, chewing gum, and marching in fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains straight transgender love, gay encounters, feminization, sissification, 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 DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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 Red Light Sissy: Feminized and Loved by Transgender Working Girls.


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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1
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As I sat in my cramped cubicle, hunched over my keyboard, I squinted at the computer screen, trying to focus on the words of my latest article for the Citadel Eye. The fluorescent lights overhead hummed softly, casting a sterile glow on the dull white walls that surrounded me. I could feel the tension in my shoulders, the result of hours spent hunched over, trying to perfect every sentence.
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I leaned back in my chair, rubbing my eyes, and in the reflection on the darkened screen, I caught a glimpse of myself. My short brown bangs hung untidily over my forehead, and I instinctively reached up to brush them back into place. I'd been told more than once that my blue eyes had a certain intensity to them, but right now, all I could see was exhaustion.

The faint scent of stale coffee wafted through the air as I heard a quiet voice beside me.

"Hey, Mathew," my colleague Tyra whispered, peeking over the top of the cubicle divider. I turned to face her, and she continued, her voice barely audible, "I overheard Margaux talking to one of the producers earlier. She mentioned that you might be on the chopping block if you don't come up with something sensational soon."
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My stomach dropped, and I felt a surge of panic coursing through my veins. I had been at the Citadel Eye for eight years, and the thought of losing my job now was almost too much to bear.

"Thanks for the heads up," I whispered back, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I just thought you should know," she said, her brown eyes filled with genuine concern.

"I know you've been working really hard, Mathew. Just keep your head down and keep pushing."

I gave her a weak smile, appreciating her support, and turned back to my computer screen. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, my mind racing with thoughts of what I would do if I lost my job. I knew I couldn't afford to let that happen.

Later, as I made my way to the break room for a much-needed cup of coffee, I caught sight of Margaux Greene, our formidable editor-in-chief.

She stood in the middle of the room, engaged in conversation with another colleague. Her sleek black hair was pulled back into a tight bun, and her dark eyes seemed to bore into whoever she was speaking with. I couldn't help but feel a little intimidated.

I quickly averted my gaze, doing my best to avoid any interaction with her. I could almost feel the weight of her stare on my back as I filled my cup with steaming coffee, the familiar bitter aroma filling my nostrils. I knew that if I wanted to keep my job, I would have to come up with something truly groundbreaking—and fast.

I took a deep breath, the smell of coffee momentarily calming my nerves, and resolved to work even harder. I didn't know what my next story would be, but I knew I couldn't let this be the end of my career. Determination swelled in my chest as I turned away from Margaux and headed back to my cubicle, already brainstorming ideas for the story that would save my job.

I sat at my desk, trying to focus on my article about Project Bluebeam, another conspiracy theory that I knew wouldn't generate the buzz she was looking for.

My heart raced as I heard the sound of her heels clicking on the vinyl floor, growing closer and closer. I braced myself for the conversation I had been dreading all day.
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"Mathew," she said, her voice cool and authoritative.

"Can I have a word with you?"

I swiveled my chair to face her, my heart in my throat.

"Sure, Margaux," I replied, trying to sound calm.

Her dark eyes bored into mine, and I felt my palms begin to sweat. I knew I had to say something, so I blurted out, "I'm working on this piece about Project Bluebeam. I think it has some potential."

Her expression remained impassive.

"I'm not here to discuss that," she said—causing my heart to sink to the pit of my stomach.

"I just wanted to let you know that I sent you an email asking you to edit five articles from one of our temporary writers. Can you have them done by tomorrow?"

A wave of relief washed over me, and I nodded eagerly.

"Of course, Margaux. I'll get right on it."

"Good," she replied, giving me a curt nod before turning on her heel and walking away.

Later that night, as I worked alone in the dimly lit office, my colleagues said their goodbyes and left for the night. The sound of their footsteps and laughter gradually faded away, leaving me with the silence and the hum of the air conditioner. I tried to find inspiration for my next story, but nothing seemed to come to mind.

Finally, I decided to call it a night and go for a walk in the streets of New York. The city had always been a source of inspiration for me, and I hoped that it might help me come up with a new angle for a story.

As I stepped out of the building and into the bustling streets, the sounds of honking horns, laughter, and distant music filled my ears. The city was alive with energy, and I felt invigorated by its pulse. The scent of street food vendors wafted through the air, mingling with the slightly acrid odor of exhaust fumes.

I walked aimlessly, my thoughts drifting as I took in the sights and sounds around me. The neon signs cast a multicolored glow on the wet pavement, and the reflections of passing cars danced across the slick surface. I could feel the cool night air on my face, a welcome contrast to the stuffy office I had left behind.

As I strolled down the streets, I marveled at the sheer variety of people who called this city home. Businessmen and women rushed by, their eyes glued to their phones, while street performers dazzled passersby with their acrobatics and magic tricks.

Tourists gawked at the towering skyscrapers, their cameras clicking away as they tried to capture the magic of the city in a single frame.

The city was a tapestry of stories, each one waiting to be discovered and told. And yet, as I walked, I couldn't seem to find the one that would save my career. I felt a growing sense of frustration and despair, wondering if I would ever be able to uncover the sensational story that Margaux so desperately wanted.
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Despite my growing anxiety, the city continued to captivate me. The vibrancy of New York's nightlife, the symphony of sounds, and the kaleidoscope of colors all served as a reminder of why I had become a journalist in the first place. I knew that somewhere in this vast metropolis, there was a story waiting.

I continued my walk through the city, aimlessly turning corners and soaking in the sights and sounds. Before I knew it, I found myself in SoHo, a neighborhood I hadn't visited in quite some time. As I rounded a corner, my gaze was immediately drawn to three tall, gorgeous women standing on the sidewalk.
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They were scantily clad, despite the chill in the air, each one dressed in an outfit designed to catch the eye. The first woman had long, platinum-blonde hair cascading down her back and was wearing a tight, red mini-dress that clung to her curves. She paired the dress with thigh-high black boots and smoky eye makeup that made her green eyes stand out.

Beside her stood a woman with cocoa-colored skin, her short, dark hair styled into an edgy pixie cut. She wore a black leather bustier and matching miniskirt, fishnet stockings, and towering stilettos that made her legs seem endless. Her lips were painted a bold, crimson red, and she chewed her gum with an air of defiance.

The third woman had long, raven-black hair that framed her heart-shaped face. She was dressed in a shimmering, silver halter top and skintight black leggings that accentuated her hourglass figure. A pair of strappy silver heels completed her outfit, and her dark eyes were rimmed with kohl, giving her a sultry, smoldering look.

All three women smoked languidly, plumes of smoke swirling around them as they chatted and chewed gum. They seemed to be striking up conversations with the men who passed by, their laughter ringing out into the night.

Suddenly, one of the men seemed to anger the woman in the red dress, and she exploded with fury.

"What the hell do you mean you don't want to go with me?" she yelled, her voice shrill and full of indignation.
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"Do you know who I am?!"

The man, taken aback, stammered out a response.

"I – I just... I don't know, I'm sorry."

Her anger only seemed to grow, her green eyes flashing with rage.

"You're damn right you're sorry, you piece of shit!" she spat, her hands on her hips.

As the argument continued, that’s when I knew that they were transgender women. I couldn't help but be riveted by the raw, visceral emotion on display. The scene was hypnotizing, and I felt my heart race as I watched from a distance. Realizing that I was staring, I quickly ducked into a nearby coffee shop to avoid drawing attention to myself.

As I sat down with my steaming cup of coffee, the scent of roasted beans filling my nostrils, I couldn't shake the image of those women from my mind. There was something so fascinating about their lives, something that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

An idea began to take shape in my head. What if I could get to know these women, delve into their world and tell their stories? It was risky, certainly, but the thought of uncovering the truth behind their glamorous façades was undeniably alluring.


Chapter 2

[image: ]

The night after, I stood under the hot spray of the shower, letting the water wash away my nerves and doubts. The steam filled the small bathroom, and I breathed in the humid air, feeling the tension in my muscles begin to ease. I knew I had to look my best if I was going to approach one of the women from last night, so I took my time, lathering my hair with fragrant shampoo and scrubbing every inch of my body until I felt thoroughly cleansed.

Once I was out of the shower, I dried off with a fluffy towel and spritzed myself with my favorite cologne. The scent was warm and inviting, a mix of bergamot and sandalwood that I hoped would make a good impression. I carefully styled my short brown hair, fixing my bangs so they framed my face just right.

I stared into my closet, searching for the perfect outfit to make myself look as handsome as possible. After much deliberation, I settled on a crisp, white button-down shirt, slim-fit black jeans, and polished leather shoes. The ensemble was simple, but I knew it made me look good. I checked myself in the mirror one last time, took a deep breath, and set off into the night.
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The streets were just as lively as they had been the night before, the neon lights casting a colorful glow on everything around me. My heart raced as I made my way back to SoHo, knowing that I was about to step into an unfamiliar world.

As I rounded the corner, I spotted her almost immediately. Sarah Flight, the angry blonde woman from the night before, stood in the same spot, looking even more stunning than I remembered. She was dressed in a pink mini-leather skirt that hugged her shapely hips, thigh-high black boots, and a tight tube top that accentuated her small breasts.

Her long, platinum-blonde hair cascaded down her back, and her green eyes sparkled like emeralds under the streetlights. I approached her cautiously, my palms sweating and my throat dry.

"Hi, um, I saw you here last night," I stammered, trying to sound confident.

Her green eyes locked onto mine, and she gave me the most inviting smile I had ever seen.
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"What can I do for you, handsome?" she replied, her voice deeper than I remembered but still undeniably feminine.

I hesitated for a moment before finally blurting out, "How much do you charge?"

Her smile never wavered as she answered, "$300 per hour."

My heart sank as I thought of how expensive that was. I reached into my wallet, only to find that I had a meager $30.

"I—I can withdraw some money," I stammered, hoping she would believe me. She looked at me skeptically but then said,

"Fine. I'll come with you. I’ll take you to the nearest ATM."

As we walked side by side, I couldn't help but feel both attracted and terrified by her presence. Her beauty was captivating, but there was a hardness in her eyes that I found intimidating. The tension between us was palpable as we made our way through the crowded streets, each step bringing me deeper into her world.

The ATM loomed ahead of us, its green glow a beacon of hope in my otherwise nerve-wracking situation. I could feel her eyes on me as I approached the machine, and I prayed that it would dispense the money I needed to spend time with her. I knew I was taking a risk, but the prospect of getting to know her and her world was too enticing to resist.

I knew I only had around $500 in my savings account, but I needed to come up with a plan. As I typed random digits into the ATM, I feigned frustration, pretending that the machine wasn't working. She watched me from a distance, her impatience growing more evident by the minute.

After several more failed attempts, she finally snapped. "What the hell is wrong with you? Are you playing games with me? I have better things to do than waste my time with someone who can't even get money out of an ATM!"

"I'm sorry," I apologized, feeling the heat rise in my face.

"I don't know what's going on with these machines. Let's try another one?"

She rolled her eyes but agreed, and we began our trek to the next ATM. As we walked, I couldn't help but notice how much she was struggling in her high-heeled boots. I felt a pang of guilt for putting her through this ordeal, but I needed to find a way to spend time with her without draining my savings completely.

At the second ATM, I put on the same performance, pretending that the machine was malfunctioning. Her patience was wearing thin, but she suggested yet another ATM nearby.

This exhausting cycle repeated itself until we had visited five different ATMs. By the time we reached the fifth one, an hour had passed, and Sarah's frustration had reached its boiling point.

"I've had enough of this!" she shouted.

"You've wasted an entire hour of my time, and I'm not going to put up with it anymore!"

Feeling defeated and apologetic, I pulled the $30 from my wallet and handed it to her.

"I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to cause you any trouble. Here, take this for your time."

She snatched the money from my hand, her eyes filled with anger.

"You have got to be kidding me," she seethed before hailing a taxi. Within moments, she was gone, leaving me standing on the sidewalk, wondering how my plan had gone so terribly wrong.

As I made my way back home, my thoughts were consumed by the night's events. It was clear that my initial plan to get close to Sarah wasn't going to work. I couldn't afford to spend $300 an hour just to learn about her life and the lives of the other women on the streets. There had to be another way.

Back at my apartment, I crawled into bed, feeling both physically and emotionally drained. The excitement of the evening had given way to disappointment and self-doubt. I lay there in the darkness, trying to come up with a new plan to gain her trust and get the story I desperately needed. But for now, all I could do was sleep and hope that tomorrow would bring a fresh perspective and new opportunities.

As I sat at my desk the next day, I couldn't help but think about how to get closer to Sarah without spending so much money. My thoughts were consumed by the previous night's events, and I was struggling to focus on my work.

Margaux appeared at my desk, her expression unreadable.

"How's your Project Bluebeam piece coming along?" she asked.

"I'm more than halfway done," I replied, trying to sound confident.

"Let me see the current draft," she said, her tone making it clear that this wasn't a request.

I rushed to print the pages, my heart pounding as I handed them over to her. She stood there, reading my work intently as I nervously pretended to be absorbed in my computer screen. When she finally left without saying a word, I couldn't help but feel even more anxious about the possibility of losing my job.

Tyra, sensing my unease, came over to my desk.

"What did Margaux want?" she asked, her voice filled with concern.
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I tried to reassure her.

"She just wanted to read the draft of my Project Bluebeam piece. It's nothing to worry about."

She seemed unconvinced, but she changed the subject.

"Hey, have you seen this?" she asked, pulling up a video on her phone.

"It's a compilation of funny moments from RuPaul's Drag Race."

As we watched the video together, I became mesmerized by the incredible transformations of the men into stunning women. Their makeup, their clothes, their confidence—it was all so captivating. And then, in a flash, inspiration struck.

"Tyra, you're a genius!" I exclaimed, giving her a hug.

"What? Why?" she asked, taken aback by my sudden enthusiasm.

I couldn't reveal the details of my plan just yet, so I simply said, "You've just helped me in ways you can't even imagine. Thank you."

With that, I turned back to my computer, my mind racing with ideas. If men could transform themselves so convincingly into women, maybe I could do the same to get closer to Sarah and the other women on the streets. It was a risky plan, but it just might work.

I spent the rest of the day researching makeup techniques, clothing styles, and everything else I would need to know to convincingly present myself as a woman. The more I learned, the more confident I became in my plan.

As the day drew to a close, I was filled with a renewed sense of determination. I knew I had a long road ahead of me, but I was finally on the path to getting the story I needed. And it was all thanks to Tyra and her love of RuPaul's Drag Race.

With my plan in place, I headed to Fifth Avenue, eager to shop for makeup, a wig, and a dress. As I entered the bustling stores, I felt completely out of my element. I had no idea where to start or what I was doing.

I approached a saleswoman, trying to sound casual as I asked for her assistance. She guided me through the aisles, showing me the various makeup products I'd need. I was taken aback by the sheer number of items I'd have to purchase and the cost of everything. I'd never considered how expensive makeup could be.

Next, I visited a wig store, browsing through a vast selection of styles and colors. I settled on a brown bob, hoping it would suit me well. Lastly, I went to a clothing store and picked out a simple dress that I hoped would make me look feminine and approachable.

The following day, a weekend, I decided to put my plan into action. I locked myself in my bathroom and began the transformation. I had watched countless tutorials online and felt confident in my ability to pull this off.

I started with the makeup, carefully applying foundation, blush, and eyeshadow. Despite my best efforts, my handiwork looked amateurish at best. Next, I struggled with the lipstick, my hands shaking as I tried to create the perfect pout.

After I had applied the makeup to the best of my abilities, I moved on to the wig. I fumbled with it, trying to position it correctly on my head. The brown bob seemed to take on a life of its own, refusing to cooperate with me.

Finally, I donned the dress and looked at myself in the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was both amusing and unnerving. My makeup was a mess, the wig looked like it belonged on a high school principal, and my hairy legs were a dead giveaway that I wasn't the woman I was trying to be. But at that moment, I couldn't fully comprehend the absurdity of my appearance.

I stood there, staring at my reflection, feeling a strange mix of emotions. I was proud of myself for taking this bold step, but I also couldn't help but feel embarrassed by how ridiculous I looked. I knew I needed to improve my skills, but at least I had taken the first step towards my goal.

As I continued to examine my transformation, I tried to remind myself that this was all for a greater purpose—to get closer to Sarah and the other women on the streets. I needed to break through the barriers that had prevented me from truly understanding their lives, and this was the only way I could think of to do it.

I nervously sipped my fifth coffee of the day, the clock striking 8:00 PM. Doubt crept into my mind, and I wondered if I could really go through with this plan. I looked at my reflection in the mirror again and reminded myself of the beautiful Sarah, my inspiration for doing all of this. It was dark outside—maybe no one would notice my many flaws.

With a deep breath, I slid my sneakers on and hesitated before leaving my apartment. The nerves were getting the better of me, but I knew I couldn't back out now.
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As I stepped out into the night, I could feel people's eyes on me, and their judgmental stares pierced through my poorly constructed disguise.

My nerves got the best of me, and I broke into a run, trying to escape the uncomfortable gazes. I closed my eyes, focusing on moving forward as quickly as possible. Suddenly, I collided with someone and heard a sharp scream.

"Watch where you're going!"
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I opened my eyes to see a beautiful woman with long, raven-colored hair and a heart-shaped face. She was slim with a generous bust, glaring at me with indignation.

Another woman, with pixie-cut hair and flawless dusky skin, and a voluptuous body stared daggers at me from her side. But to my surprise, there she was, Sarah, showing me kindness, stepping forward, and asking if I was okay.

I felt my face flush red, a mixture of embarrassment and nerves. I managed a shaky smile and apologized, unsure of what else to say. The women exchanged glances before scattering to their respective spots, leaving me standing alone.

As I stood there, trying to blend in and observe the women, I couldn't help but feel out of place. My disguise felt like a flimsy armor, barely protecting me from the judgmental eyes of those around me. But I had come this far, and I knew I couldn't back out now.

The night air was chilly, and I shivered in my ill-fitting outfit. I watched the women from the corner of my eye, trying to learn their mannerisms and behaviors. My heart raced with each passing minute, wondering if I would be discovered for the fraud that I was.

Despite my fear, I couldn't help but feel drawn to Sarah. Her warmth and kindness had left an impression on me, and I wanted to know more about her. I studied her as she interacted with potential clients, her movements graceful and captivating.

As the night wore on, I found myself growing more comfortable in my disguise. The initial nerves began to subside, replaced by a growing determination to get closer to these women and understand their lives. I knew that the road ahead would be difficult, but I was ready for the challenge.

The city lights cast a soft glow on the streets, illuminating the faces of passersby. I watched as they interacted with the women, some with curiosity and others with disdain. It was a stark reminder of the harsh reality these women faced every day, and I knew I had to do something to help them.

As the hours passed, I continued to observe, taking in every detail I could. I knew that my time here was limited, and I needed to make the most of it. I reminded myself of my goal—to tell their stories and break the stereotypes that society had placed on them.

I stood on the cold pavement, my feet aching and my body shivering, but my resolve was unwavering. I knew that this was just the beginning of my journey, and I was prepared to do whatever it took to give these women the voice they deserved. And as I glanced one last time at Sarah, her beautiful smile etched into my memory, I knew that I had made the right choice.


Chapter 3
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On my third night of observing the women, I began to feel a sense of familiarity with the area. But just as I started to feel comfortable, the Asian-looking woman with a busty figure approached me, followed by the voluptuous woman with a pixie haircut and Sarah. I could feel my heart racing as she confronted me.

"I've been seeing you here night after night," she accused, her voice sharp and cold.

"Are you trying to take our business?"

Before I could stammer out a response, Sarah interjected.

"Nikita, just let her be. I don't think she's here to look for customers, just look at how she's dressed."

The voluptuous woman laughed mockingly, and I felt my face flush with embarrassment. My nerves were getting the better of me, and all I could do was agree with Sarah.

"Y-yeah, Sarah’s right, I'm just here to hang out," I stuttered.

Sarah's eyes narrowed, clearly mystified by my response.

"How do you know my name? I never introduced myself."

I panicked, quickly coming up with a lie.

"Oh, I heard one of the other women call you by your name last night," I said, still stuttering slightly.

Nikita wasn't convinced, and her anger only seemed to grow.

"You dumb bitch, you think you can waltz in here looking like a damn hot mess and steal our clients?!" she screamed at me, accusing me of ruining their business with my ridiculous appearance. In a rage, she removed her heels and threatened, "Get the hell out of here before I bash your ugly face in with these!"

Just as things were about to escalate, a customer approached Nikita. She slipped her shoes back on and changed her demeanor instantly, sweetly engaging with the man. As they walked away together, she shot me one last glare, clearly warning me to stay away.

The voluptuous woman, seemingly more intrigued than angry, asked for my name. "Mat- Matilda," I replied, nearly revealing my true identity.
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“That’s cute, I’m Keisha,” she said.

She exchanged a few glances with Sarah before bombarding me with questions.

"So, Matilda, what brings you here?" she asked, her tone still slightly mocking.

"I, uh, I'm new in town, and I just wanted to make some friends," I lied.

The two women exchanged glances once more before Sarah finally spoke up.

"Listen, Matilda, if you're just here to make friends, a damn hooker's corner isn't exactly the best place to start. And for Christ's sake, at least try to dress the part. You don't want to give off the wrong impression or scare off our customers."

She raised an eyebrow and continued with the interrogation.

"Where are you from?"
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"Upstate New York," I responded, trying to keep my story as simple as possible.

"And what do you do for a living?" the voluptuous woman inquired, her eyes narrowing.

"I'm a… waiter—ess," I lied again, hoping my cover would hold up under their scrutiny.

As the night went on, Keisha seemed to find me endearing, despite my hot-mess appearance. She laughed and chatted with me, making me feel more at ease. Suddenly, a strong black man approached her and grabbed her by the butt. They flirted with each other, their conversation filled with suggestive remarks and innuendo.

"Hey, sexy. You know I've been waiting all night for you," the man said, smirking.

Keisha giggled, "I'm worth the wait, baby. You know that."

After exchanging a few more flirtatious words, she said goodbye to us and left with the man, leaving me alone with Sarah.

I saw this as the perfect opportunity to get to know her better. I asked about her background, her age, and why she became a hooker. She told me she was 22, had been kicked out of the house for being transgender, and resorted to this life to survive. She seemed annoyed by my questions, and asked me about my job as a waiter, which I had lied about earlier.

"$100 a day with tips," I answered, trying to sound convincing.

She shook her head, looking sympathetic.
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"That's rough, girl. You should work as a hooker too. I could help you get started, but I'd take 10% from your earnings."

I laughed, unsure whether she was serious or not.

"No, it's fine. I'll manage." She insisted, though.

"I was just like you before, but you're rougher around the edges. You need some work, butch queen," she said with a smile.

I nodded, agreeing to her offer, but deep inside, I wasn't sure about the whole thing. I couldn't help but observe how beautiful she was and feel bad for her circumstances.

Suddenly, a man in a suit approached our spot. He interjected, "Bitch, you owe me an hour more. Last time, you didn't make me cum."

Her expression turned angry.

"It's a done deal, asshole. It's not my fault you're impotent!"

As the man raised his hand to slap her, I quickly stepped in, blocking his blow. My strength surprised even me, and the man backed off, intimidated.

"You don't get to treat her like that," I said, my voice firm and powerful.

She stared at me in shock, grateful for my intervention. Then I remembered I was pretending to be a trans woman, and I tried to soften my demeanor, blushing slightly.

Realizing that I had an early day at work, I bid her goodbye.

"I'll see you later, Sarah," I said, leaving her with a mix of relief and newfound respect for her fellow worker on the streets.

The night after, I prepared myself to go out again. I put on the same frumpy outfit from before, complete with the unflattering brown bob wig. I was still a hot mess, a far cry from the beautiful and polished women I had met the previous nights.

I excitedly stepped out onto the streets and headed for the spot where I had seen Sarah before. When I arrived, she was nowhere to be found. Instead, Keisha and Nikita approached me, their faces a mix of curiosity and annoyance.

"Why are you here again?" Keisha asked, her eyes narrowing.

"I'm looking for Sarah," I replied, feeling a little anxious.

Nikita scoffed. "She's not here. She spent last night with some rich Wall Street guy and probably crashed at his place. With all the coke she took, I bet she's sleeping it off."

Keisha nodded in agreement. Just as they finished speaking, a man approached me, seemingly uninterested in the two beautiful women standing nearby.

"What's your name?" he asked, his eyes scanning me up and down.

They exchanged surprised looks, clearly insulted by the man's choice. I hesitated before responding, "I'm Matilda, but I'm not available tonight."

The man persisted.

"I'll pay whatever you want. There's something about your innocent beauty that I like."

I refused again, feeling uneasy. The man finally gave up and turned to Nikita.

"Fine, I'll go with the Asian chick."
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Nikita was visibly insulted, but when he agreed to pay $500, she went with him anyway. As they left, Keisha and I discussed what had just happened, laughing at the absurdity of it all.

"Come on," Keisha said, grabbing my arm.

"I'm hungry. Let's go get something at 7-Eleven."

As we entered the store, she grabbed a few snacks along with a disposable razor and some makeup items. She led me to the restroom, and I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what was about to happen.

"Trust me, girl," she said confidently.

"You'll look so much better without all that scruff."

Reluctantly, I agreed, and Keisha started to shave my face. The sensation of the razor gliding over my skin was unfamiliar and somewhat unsettling. I had never allowed anyone to shave me before, and the intimacy of the situation made me feel vulnerable. However, I knew I needed to go along with this if I wanted to keep asking her questions and get closer to Sarah.

After carefully removing my beard and mustache, she wiped my face clean with a wet tissue and began to apply makeup. She started with a light layer of foundation, which felt surprisingly smooth and cool on my freshly-shaven skin. The foundation was a perfect match for my complexion, and I marveled at how it instantly evened out my skin tone.

Next, she applied a soft pink blush to the apples of my cheeks, giving me a subtle, healthy glow. I could feel the soft bristles of the brush tickling my face, and I couldn't help but smile at the sensation.

She then moved on to my eyes, expertly applying a neutral eyeshadow to my lids. The colors she chose were soft and understated—shades of beige, taupe, and light brown that blended seamlessly together. She lined my eyes with a dark brown pencil, making them appear larger and more expressive.

Finally, she applied a coat of mascara to my lashes, which instantly made them appear longer and more voluminous. I had never realized what a difference makeup could make to one's appearance.

As she finished my makeup, she handed me a tube of lipstick.

"Here, put this on. It's the perfect color for you."

I hesitated for a moment before carefully applying the soft rose shade to my lips. The lipstick felt creamy and luxurious, and I couldn't deny that it completed the transformation.

When she was done, she stepped back and gasped.

"Damn, girl, you look like a hot librarian!" she exclaimed, her voice filled with genuine surprise.
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I looked at myself in the small mirror she handed me, and I couldn't believe the transformation. The makeup had hidden my rough features, and without the beard and mustache, I looked much more feminine. I felt a strange mix of excitement and trepidation—excited by my new appearance, but also anxious about how it would affect my interactions with Sarah and the others.

It was strange to see myself like this, but I knew it was all part of the plan to get closer to her and learn more about her life.

I sat in the office, munching on my sandwich as I tried to focus on the work in front of me. My mind, however, kept drifting back to the events of the previous night. The sensation of the razor against my skin, the feeling of the makeup being applied, and the transformation I had undergone—it all felt so surreal.

As I took another bite of my sandwich, I sensed someone approaching my desk. I looked up to see Tyra, her eyes wide with surprise.

"Wow, you look so different without your beard and mustache," she exclaimed.

"You look way younger!"

I couldn't help but smile at her compliment.

"Thanks," I replied, trying to sound casual. I didn't want her to know about my secret excursions and the real reason behind my clean-shaven face.

Throughout the day, I struggled to concentrate on my work. The anticipation of the night ahead, along with the curiosity about what I might learn about Sarah, gnawed at me. I kept checking the clock, willing the time to pass more quickly.

Finally, the workday ended, and I rushed back to my apartment. As I stood in front of my closet, I felt a sudden wave of uncertainty. My usual attire wouldn't do for my nighttime escapades, but I didn't know much about fashion.

I hesitated for a moment before settling on a conservative yet feminine outfit—a knee-length skirt, a white button-up blouse, and a pair of black flats.

After getting dressed, I turned my attention to my makeup. I tried to replicate what Keisha had done the night before, carefully applying the foundation, blush, eyeshadow, and mascara. It took me longer than I had expected, but eventually, I felt satisfied with the results.

As I stepped out of my apartment, I felt a mixture of excitement and nerves. The cool night air brushed against my newly-smooth face, making me shiver slightly. I started walking towards the street where I knew I would find Sarah and her friends, my heart pounding in my chest.

As I approached the familiar spot, I saw Keisha and Nikita chatting by the side of the road. They looked up as I approached, their expressions a mix of surprise and amusement.

"Look who's back," Keisha said with a grin.

"And looking like a whore roleplaying as a Sunday school teacher."

Nikita rolled her eyes but didn't say anything, which I took as a small victory. I tried to ignore her icy gaze and focused on scanning the area for Sarah.

"She's not here yet," Keisha informed me, sensing my intentions.

"She's probably still resting from the other night."

I nodded, trying to hide my disappointment. I knew I needed to be patient, but it was hard not to feel discouraged.

As the night wore on, I found myself feeling more and more out of place. My conservative outfit and makeup made me stand out amongst the more provocatively-dressed women on the street, and I couldn't help but feel self-conscious.

However, as the hours passed, I also found myself becoming more comfortable in my new persona. I started to engage in conversation with some of the other women, listening to their stories and learning more about their lives. It was a side of the city I had never experienced before, and I couldn't help but be fascinated by it.

I stood there waiting for Sarah when two imposing black trans women approached me. Their faces were a mixture of annoyance and anger.
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"Hey, you," one of them snapped, her voice deep and menacing.

"What are you doing on our turf?"

They stood around the same height as mine, but they were taller with heels and their bodies were built with muscle and visceral fat. I tried to stammer out a response, but the fear caught in my throat. The other woman stepped closer, towering over me as she glared down at my face.

"You think you can just waltz in here with those ugly sneakers and take our business?" she demanded, her eyes narrowing.

"We don't need another whore saturating the market!"

My heart pounded in my chest as I struggled to find the right words.

"I-I'm not here to take anyone's business," I stuttered, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "I'm just… hanging out."

The first woman sneered at me.

"Well, you picked the wrong place to do that, honey. We don't take kindly to strangers around here."

Before I could respond, the second woman grabbed my arm, her grip tight and painful.

"You better leave, or we're gonna beat you up real good!"

Just as panic began to set in, I heard the familiar sound of Keisha and Nikita rushing towards us, their heels in their hands.

"Hold up!" Nikita shouted, her voice filled with fury.

"What the hell do you think you're doing!?"

The two women turned to face Nikita and Keisha, their expressions defiant.

"This new bitch is trying to steal our business," the first woman spat.

"We're just teaching her a lesson."

Nikita rolled her eyes, planting her hands on her hips.
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"First of all, I'm the only one allowed to bully Matilda," she snapped, gesturing at me.

"Second, get out of our corner before I call my cop boyfriend and send you brick-faced whores to jail for the third time."

The second woman scoffed, but there was a hint of fear in her eyes.

"Bitch, shut up, you think we're scared of your cop boyfriend?" she challenged, trying to sound tough.

Keisha stepped forward, her face twisted into a snarl.

"You better be," she hissed.

"Or you'll end up behind bars again and bumping uglies with prisoners."

The two women exchanged glances, seeming to weigh their options. Finally, the first woman released my arm and took a step back.

"Fine," she growled, glaring at Nikita and Keisha.

"But if we catch her around here again, we won't be so nice."

As the two women stalked off, I let out a shaky breath, my heart still racing. I turned to Nikita and Keisha, gratitude filling my chest.

"Thank you," I whispered, my voice trembling.

"I don't know what I would've done without you."

Nikita gave me a small, tight-lipped smile.

"Just remember, this is our turf," she warned, her tone softening slightly.

"Don't make us regret helping you."

Keisha placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"You're one of us now, Matilda," she said gently.

"We've got your back."

Nikita looked at me expectantly.

"If you're really thankful, you'll buy me a pack of cigarettes from 7-Eleven," she said, smirking.

"Sure thing," I agreed, relieved at the chance to repay her in some small way. I made my way to the convenience store, my heart still pounding from the confrontation.

As I entered the store, I spotted Sarah browsing the aisles. She was wearing a tight red mini dress that hugged her curves, paired with thigh-high black boots. Her makeup was flawless, and her eyes sparkled when she noticed me.

"Matilda!" she exclaimed, her voice filled with excitement.

"Wow, you look amazing with that makeup on! So pretty!"

I blushed, feeling a little shy under her gaze.

"Thank you," I mumbled.

"You look very pretty too."

We exchanged smiles, and then I remembered the purpose of my visit.

"Hey, Sarah, do you know what kind of cigarettes Nikita smokes?" I asked.

"Yeah, she smokes Marlboro Lights," she replied, nodding. I made my way to the counter and purchased the cigarettes, then rejoined her.

We walked back to our corner together, chatting in the cool night air.

"So, how's your night going?" I asked, genuinely curious about her life.

She shrugged.

"It's alright, I guess. I had a client earlier, but it's been slow since then."

I nodded, trying to think of something else to say.

"How long have you been doing this?" I asked tentatively.

She sighed, looking up at the night sky.

"Feels like forever, but it's only been a couple of years. Ever since my parents kicked me out for being transgender."

"That's really tough," I empathized, feeling my heart ache for her.

"I'm sorry you had to go through that."

She shrugged again, offering me a sad smile.

"It is what it is. We all have our reasons for being out here."

I hesitated for a moment, then decided to ask her about the other girls.

"What about Nikita and Keisha? What are their stories?"

Her eyes narrowed, and she seemed to consider whether or not to answer.

"Nikita's been here the longest," she finally said.

"Her family disowned her too, but she's always been kind of a troublemaker. Keisha's got a kid she's trying to support, and she's just doing what she's gotta do."

I nodded, understanding the desperation that drove each of them to this life.

"It's not easy, is it?" I murmured.

She glanced at me, her eyes filled with a mix of sadness and determination.

"No, it's not," she agreed.

"But we make it work. We look out for each other."

As we reached our corner, I handed Nikita the pack of cigarettes, trying to express my gratitude with a smile. She accepted them with a nod, and for a moment, I felt a sense of belonging among these women who fought to survive in a world that had rejected them.


Chapter 4
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A goofy middle-aged Japanese man wandered over to us, a wide grin on his face. He asked each of us our names, looking us over with an appreciative gaze. After a moment of consideration, he decided to hire Nikita and Keisha for a threesome.

"Sorry, Sarah and Matilda," he said, bowing apologetically.

"I'm only into women of color tonight."

I was secretly relieved, as it meant more time to talk to Sarah. She didn't seem too bothered either, and we watched as Nikita and Keisha walked away with the man.

"So, tell me about yourself," Sarah said, turning to me.

"What's your story?"

I hesitated for a moment, deciding to lie about my real life.

"I got kicked out too, and I live with three roommates in a tiny studio apartment," I told her.

Her face softened with sympathy.

"That's rough," she said quietly.

"I'm sorry you're going through that."

Before I could respond, we noticed a young boy, no older than eleven, smoking a cigarette nearby. Sarah's eyes flashed with anger, and she rushed over to him, swatting the cigarette out of his hand.

"I told you not to be hanging around these streets at this time, and definitely not to smoke, Hugo!" she scolded, her voice full of concern.

"If I catch you doing this again, I'm going to tell your school principal and stop giving you allowance!"

The boy looked genuinely remorseful, his eyes wide with fear.

"I promise, Sarah," he said earnestly.

"I won't do it again."

I couldn't help but ask who the kid was, as I watched her fuss over him.

"He's just a random kid I found on the streets, selling weed and turning tricks," she explained.

"I treat him like a little brother, and I'd adopt him if I could. But business isn't good these days, and sometimes we have to go with men for as low as $50 an hour just to make ends meet."

Despite the hardship she faced, there was a spark of hope in her eyes.

"But I'm hopeful," she added.
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"Things will get better."

I couldn't help but feel inspired and impressed by her strength and resilience. In the midst of her own struggles, she still found the capacity to care for others and hold onto hope for a better future. It made me all the more determined to get to know her better and find a way to help her escape this life.

Just as she was about to light her cigarette, the heavens opened, and a torrential downpour began. Instinctively, I took off my jacket and held it over our heads, trying to shield us from the rain as we dashed to find shelter beneath a nearby awning.

She shivered from the cold, her hands shaking as she struggled to light her cigarette. I steadied her hands and helped her, and we both laughed at the sudden turn of events.

"I used to spend hours reading in this library," she recalled, her eyes scanning the darkened windows of the building we were standing beneath.

"Back when I first arrived in the city and worked as a janitor at a fast food joint."

The rain showed no signs of stopping, and it was nearly 11 pm.

"Let's call it a night," she suggested, her eyes twinkling.

"Why don't you come back to my place?"

I hesitated, knowing I had to work early the next morning. But when she took my hand, I found myself unable to resist her invitation.

"Alright," I agreed, my heart pounding.

She shouted for a taxi, and we climbed inside. As we drove to her place, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and anxiety.

When we arrived at her apartment, I was surprised by its size—it was even bigger than mine. And there were books everywhere. She noticed my amazement and explained, "Most of them were stolen from the library back in the day."

As we sat on her sofa, Sarah told me about her love for reading and writing.

"I was an editor for my high school paper," she shared, her voice soft and proud.

"Writing has always been my escape, you know?"

I nodded, knowing full well what she meant. Our conversation delved into the depths of literature, and I couldn't help but be impressed by her extensive knowledge. As a journalist myself, I was especially struck by this, but I kept that information to myself.

"What's your favorite book?" I asked her, genuinely curious about her preferences.

Without missing a beat, she responded, "Murder on the Orient Express by Agatha Christie. I just love the way she weaves a mystery."

"Ah, Hercule Poirot at his finest," I agreed.

"What do you think about her other books?"

"I adore them," she enthused.

"And Then There Were None is another favorite. But really, anything by Christie is a treat. How about you? What's your go-to book?"

I hesitated for a moment before answering, "To Kill a Mockingbird. Harper Lee's portrayal of prejudice and injustice really resonates with me."

She nodded appreciatively.

"It's a powerful book, and so relevant today. Speaking of which, have you read any James Baldwin? I recently read Giovanni's Room, and it left a lasting impression on me."

As we continued talking, we explored various authors, genres, and themes. Our conversation was a delightful, intellectual back and forth, with both of us sharing our opinions and making discoveries.

"I've always admired Toni Morrison's work," I said.

"Her storytelling is so captivating and the way she delves into the complexities of the human experience is remarkable."

"Yes! I couldn't agree more," she exclaimed.

"Beloved is such a haunting and evocative novel. It stayed with me long after I finished reading it."

Our conversation continued and I was amazed at the depth of her literary understanding. The connection between us only grew stronger as we shared our love for the written word.

In the midst of our literary conversation, Sarah suddenly stopped and stared at my legs.

[image: ]

"Girl, those hairy legs are killing me," she said, rolling her eyes.

I looked down at my legs, feeling a bit self-conscious.

"Yeah, I guess I never really thought about it," I admitted.

"Well, it's time we did something about that," she declared, rummaging through her drawers. She pulled out a bottle of hair removal cream she'd been eager to try but never found the time for.

My eyes widened, and I hesitated.

"I don't know, Sarah. I've never done anything like that before. What if it looks weird?"

She waved off my concerns.

"Don't worry, it'll grow back. Besides, smooth legs are in, honey. Trust me, you'll love it."

With a deep breath, I reluctantly agreed, and she began to apply the cream to my legs. I could feel the coolness of the cream as she spread it on, and I couldn't help but shiver.

"Sorry, it's a bit cold, huh?" she said, smirking.

"But it'll be worth it, I promise."

As the cream did its work, I couldn't help but feel vulnerable. I had never considered shaving my legs before, and the thought of it made me uncomfortable. But I couldn't deny that there was something about Sarah that made me want to try new things, even if they scared me.

"So, how long do we have to wait?" I asked, trying to distract myself from the odd sensation on my legs.

"About ten minutes," Sarah replied.

"But don't worry, we can pass the time. You were saying something about your favorite book?"

As we continued discussing literature, the minutes ticked by. Finally, it was time to remove the cream. Sarah grabbed a towel and gently wiped away the cream, revealing smooth, hairless skin underneath.

"Wow," I breathed, running my hand over my newly smooth legs.

"I never thought my legs could look like this."

She grinned proudly.

"Told you you'd love it! Now you're officially a hot librarian."

I blushed at the compliment, still feeling a little unsure about my new look. But as I glanced at the clock, I realized it was getting late.

"I hate to cut this short, but I have an early day at work tomorrow," I said, reluctantly pulling myself away from our conversation.

"Of course, no problem," she replied, walking me to the door.

"But you better come back soon, okay? I had a great time tonight."
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Just as I was about to leave, she leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. The soft, warm touch of her lips on my skin ignited a fire within me, and I couldn't resist any longer. Turning my head, I captured her lips in a passionate kiss.

She pulled away, looking shocked, her eyes wide.

“I’ve never been with a transgender woman before,” she said.

“Neither have I,” I replied—squeezing her waist and pulling her closer to me, and then as if something clicked within her, she leaned in and kissed me back, our lips colliding with a fiery intensity that took my breath away.

The suddenness of our passion left me reeling, my heart pounding in my chest as we lost ourselves in each other. The taste of her lips, the warmth of her breath, and the gentle caress of her hands on my face were intoxicating—I didn’t feel like I was kissing a man. She tasted all-woman, and my trepidations started blowing out the window of her apartment.

"Damn, girl," she whispered between kisses, "I didn't see this coming."

"Neither did I," I admitted, pulling her closer.

"But I'm not complaining."

As our kisses deepened, she grabbed my arm and led me further into her apartment, our mouths never parting. She pressed me against the foyer wall, her hands wandering over my body as our kisses grew more heated and desperate.

"Watch the wig," I mumbled against her lips, trying to protect the delicate disguise that still adorned my head.

She chuckled, her breath hot against my skin.

"Don't worry, baby, I got you."

She guided me to the sofa, where we collapsed, entwined in each other's arms. Our hands roamed, exploring every curve and angle, as we continued to kiss with a fervor that seemed impossible to quench.

"I've never felt like this before," I gasped, as she trailed kisses down my neck.

"Me neither," she murmured, her voice low and sultry.

"But I don't want it to stop."

There I was, cross-dressing and pretending to be a transgender woman, and there she was, a gorgeous transgender woman, all over me on her sofa.

I knew that she would have different parts compared to what I was used to, but feeling her body against mine didn't repel me. On the contrary, I was dying to find out what was underneath her clothes.

I nodded, my heart beating faster with anticipation. She took my hand and led me to her bedroom where she slowly undressed me, revealing my manly body and soiled underwear.

"Eww, why are you wearing briefs? Let's get you some real undies tomorrow," she said.

As her skirt fell to the floor, I saw that she was wearing lacy black panties, and I could see the outline of something hard pressing against the fabric. I reached down and cupped her through her panties, feeling her pulse quicken as she moaned softly.

Shortly after, as she carefully removed her panties, I caught a glimpse of her hardening member, and a thrill of excitement shot through me. She noticed my interest and grinned.

"Do you want to touch it?" she asked.

Taking her cue, I began to kiss down her neck, my hand still firmly planted between her legs. I could feel her breathing quicken as I teased her, and I knew that I wanted to taste her.

I dropped to my knees and came face to face with her throbbing cock. As her hard cock began to push past my wet lips, I was full of lust and desire and my heart was pounding with excitement.
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“Woah, Matilda…”

Without hesitation, I leaned in and took it into my mouth, feeling it harden as I sucked and licked.

"Mmm..." I said--thinking it wasn't so bad. Luckily, my view of her was so erotic—her tiny tits were jiggling in delight and her beautiful face was locked into mine. Not a single moment did I ever question my heterosexuality even if my mouth was gagged by her huge cock.

As she moaned and gasped above me, I felt my own arousal building. She cupped her breasts using my hands as I did my best to please her.

Suddenly, she gently raised my chin and started kissing me once more.

"You have the most beautiful eyes," she said.

She led me to her bed and pinned my hands then started rubbing my hard cock.

"Yes..." I said in agreement as she continued fondling me.

My dick had grown larger as she was kissing me—and now, was throbbing in her hand.

"I think you've got a lot of cum to give me."

Our breathing became heavier and heavier as I began to thrust towards her.

"Ahh, I need to be inside you," I moaned.

She raised herself and reached into her nightstand then pulled out a condom and a packet of lube.

As she slowly rolled the rubber down my shaft, I saw something very different in her eyes. It was like a fire had been lit, and I knew that she was ready to welcome my dick into her ass. Never did I imagine I'd be so excited to try the backdoor until I met her.

But before I could get in, she started sucking my balls.

"You're so tasty, Matilda," she said.

I moaned in pleasure as she licked and alternated between my balls, working me to full hardness. I continued to rock my hips back and forth as she began to suck me, finally getting my dick ready to slip into her.

"God, I want you so much, Sarah," I said.

"I want to lick your ass..." I said.

Suddenly, she flipped on top of me, straddling my face.

I took a moment to just stare at her gorgeous body, to the curves of her hips, the roundness of her ass, and the flatness of her tummy, before my tongue began to explore her walls of orgasmic pleasure.

"Mmm, mmm," I groaned.

I could feel my ass contracting as I anticipated finally fucking her tight rear. She rolled a finger around her ass and injected herself with lube before she reached over and gently pressed it against her asshole.

The anticipation was overwhelming, and I slowly pushed it against her. She slowly began to moan, and I responded by slowly pushing it inside her.

She was so tight that I could feel myself growing even harder.
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"B-baby just go slow. I haven't bottomed in a while."

I was still pushing and as my dick was almost completely inside her, I had this feeling that I was going to cum at any moment. Her ass was gripping me tightly and it was the strictest confinement my penis has ever been in.

She bent down, guiding me inside her. She grabbed my waist and pulled me in deeper, moaning with each inch.

"Ahh! Ahhh!" I screamed in ecstasy as she rolled her head in euphoria.

My cock was able to easily slide into her, and I could feel her muscles gripping me as I thrusted inside her. She gasped for air, but never let go of me.

"That's it, fuck that ass!" she cheered.

I was gasping for air as I fucked her harder and harder, until I heard her scream, "I'm gonna cum!"

Her hips began to thrust back onto me and I could feel her body contract around my cock. The feeling of her ass gripping me triggered my orgasm.

My thrusts got harder and faster, and my whole body rocked with each powerful thrust. I could feel myself getting so close to cumming.

"Cum for me... fill me up," she moaned.

I fucked her harder and harder until she could no longer hold out.

"I'm very close," she said as she started to shake.

I grabbed her by the waist as I felt her body tense. She laid back down and worked her ass harder.

"Oh god!" I screamed.
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My body was shaking as my cum began to flow through me. "Oh god!" I screamed again. I moaned as my warm cum flowed into the condom. I didn't know I had so much cum in me. It was like a fire hose in her ass. My body continued to work as I filled the rubber with more cum. I was shaking and groaning in pleasure as her body rocked underneath me.

"God it feels good, baby!" she said, collapsing onto my chest.

I felt her pressing her cold lips against my nec while her legs shook with pleasure.

"I've never had anything so good," she said.

After we both came down from our sexual high, she said, "I can't believe I just had someone like you fuck me."

I nodded and said, "We should probably do it again."

With a giggle, "I'd have to start charging you with that big dick, Matilda," she jested.

We both laughed and I told her, "You were incredible, Sarah."

Our passion continued to build, the room filling with the sounds of our ragged breaths and whispered endearments. We were two lost souls, finding solace and connection in each other's arms, our bodies telling a story that our words could never fully express.


Chapter 5
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I woke up with a start, sunlight streaming through the curtains and the unfamiliar surroundings causing a moment of disorientation. Panic set in as I realized I was late for work, my mind racing as I frantically tried to remember where I'd left my makeup remover.

As I stumbled out of the bedroom, I was surprised to see Sarah in the kitchen, humming softly as she prepared breakfast. The sight of her in a cozy robe, her hair pulled back in a messy bun, made my heart swell with affection.

"Morni—oh, you… wow," she teased—seeing me in male mode, grinning at me. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, nervous that she might recognize me from the ATM incident without my makeup and wig. I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do.

"I, uh, need to use the bathroom," I mumbled, darting into the small room and hurriedly hopping into the shower, hoping that she wouldn't make the connection. With a deep breath, I emerged back into the kitchen, feeling more like my usual self.

"You know, you look familiar," she said, eyeing me curiously as I took a seat at the table.

"Have we met before?"

My heart skipped a beat, but I managed to keep my voice steady. "I don't think so. Must be one of those faces, I guess," I said, relieved by the fact that when we first talked, my face was full of hair.

She shrugged, seemingly satisfied with my response, and handed me a plate of scrambled eggs and toast.

"Well, sit down and eat something before you go, I don’t make breakfast, you know I work at night and this is especially for you," she insisted.

"You can't work on an empty stomach."

Feeling relieved and grateful for her kindness, I dug in, savoring the simple but delicious meal. We chatted easily about the previous night, our conversation light and playful.

"So, how did you end up working as a waiter?" she asked, pouring herself a cup of coffee.

"I needed a job, and they were hiring," I shrugged, taking a bite of toast.

"It's not glamorous, but it pays the bills."

She smiled warmly at me, her eyes sparkling with affection. "Well, I think it's great. And you know what? You look handsome without all that makeup on."

“You look more beautiful without makeup on too,” I said.

I felt my cheeks heat up, suddenly feeling exposed and vulnerable without the mask I'd grown accustomed to wearing. But at the same time, there was something incredibly freeing about being seen and accepted for who I was – not as Matilda, but as the person beneath the disguise.

We continued to talk, our conversation effortlessly flowing from one topic to the next, as I struggled to finish my breakfast. I knew I was cutting it close, but I couldn't bring myself to leave, not when the connection between us felt so strong and real.

Finally, with a sigh, I pushed away my empty plate and glanced at the clock.

"I really have to go, Sarah. I can't be any later for work."

She nodded, her expression a mix of understanding and disappointment.

"I know. Just promise me you'll come back tonight, okay? I'll be waiting."

I hesitated, torn between my responsibilities and the undeniable pull of the life she represented. But as I looked into her eyes, I knew there was only one choice I could make.

"I'll be here," I promised, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I was truly living for something greater than myself.

Rushing out of her apartment, I hurried toward work, my heart pounding in my chest. The anxiety of being late for our monthly staff meeting gnawed at me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I was on the verge of getting into trouble. The thoughts of my double life weighed heavily on me, making it hard to focus on anything else.

As I entered the office, I noticed the hushed conversations and the way my coworkers glanced at me nervously.
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I could feel the tension in the room as we gathered around the conference table, waiting for Margaux to begin the meeting.

"Good morning, everyone," she said, her voice cool and authoritative.

"As you know, today is our monthly review, and I have some exciting news to share."

She looked around the room, pausing for dramatic effect, before continuing.

"Our website has seen a significant increase in traffic, thanks in large part to a certain article that went viral."

I could feel my heart racing, wondering if she was talking about my Project Bluebeam piece. As she continued speaking, it became clear that she was indeed referring to my work.

"Congratulations, Mathew!" she exclaimed, clapping her hands together.

"Your article on Project Bluebeam has not only generated a lot of traffic for our site but has also sparked a wave of social media content and discussions. Fantastic job!"

My coworkers erupted into applause, Tyra beaming at me from across the table.

"Way to go, Mathew!" she called out, her eyes sparkling with pride.

"Thank you," I stammered, feeling a mixture of relief and disbelief.

"I, uh, couldn't have done it without everyone's support."

Margaux nodded, her expression serious.

"Now, we need to capitalize on this momentum. What are you working on next, Mathew?"

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to broach the subject of my undercover work. But something inside me urged me to take the risk, and I finally spoke up.

"Well, I've been working undercover for the past few days... as a transgender prostitute."

The room went silent, everyone staring at me with a mixture of shock and curiosity. Margaux raised an eyebrow, her interest clearly piqued.

"Really? That's certainly a unique angle. How has it been going?"

"It's been... eye-opening," I admitted, thinking of the people I'd met and the experiences I'd had.

"I've learned a lot about a world I never knew existed."

She nodded thoughtfully.

"Alright, here's what we'll do. You'll continue your undercover work and focus on that for your next piece. Since prostitutes typically work at night, you're excused from working during the day. Just make sure you keep us updated on your progress."

I couldn't believe my ears, a feeling of immense relief washing over me. My double life was no longer a secret burden, and I could finally focus on uncovering the truth about the world of transgender prostitution.

"Thank you, Margaux," I said, my voice barely audible.

"I won't let you down."

With a nod of approval, she turned her attention back to the rest of the team, outlining our goals for the coming month.

The moon was full when I arrived at the corner where the transgender prostitutes often gathered. As I approached, I could see Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita waiting for me, their faces lighting up with excitement.

"Hey, girl!" Sarah called out, waving me over.

She was laden with shopping bags, a gleeful smile on her face.

"I've got everything we need for your big makeover!"

Keisha and Nikita exchanged amused glances as they walked over, Nikita taking charge.

"I've decided to splurge on a motel room for tonight, so we have a proper place to transform you into the sexiest creature on this corner," she declared, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

My heart raced with a mix of excitement and trepidation as we made our way to the motel. I couldn't help but wonder what the night had in store for me.

Once inside the room, the girls wasted no time in stripping me of my frumpy librarian outfit, bad wig, and poorly applied makeup. As I stood there, exposed and vulnerable, I could see the surprise on their faces at the handsome man that had been hiding beneath the unflattering getup.

"Damn, Matilda," Nikita whistled appreciatively.

"You're quite the looker when you're not all dressed up like a schoolmarm."

Keisha giggled, a playful smirk on her lips.

"Yeah, who knew there was such an Adonis hiding under all that polyester?"

Sarah quickly intervened, jealousy painted on her face, and gave a gentle reminder of our purpose.

"Alright, ladies, let's focus. We're here to turn Matilda into the most irresistible woman on the streets."

For the next hour, they fussed over me, debating which outfits would best accentuate my figure and which wig would suit my features. Finally, they settled on a skin-tight red dress that hugged every curve, paired with a luxurious, wavy brunette wig. The transformation was completed with a pair of black thigh-high stockings and stiletto heels.

The outfit felt restrictive but I really enjoyed the feeling of stockings on my legs. I didn’t know what it was but I could barely contain my erection and my panties seemed like they were about to give up from my repressed erection.

As I stood before the mirror, I hardly recognized the bombshell staring back at me. The girls had worked their magic, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence in my new persona.

Nikita, ever the protective mother hen, took a moment to give me some advice.

"Now, Matilda, you need to be careful out there. Always trust your instincts, and if something doesn't feel right, get out. Your safety comes first."

“Oh—and always have these,” she followed, placing condoms and a bottle of lube on the handbag that they bought for me.

Keisha, never one to miss an opportunity for humor, chimed in. "And remember, when in doubt, give 'em a good kick in the family jewels!"

Laughter filled the room, but I could sense the genuine concern behind their words. These women had taken me under their wing, and I felt a deep sense of gratitude for their friendship.s

Sarah, beaming with pride, put her arm around me.

"You're gonna knock 'em dead out there, Matilda. Just remember, we've got your back."

As we made our way down the street, I struggled to walk in the sky-high stiletto heels, leaning heavily on Sarah for support.
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I was painfully aware of the catcalls and whistles directed at us from the men we passed, and I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of humiliation.

Suddenly, a sleek Rolls Royce limousine pulled up beside us, and a large, intimidating man stepped out. He looked like a bodyguard, complete with a stern expression and bulging muscles.

"How much for all of you?" he asked gruffly.

Nikita, ever the confident negotiator, shot back, "Five hundred each."

Without batting an eye, the man gestured for us to climb into the limo. Nikita and Sarah practically squealed with excitement at the prospect of such a high-paying client. My heart raced, my nerves overwhelming me. I had only dressed up as a prostitute; I hadn't intended to actually become one. But, seeing the excitement in my friends' eyes, I knew this money could make a significant difference in their lives, so I reluctantly climbed into the limo after them.

As we settled into the plush leather seats, Nikita and Keisha wasted no time in flirting with the bodyguard. They ran their hands over his muscular arms, giggling and cooing, "Where are you taking us, you sexy beast?"

The bodyguard, maintaining his professionalism, simply handed us glasses of champagne and replied, "Just wait and see, ladies."

I could tell that Sarah sensed my anxiety, and she leaned over to whisper in my ear, "Don't worry, Matilda. We'll stick together, okay? I’ll take care of you, just follow our lead."

I nodded, trying to steady my breathing as I sipped my champagne. The limo glided smoothly through the city streets, and I couldn't help but wonder what awaited us at our destination.

As the journey continued, the conversation in the limo grew more animated. Nikita and Sarah exchanged playful banter with the bodyguard, while I mostly sat back and observed. Despite my apprehension, I was fascinated by the ease with which they interacted with this stranger, their flirtatious demeanor a stark contrast to my own nervousness.

Eventually, the limo came to a stop, and the bodyguard announced, "We've arrived, ladies."

Nikita, always eager for a new adventure, clapped her hands in delight.

"Well, what are we waiting for? Let's go see what our mysterious client has in store for us!"

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for whatever was about to happen. As we stepped out of the limo, I knew there was no turning back. I glanced at Sarah, her reassuring smile giving me the strength to continue. Together, we followed our imposing escort into the unknown.
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I couldn't believe my eyes. We arrived at Luxuria Heights, the most expensive hotel in Manhattan. The gleaming building towered above us, its shimmering glass exterior reflecting the city lights. I could hardly contain my awe as we stepped into the opulent lobby, with its marble floors and grand chandeliers casting a warm glow over the lavish furnishings.

The bodyguard ushered us into a private elevator, its polished brass doors closing behind us. As we ascended to the penthouse floor, Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah excitedly chattered about what awaited us.

"Our client must be super rich to afford this place," Keisha mused, her eyes wide with amazement.

The elevator finally came to a halt, and the bodyguard explained, "The client owns the entire floor. Please, follow me."

We stepped into the penthouse, and I was struck by the sheer grandeur of the place. The living room was larger than my entire apartment, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city skyline.

Plush velvet sofas and chairs were arranged around a massive fireplace, while priceless artwork adorned the walls. The entire space exuded wealth and extravagance.

As we took in our surroundings, a familiar figure emerged from a dimly lit corner of the room. Dressed in nothing but leather briefs and a chain choker, it was none other than Senator Fletcher, a vocal anti-gay politician.
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Keisha, unable to contain her shock and disgust, blurted out, "What the hell? I can't stand this guy!"

Senator Fletcher raised his hands in a placating gesture, attempting to calm her.

"I know, I know. I'm sorry. My political stance is just for the votes. Tonight, I just want to have fun and treat you all very well. I'll give you everything you want, as long as you fulfill my fantasies."

I exchanged uneasy glances with the girls, unsure of how to proceed. But, given the luxurious surroundings and the promise of ample compensation, we decided to go along with the senator's request.

As the night progressed, Senator Fletcher was surprisingly generous, indulging us with fine food, expensive champagne, and more. Despite our initial misgivings, it seemed that he genuinely wanted to ensure our comfort and enjoyment.

Our conversations were filled with laughter and playful banter, and I found myself gradually letting my guard down. It was a surreal experience, to say the least, sharing this intimate, unexpected encounter with a man whose public image was so at odds with the person we were getting to know.

"Wow, I can't believe tonight's a jackpot, four gorgeous transgender women in my room," the senator said.

"I want the four of you to fuck each other," he said.

"That's easy," Keisha said before leaning closer to me and rubbing my dick against my red dress.
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"Is that all you want?" Nikita asked before removing her top and exposing her breasts—leading my hand to caress them.

"We've got you covered, senator," Sarah said before walking to my back and rubbing her cock against my ass.

"Oh yeah," I said, feeling my cock become erect.

"I want the four of you to fuck each other so hard the walls shake," he said. I looked at the three other women, and we all looked like we were going to explode.

"Hold on, hold on," he said, motioning for someone to come in.

He opened the door and someone brought in condoms, anal beads, lube, and a dildo. I've never participated in an orgy before but having three gorgeous transgender women fondling me made my decision-making process easier.

The senator sat on the luxurious sofa and started wanking his hairy fat cock. They started licking my body in a myriad of directions—their tongues explored my body and their hands caressed my every nook and cranny.

My mouth fell open when Sarah wrapped a condom around her cock.

"I'll go first," she said before walking behind me and placing me on my knees.

"I've never—" but before I could retaliate, she kissed me hard.

"I'll be gentled and put some lube on it," she said before squeezing some lube on her cock and my ass.

"Oh yeah, that feels good," I said, feeling Sarah rub my ass.

"Can you feel the tip of my cock?" she asked before lightly poking my asshole.

"Yes," I said.

Nikita and Keisha straddled me as they inserted the anal beads inside my ass. At that moment, I thought I would die in pain but to my surprise, the beads felt ticklish in a good way and my body was begging to bust a nut. But I refused to—I needed to feel it more.
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Keisha then pulled Nikita and unleashed her big black cock.

"Woah! That's huge!" the senator exclaimed.

Keisha winked at him and Nikita started going down on her.

"Come here, put your dick in my mouth," he said to me. Reluctantly, I walked closer with the anal beads in my ass while Sarah followed me. I’d never had a guy suck my dick before but what have I got to lose? I already had something fat and long in my ass.

"Sarah..." I softly said. She rubbed my back as the senator started giving me a blowjob. Soon after, she took the anal beads out of my ass and then started grazing my opening with her mushroom head.

"Fuck!" I screamed in agony after she inserted half of her yearning. The senator ignored my scream and continued choking on my dick.

"Shh, shh, it's going to be fine," she said.

"Oh, wow, it's going in," the senator said as Sarah stretched my ass with her pinkish and girthy dick.

After a few painful moments, to my surprise, it started feeling like the most orgasmic and tactile sensation my body has ever experienced. Sarah's dick was smaller than mine but it was so hard and she knew how to use it well. She knew how to use it as a woman, not as a man, and I didn’t feel gay at all.

"Oh yeah, that feels good," I said, hearing her moan next to me.

The senator started sucking my balls like a hungry tiger.

"Why does it feel good?" I murmured. Sarah answered my question with a deep kiss—heightening the pleasure I was getting from her. Shortly after, she pulled me away from the senator then Nikita and Keisha took turns in slapping the senator's mouth with their hard dicks.

Sarah continued fucking me at a romantic pace, letting me know that she was true to her word and that she would take care of me.

"Oh, fuck, Sarah," I moaned.

"Oh, does that feel good?" Nikita said, watching Sarah thrust in and out my freshly deflowered hole.

The senator started moaning as he sucked on Nikita and Keisha's dicks. Sarah's tongue kept lapping on my neck as she relished the feeling of my extra tight orifice.

"Oh yeah, that feels so good," I said.

"You gotta go faster, Sarah," the senator said.

"My turn!" Keisha said before getting on her knees and taking the senator's cock inside her mouth.

"Oh wow, yes," the senator said.

"Keisha, you're going to make him cum fast if you keep sucking him like that," Nikita said.

"Don't worry, baby, I took some Viagra," he assured.

"Oh yeah," Keisha said, taking half of his cock inside her mouth.

"Oh my God," Nikita exclaimed at the sight of his thick member.

I pulled Sarah closer and kissed her. I let her take me to the edge and she didn't disappoint. She felt me getting close to the edge and she sped up her thrusts and gave me a multitude of kisses and caresses.

"Oh my, I'm close," she said, fucking me harder.

She was moaning, screaming, and panting in ecstasy. I was impressed at how many emotions an orgasm brought out.

"Matilda, I'm about to cum," she said, fucking me as hard as she could as she wanked my cock like a mad woman.

"Mmmm, go ahead," I said, panting.
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"Oh, oh, oh, oh, I'm going to--" she followed before collapsing on my back—tickling it with her hard nipples.

"I want the black girl to fuck you while you fuck the Chinese girl," the senator said.

Keisha's dick was no joke, but at that very moment, I felt like Sarah has stretched me amply. As Sarah rested on the senator's chest—watching the three of us perform for him, Nikita started lubricating our dicks.

"Don't worry, girl, I'll go easy on you," Keisha whispered in my ear.

Without a warning, Nikita grabbed my hands and used them to cup her huge tits. As Keisha entered me, I felt like my life was flashing right in front of me, but then, Nikita pushed her ass and took every inch of me like a pro.

There I was, in a sandwich of two gorgeous transgender women—drowning in different orgasmic sensations. Keisha was fucking me with her big black cock while I went in and out of Nikita's tight Asian asshole.

"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," I said. I couldn't control myself.

"Say you love black cocks, Matilda," the senator said.

I was fucked up in the head, I couldn't even form a single word, so I just yelled out of pure pleasure.

"That's it, say it, say you love black cocks," he said.

"I fucking love big black cocks!" I yelled.

"Do you love big black cocks?" the senator asked once more.

"I love big black cocks!" I screamed at the top of my lungs. I moaned in ecstasy as my orgasm began to build.

"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Nikita said, feeling the rhythm of the music.

"This is so fucking hot," Sarah said, touching herself as she watched us have an orgy.

"It's just the beginning, baby," I said before turning around and screaming, "Fuck, fuck, fuck," as Keisha fucked me faster, causing Nikita's asshole to clench on my cock.

"Oh yeah, fuck, fuck," Nikita said, watching Keisha fuck my white ass.

Nikita was so tight and cute. Her cock was so small, but the way it felt jiggling on my palm felt nice.
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"Do you like that?" she said. I had no energy to answer. All I could say was "Oh my...God."

"Oh, fuck, this is the best!" the senator exclaimed.

"Oh my God, I'm going to cum," Keisha said, panting.

"Wait, Keisha, I'm close too," I said, caressing Nikita's hair.

"Oh yeah, come on bitch, take this big black cock," Keisha said as she gave me a big kiss on the cheek.

"I'm fucking cumming too," I said, biting Nikita's neck—drowning in the sensation of my penis going in and out of her tight orifice, my g-spot poked fast and hard by Keisha, and the look of Sarah’s face as she wanked in front of me.

"I’m cumming too," Nikita said, panting.

Shortly after, the most expensive hotel room in Manhattan was filled with the chorus of our orgasmic recitations and the smell of lube, sweat, perfume, and jizz filled the air.

Shortly after, Keisha pulled out, leaving me with a penis full of cum that spilled on Nikita's back. Sensing that Sarah was jealous, she pulled me to her and started impaling my mouth with her dick.

“You like big white cocks too, don’t you?” she said—causing me to nod and relish her taste.

And just like that, she filled my mouth with her ivory gravy—letting me know that I mattered to her. She leaned forward—kissing me as hard as she could as Keisha and Nikita started cuddling with the middle-aged senator.

In the end, our night at Luxuria Heights was one I would never forget, a whirlwind of emotions and experiences that both challenged and exhilarated me.


Chapter 6
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Three nights after our encounter with Senator Fletcher, the four of us—Sarah, Keisha, Nikita, and I, were hanging out at a 7-Eleven, casually chatting and munching on snacks. The atmosphere was light and comfortable, a welcome break from the high-stress situations we often found ourselves in.
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As we laughed and joked around, three large men entered the convenience store. They shot us disdainful glances and began hurling insults at us, saying things like, "You freaks are the reason this country is a sinking ship!"

Keisha, never one to hold her tongue, started to snap back, but Nikita stopped her.

"Let it go," she cautioned, "it's not worth it."

I was furious, but Sarah echoed Nikita's sentiment.

"They're not worth our time. Let's not stoop to their level."

Unfortunately, the men weren't content to let things lie. They approached us, getting in our faces and invading our personal space. One of them began touching Keisha's chest, asking lewdly, "Are these real?" Another grabbed at Sarah's crotch, demanding, "Is this real?"

That was the breaking point. Nikita and I couldn't take it anymore. She threw a punch at one of the men, and all hell broke loose. Our peaceful night quickly descended into a chaotic brawl, with high-heeled shoes flying through the air as makeshift weapons and beer bottles shattering upon impact.

I found myself on the forefront of the fight, my protective instincts kicking in. As a man, I couldn't stand to see these women I had come to care for being treated so horribly. We were outnumbered, but we refused to back down.

Eventually, the police arrived and broke up the melee, but to our dismay, they took the men's side. We were the ones who ended up in handcuffs, our bruises and cuts a testament to the unfairness of the situation. It was blatant discrimination—we were being punished for our identities and profession.

At the police station, I was allowed a phone call. I dialed Margaux and explained the situation. She quickly pulled some strings, and before we knew it, we were bailed out. But, not wanting to reveal my true identity to the others, I told them it was a wealthy client who had come to our rescue.

As we left the police station, battered but free, I couldn't help but reflect on the injustices we had faced—both in that fight and in our daily lives. It only served to strengthen my resolve to expose the truth about the lives of transgender sex workers.

As we walked out of the police station and onto the pavement, the three ladies quickly pulled out their makeup and began retouching their faces, doing their best to conceal their bruises. I was shocked by how nonchalant they seemed about the whole ordeal.

"Are you seriously going to keep working after what we just went through?" I asked, unable to hide my disbelief.
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Nikita, ever the pragmatist, replied, "It's still early. We can still get some clients tonight."

I shook my head, incredulous.

"How can you just go back out there after all that? Don't you need a break?"

That's when Sarah and Keisha chimed in, explaining the reasons behind their resilience.

"Nikita's been sending money back home to her sick mother," Sarah shared.

"And I've got to pay for my kid's tuition," added Keisha.

"My ex-wife refuses to put him in a public school, and I can't let him down."

My heart ached for them. I couldn't imagine the pressure and hardship they faced every day. Impulsively, I pulled out the $500 I'd earned from our night at Luxuria Heights and handed it to Nikita and Keisha.

“Here, split this between the two of you. I want to help."

Sarah, moved by my gesture, did the same. The two women were visibly touched, their eyes filling with tears.

"Thank you," Nikita whispered, her voice cracking with emotion. "This means more than you can ever know." Keisha nodded, wiping away her tears.

"You have no idea how much this will help."

The four of us shared a heartfelt group hug, each of us finding solace and comfort in the embrace. The night had taken a dark turn, but at that moment, we found strength in our bond and in our shared determination to persevere.

As we broke our embrace, I realized that my time with these women had changed me. It had opened my eyes to the reality of their lives, and in doing so, it had made me more determined than ever to tell their stories, to give voice to those who were too often silenced and marginalized.

Two nights later, we were all hanging out when Keisha's phone rang. The call left her visibly shaken. She stared at the screen for a moment before announcing, "Gemma's dead."

We were all stunned.

"What happened?" I asked, my heart sinking.

"She was found this morning, brutally murdered," Keisha replied, her voice trembling. "They're looking for the suspect."

Nikita spoke up, her voice full of concern.

"We should attend her funeral. She was one of us, after all."

We all agreed, and later we found ourselves at Nikita's place, rummaging through her closet to find black dresses for the somber occasion. As we picked out our outfits, we couldn't help but feel the weight of the moment, the gravity of the loss we were all experiencing.

"Remember that time Gemma showed up in that red sequin dress?" Sarah reminisced. "She looked so glamorous."

Keisha nodded. "She was the life of the party, always cracking jokes and making us laugh."
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When we arrived at the funeral, it was clear that there weren't many people in attendance. The only other person there was Gemma's boyfriend, Marcus. He worked the streets as well, selling marijuana.

"Hey, Marcus," Nikita said, giving him a somber hug.

"We're so sorry for your loss."

"Thanks for coming," he replied, his voice heavy with grief.

"Gemma would have appreciated it."

As we all stood there, Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita shared more memories of Gemma. I listened attentively, feeling a sense of loss even though I'd never met her.

"I still can't believe she's gone," Sarah said, wiping a tear from her eye.

"She was always so full of life."

Marcus explained that Gemma's family had disowned her early in her teen years.

"She tried to reach out to them and even bought a house in Arkansas for her family, asking them to sign the transfer of the name, but they refused to meet her. They were deeply religious and couldn't accept Gemma's life choices."

Keisha shook her head.

"It's so unfair. She deserved better."

As we listened to their stories, I couldn't help but feel a connection to Gemma through the memories and experiences they shared. We all stood together, honoring her memory, and vowing to support each other in the uncertain times that lay ahead.

Two nights later, I found myself alone in my apartment, getting ready for another night on the streets. This time, I was determined to get better material for my article, so I decided to go out alone. I carefully selected my hooker outfit, a tight red dress that clung to every curve, and paired it with fishnet stockings and black stiletto heels.

As I applied my makeup, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at how far I'd come in such a short time. My hands moved expertly, shaping and contouring my face with ease. I carefully applied my false lashes, marveling at the transformation taking place before my eyes.

With my outfit complete, I took a deep breath and stepped out into the night. I chose a different corner than usual, hoping to find a fresh perspective on the world of street life.

Before long, a sleek black car pulled up alongside me. The tinted window rolled down to reveal the driver, a man wearing sunglasses despite the darkness.
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He gestured for me to get in, and I hesitated for a moment before deciding that this was exactly the kind of experience I needed for my article.

I climbed into the backseat and was shocked to find the president of our company sitting there. He reached for me immediately, trying to grope and kiss me. I pulled away, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Wait!" I exclaimed, trying to catch my breath.

"It's me, Mathew! I work for the Citadel Eye. I'm just... I'm doing research for an article."

The president's eyes widened in shock, and he quickly pulled back.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry," he stammered.

"Please, you can't tell anyone about this. It would ruin my family."

I hesitated, weighing the consequences of my silence. Finally, I decided that it was best to keep this encounter a secret.

"Don't worry," I reassured him.

"I won't say anything."

The president visibly relaxed, and we spent the rest of the ride in awkward silence.
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He dropped me off at a nearby corner, and I couldn't help but feel a strange mixture of relief and disappointment as the car disappeared into the night.

This encounter had been a stark reminder of the secrets and lies that lurked beneath the surface of even the most seemingly respectable lives.

For three days straight, I locked myself in my apartment, determined to transform my experiences into an article that would make people sit up and take notice. As I typed furiously, the words poured out of me like a torrent, filling page after page. The article began to take on a life of its own, evolving into something more akin to a novel than a simple piece of journalism.

My fingers flew over the keyboard, barely pausing for breath as I recounted the gritty details of my nights on the streets. I could still feel the rough texture of the sidewalk beneath my feet, the sting of cold air on my exposed skin, and the sharp bite of fear that had accompanied each new encounter.

The sounds of the city echoed in my ears, the cacophony of honking horns and distant sirens providing a soundtrack to my memories.

The conversations I'd had with my fellow streetwalkers played out in my head as if they were happening in real-time. I could hear Sarah's laugh, warm and infectious, as she recounted her latest escapade with a client.

I could see the fire in Keisha's eyes as she argued her point, refusing to back down even in the face of danger. And I could feel the quiet strength of Nikita, the mother hen of our little group, guiding and protecting us with her wisdom and experience.

As I wrote, I found myself delving deeper into the lives of these women, exploring their hopes, dreams, and fears. I wanted to do them justice, to paint a picture of the reality of their lives that went beyond the stereotypes and misconceptions that so often defined them in the eyes of others.

I could taste the cheap, greasy food we'd shared at the 7-Eleven, and the bitter tang of cigarette smoke that clung to our clothes. I could smell the overpowering mix of perfume and sweat that filled the air as we got ready for another night on the prowl.

And I could feel the weight of the secrets we carried, the hidden truths that bound us together in a world that seemed hell-bent on tearing us apart.

As the words continued to flow, I found myself consumed by my writing, my entire existence narrowed down to the steady rhythm of my fingers on the keys. I barely noticed the passage of time, each day blurring into the next as I fought to capture the essence of my experiences on the page.

My apartment became a whirlwind of discarded coffee cups, half-eaten takeout containers, and crumpled drafts as I pushed myself to the limit, driven by an insatiable need to tell the stories of the women who had welcomed me into their world.

At times, I would pause to re-read my work, my heart swelling with pride as I recognized the power and beauty of the words that had spilled from my fingertips.

Other times, I would be seized by doubt, my stomach twisting into knots as I worried that I was not doing my subjects justice, that I was failing to capture the complexity and depth of their lives.

I lost track of the hours I spent hunched over my laptop, my body aching from the strain of sitting in one position for so long. Sleep became a distant memory, my mind racing with ideas and images that refused to be silenced.

And then, on the third day, something shifted. I could feel it in my bones, a sense of completion and satisfaction that told me I had finally managed to do justice to the lovely transgender women with their stories. I sat back in my chair, my fingers aching and my eyes bleary, and knew that I had created something truly special.
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As I read through my work one last time, I marveled at the way the words seemed to leap off the page, the vivid descriptions and punch.

I sat nervously in the conference room, my heart pounding as Margaux prepared to present my work to the team. She looked at me with a proud smile before turning to face the others, a sense of determination in her eyes.

"Today, I'd like to present a truly groundbreaking piece that Matthew has written," she began, her voice steady and confident. "This article shines a light on the lives of transgender sex workers, giving them a voice and challenging the stigma that surrounds them."

As she spoke, I could feel the eyes of the others on me, their gazes a mix of curiosity and skepticism. But I held my head high, knowing that my work had the power to make a difference.

The CEO, a middle-aged man with a carefully cultivated air of authority, frowned as he listened to her pitch. When she finished, he leaned back in his chair, his face a mask of disapproval.

"I have to say, I'm not convinced," he said dismissively.

"We have to consider the consequences of publishing such a controversial story, especially one that implicates a senator. We can't afford to alienate our sponsors and jeopardize the future of this company."

Margaux bristled at his words, her eyes flashing with anger.

"With all due respect, sir, this story is about more than just one senator. It's about giving a voice to a marginalized community and challenging the prejudice that they face every day."

The CEO scoffed, his tone dripping with condescension.

"These are transgender prostitutes we're talking about, Margaux. They chose their path in life, and they must deal with the consequences of their actions. Our job is to report the news, not champion the cause of every social outcast who crosses our path."

My blood boiled at his words, my fists clenched beneath the table. I could hardly believe that someone could be so callous and ignorant, especially someone in a position of power.

As the tension in the room reached a breaking point, my eyes met those of the company president, the man I'd encountered in the backseat of a car just a few nights earlier. He looked at me for a moment, his expression unreadable.

And then, to my surprise, he spoke up.

"Publish it," he said, his voice firm and decisive.

"This story deserves to be told, and I'm willing to stand behind it, no matter the consequences."

The CEO looked stunned, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Margaux, on the other hand, beamed with pride, her eyes shining with gratitude as she turned to me.

"Matthew," she said, her voice filled with emotion, "you've done something truly remarkable here. This story has the potential to change lives and open minds, and I couldn't be prouder to stand beside you as we bring it to the world."

As I looked around the room, I knew that I had accomplished something truly meaningful. My work had given a voice to those who had been silenced for far too long, and now, their stories would finally be heard.
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As I approached their usual spot, I saw the three of them huddled together, animatedly discussing something. My heart leaped into my throat as I realized they were holding a copy of the newspaper, my article front and center.

Before I had a chance to say anything, Nikita rounded on me, her eyes blazing with fury.
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"What the fuck is this, Matilda?" she demanded, shaking the paper in my face. "Or should I say, Matthew Bloom?"

Keisha and Sarah chimed in, their voices dripping with anger and betrayal.

"You compromised our fucking livelihood, you piece of shit!" Keisha spat, her eyes flashing dangerously.

"What if my son finds out? What if the fucking cops start watching us more closely?"

Sarah's hurt was palpable, her voice quivering with raw emotion.
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"Was it all just a fucking lie, Matilda? Are you even really trans? Or were you just some sick fucking pervert using us for your twisted little fantasy?"

I stammered, trying to defend myself.

"No, it wasn't like that, I swear. I just wanted to help, to give you all a voice and bring attention to your struggles."

Nikita cut me off, her voice dripping with disdain.

"Oh, you wanted to help, did you? By turning our lives into some goddamn spectacle for the whole world to gawk at?"

"Yeah, and now every fucking creep in the city is gonna be sniffing around here, trying to figure out who we are," Keisha snapped.

I tried again to explain, my voice trembling with emotion.

"I didn't mean for it to turn out like this. I thought I was doing something good, something that could make a difference in your lives."

Sarah's voice cracked as she fought back tears.

"Well, you didn't. You just made everything worse. You think you're some kind of fucking hero, but all you've done is put us all in danger."

My heart sank as I realized the full extent of the damage I'd caused.

"I'm so sorry, I never meant to hurt any of you. Please, let me try to fix this."

But they weren't interested in hearing my side of the story, their rage boiling over as they practically shoved me away from them.

"You've done enough," Nikita snarled, her eyes cold and unyielding. "Just get the fuck away from us."

Keisha glared at me, her expression full of disgust.

"Yeah, we don't need your fucking 'help' anymore, Matthew. Just leave us the fuck alone."
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And with that, they turned their backs on me, leaving me standing there, my heart heavy with regret and the bitter sting of betrayal. Feeling defeated and utterly alone, I stumbled to the nearby 7-Eleven in my tattered prostitute outfit, my mind reeling from the confrontation.

I thought I'd done something good, something that could make a difference in their lives. Instead, I'd only succeeded in making things worse.

As I stood there, the harsh fluorescent lights of the convenience store casting a cold glow on the rows of candy and soda, I couldn't help but question everything I'd done. I'd wanted to help, to use my writing to make a real difference in the world, but instead, I'd managed to alienate the very people I'd hoped to save.

Tears filled my eyes as the weight of my actions settled on me, my heart aching with regret. I'd let my friends down, and now, I was left to face the consequences of my actions, alone and unsure of how to move forward.

I knew I had to find a way to make things right, to show Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah that I truly cared about them and their well-being. But for now, all I could do was stare at the rows of brightly colored packages, the sounds of the bustling city outside fading to a dull roar as I grappled with the enormity of my mistake.

At that moment, I vowed to myself that I would do everything in my power to make amends, to prove to them that my intentions had been pure, even if my methods had been flawed. I would find a way to make them understand and earn back their trust, no matter how long it took or how difficult the journey was.


Chapter 7
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I sat at my desk, my thoughts consumed by Sarah and the hurt I had caused her. It felt like a physical pain—this knowledge that I might never see her again—might never be able to make things right.

As I wallowed in my misery, Tyra approached me, her expression full of concern.
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"Hey, Mathew, are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

I sighed heavily and began to explain what had happened the night before. Tyra listened, her eyes widening with shock and sympathy as I recounted the girls' reactions and my own feelings of guilt and remorse.

"I can't believe it turned out like this," I told her, my voice cracking. "I just wanted to help them, and instead, I've made everything so much worse."

She reached out and squeezed my hand reassuringly.

"It's not your fault, Mathew. You were just trying to do something good, and sometimes things just don't work out the way we hope they will."

I shook my head, unconvinced.

"I don't know if they'll ever forgive me, especially Sarah. I hurt her so badly."

At that moment, Margaux burst into the room, her face practically glowing with excitement.

"Mathew, you won't believe it! I showed your full draft to Prime Papyrus Press, and they're interested in turning it into a book!"

My heart skipped a beat, but I hesitated, unsure if that was the right course of action.

"No, I can't. I've already caused enough pain and trouble for the girls."

Margaux and Tyra exchanged a determined look before Margaux continued.

"Mathew, I understand that you're worried about the consequences, but this book could change their lives for the better. It could raise awareness and help create a safer environment for them."

Tyra chimed in, her voice full of conviction.

“She's right, Mathew. This is a chance to make a real difference, not just for Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita, but for so many others like them."

Margaux placed a hand on my shoulder, her eyes shining with encouragement.

"We're having a dinner meeting with the publisher later. I think you should come and hear what they have to say."

I sighed, the weight of the decision heavy on my shoulders. But as I looked into the hopeful faces of Margaux and Tyra, I knew I had to at least give it a chance. Maybe this really could make a difference, not just for the girls, but for everyone in their situation.

"Alright," I agreed, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I'll go to the meeting."

The night later, as I sat in the hotel restaurant, waiting for the meeting to begin, I couldn't stop fidgeting. The weight of the decision I had to make rested heavily on my shoulders, and my anxiety was at an all-time high.

Margaux leaned over and whispered, "Relax, Mathew. Just be yourself, and everything will work out."

Before I could respond, the publisher entered the room. He was a distinguished-looking man in his fifties, with a neatly-trimmed beard and piercing blue eyes. He radiated confidence and authority as he approached our table.

"Mathew, Margaux, it's a pleasure to meet you both," he said, extending his hand for a firm handshake. "I'm Richard, and I must say, I'm very excited about your manuscript."

We exchanged pleasantries before diving into a conversation about the book. He was surprisingly open and candid as he shared his personal connection to the story.

"You see," he explained, "my wife is a transgender woman, and I've seen firsthand the challenges and discrimination she's faced. That's why I'm so passionate about this project. I believe it could make a real difference."

We talked more about my experiences and the time I'd spent with Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita. He listened intently, nodding thoughtfully as I recounted the highs and lows of our time together.

Finally, he got to the point.

"Mathew, I'm prepared to offer you a million dollars for your book, with half a million as an advance. We'll also provide benefits for the trans women featured in the story."

I was stunned, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to process what I'd just heard. The money could change the lives of the girls, but how could I tell them without making them feel like I was trying to buy them out?
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"Can I have some time to think about it?" I asked, my voice shaky.

He smiled warmly.

"Of course, take all the time you need."

As I left the meeting, my mind raced with possibilities. I knew that accepting the offer could improve the girls' lives in ways I never imagined, but I also knew that I had to approach them with care, sensitivity, and respect.

Whatever the outcome, I was determined to make things right, for Sarah, Keisha, Nikita, and all the other women whose stories needed to be heard.

My thoughts raced as I walked through the hotel lobby, trying to come up with the right words to say to Sarah, Keisha, and Nikita. How could I explain everything without them feeling betrayed or used?

As I was lost in thought, I suddenly bumped into someone, and my heart skipped a beat when I realized it was Sarah.

"Sarah," I stammered, shocked to see her standing in front of me.

"What are you doing here?" she snapped, her eyes filled with anger and hurt.
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"Have you come to gloat about your stupid article?"

"No, no, it's not like that," I tried to explain, but she cut me off.

"You think you can just come here and pretend that everything is fine? After what you did to us?" she spat out, her voice shaking with emotion.

As we walked together, I desperately tried to make her understand.

"Sarah, I didn't mean for any of this to happen. I just wanted to help."

"You call this helping?" she shot back, tears streaming down her face.

"You exposed us, put us in danger, and ruined our lives!"

"I know I messed up, but I want to make it right," I insisted, my own voice cracking.

"Please, just give me a chance to explain."

She stopped in her tracks, her eyes narrowing.

"You have one minute."

Taking a deep breath, I blurted out the truth.

"I love you, Sarah. I've loved you since the day I first saw you."

Her eyes widened in shock, and for a moment, she was speechless.

"I saw you standing up to that guy, and I knew I had to know you," I continued, my heart pounding.

"You were so strong, so fearless. You inspired me to tell your story, and I never meant to hurt you or anyone else."
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Her expression softened, and her eyes filled with tears once more. Without saying a word, she reached up and pulled me into a tender, passionate kiss. Our lips met, and at that moment, it felt like all the pain and anger between us began to fade away.

As we broke apart, I whispered, "I'm so sorry, Sarah. I'll do whatever it takes to make things right."

She looked into my eyes and nodded, her hand reaching out to gently touch my face.

"I know you will, Mathew. I know you will."

Two days later, Sarah managed to convince Nikita and Keisha to attend a meeting with me and the publisher. She told them about the benefits he had mentioned, and they seemed intrigued.

As we gathered at Sarah's apartment, Nikita and Keisha teased her about how lucky she was to have someone like me head over heels for her, and how I was inspired to write an article about them.

"Girl, you got him whipped," Keisha joked, playfully nudging Sarah.

"Shut up!" Sarah laughed, blushing at the teasing.

I couldn't help but smile as I watched the three of them getting ready for the meeting. They were determined to look their best, choosing dignified outfits and leaving their usual provocative attire behind for the day.

"So, what do you think?" Nikita asked as she emerged from her bedroom, wearing a sleek black dress that hugged her curves just right.

"Damn, girl!" Keisha exclaimed, giving Nikita a high five.

"You look like a CEO’s wife… or mistress.”

"Thanks!" Nikita said, grinning.

"Now it's your turn. Let's see what you've got."

As Keisha disappeared into her room, Sarah turned to me and said,

"You know, this means a lot to us, Mathew. Thank you for giving us this opportunity."

"I just want to help make things better for you all," I replied sincerely, touched by her gratitude.

A few minutes later, Keisha stepped out of her room, wearing a stunning red dress that complemented her caramel skin perfectly.

"How do I look?" she asked, striking a pose.

"Like a sugar baby of a music mogul," Sarah said, clapping her hands in approval.

"You guys are going to knock Richard's socks off," I said, grinning at their transformations.

As we prepared to leave, the mood was light and sweet, filled with laughter and playful banter.
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"Can you believe we're going to meet a real publisher? What the Carrie Bradshaw is going on?" Keisha asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"I know! I feel like we're about to walk the red carpet or something," Nikita replied, giggling.

Sarah turned to me and said, "We couldn't have done this without you, Mathew. Thank you for believing in us."

I smiled at her, feeling a warmth in my chest that I hadn't felt in a long time.

"It's my pleasure, my love. Let's go show them what you're made of."

As we waited for the publisher in the hotel lobby, Keisha and Sarah couldn't stop fidgeting. Their nerves were palpable, and I couldn't blame them. This was a huge opportunity, and we all felt the weight of the moment.

Nikita, ever the composed one, tried to calm them down by sharing some of her experience with esteemed gentlemen.

"Listen up, ladies," she began, her tone dripping with sass.
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"I know we're all a hot mess right now, but we got this. I've been on plenty of fancy outings with high-class clients, so let me give you a few pointers."

Sarah and Keisha leaned in, eager for any advice they could get.

"First," Nikita continued, "when we sit down, remember to place your napkin on your lap. And don't start eating until everyone at the table has been served. I mean, come on, you don't want to look like a starving animal."

"Got it," Keisha said, nodding her head.

"Also," Nikita added, "don't talk with your mouth full. It's not cute, and I don't want to see what you're chewing."

Sarah laughed.

"Thanks, momma."

"Hey," Nikita shot back playfully, "I'm just trying to help you not embarrass yourself. Now, when it comes to utensils, work your way from the outside in. The smaller fork is for your salad, and the bigger one is for your main course."

"How do you remember all this stuff?" Keisha asked, her eyes wide with admiration.

Nikita shrugged.

"Honey, you pick up a thing or two when you're wining and dining with the rich and powerful."

"Anything else we should know?" Sarah inquired, genuinely curious.

"Well," Nikita said, thinking for a moment, "if you're not sure what to do, just watch the person to your left and follow their lead. And when in doubt, just act confident. Confidence can take you a long way, even if you're clueless."

"Thanks, Nikita," Keisha said, clearly grateful for the guidance.

"You're such a bougie bitch."

"Girl," Nikita replied, smiling, "I'm just happy to help you not make a fool of yourself."

As we chatted, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with these women. They were facing an unfamiliar situation with their unique personalities, and it made me proud to be part of their team.

Finally, Richard arrived. He greeted us with a warm smile, clearly impressed by the transformation the girls had undergone.

"Wow," he said, extending his hand to each of them in turn, "you all look absolutely stunning."

"Thank you," Nikita replied, blushing slightly.

"We're excited to meet with you."

As we sat down and began discussing the book deal, I could see the girls' nerves fading away. They were holding their own in this new environment, and I knew that no matter what happened next, they had already proven their strength and resilience.

As we sat around the table, Richard began explaining the details of the book deal to the four of us. I could see the excitement in Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah's eyes as they listened intently to every word.

"So, once the book is published," he said, "we anticipate a huge media buzz. We're talking interviews with Oprah, Ellen, Wendy Williams, and major news outlets like CNN, BBC, and the New York Times. This story has the potential to reach millions of people around the world."

The girls exchanged excited glances, their eyes wide with anticipation.

"That's amazing," Sarah whispered, barely able to contain her excitement.

"But that's not all," Richard continued.

"As part of this deal, each of you will receive scholarships to pursue higher education, should you choose to do so. We want to invest in your futures, and we believe that education is a key part of that."

Nikita raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued.

"Really?" she asked.

"I've always wanted to study fashion design."

"And I've been thinking about studying business," Keisha added, her voice full of hope. He nodded, smiling.

"Absolutely. In addition, you'll each receive 1% of all royalties from the book sales, including audiobooks, e-books, paperbacks, and hardcovers. And you'll be eligible for the same benefits that our employees receive."

Sarah gasped. "That's so generous!"

"But there's more," he went on.

"I'm planning to establish a transgender rights organization, and I'd like the three of you to be the faces of the movement. You'll be advocates and role models for transgender individuals everywhere."

The girls looked at each other, stunned by the incredible opportunity they were being offered.

At this point, I chimed in.
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"I also want you to know that I plan to split the million-dollar advance with you three. I couldn't have written this story without you, and I want to make sure you're taken care of."

Nikita, Keisha, and Sarah exchanged glances, pretending to think it over, but I could tell they were already on board.

"Well, I guess we could give it a shot," Nikita said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

"Yeah," Keisha agreed, trying to suppress a grin.

"It's not like we have anything better to do."

Sarah laughed.

"Count me in too. I mean, how often does an opportunity like this come along?"

I smiled, feeling a rush of relief and happiness.

"I'm so glad you're all on board. This is going to be life-changing for all of us."

The day had finally arrived for our first big interview on The View. We were all at Nikita's house, helping each other get dressed and ready for our television debut. The excitement was palpable as we laughed, chatted, and shared advice on how to look our best.

As I watched Sarah apply her makeup with precision, I couldn't help but admire her transformation. She looked stunning, and I knew she'd shine on camera.

Keisha was next, opting for a bold, eye-catching outfit that perfectly showcased her confidence and unique sense of style.

Nikita, of course, was the epitome of glamour, her makeup flawless and her outfit impeccably tailored to accentuate her curves.

As they finished getting ready, Nikita suddenly turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

"You know, Mathew," she said, "I think you should dress up as Matilda for our first interview."

The suggestion caught me off guard, and I hesitated for a moment. But as I looked around at the girls, I could see they were all on board with the idea.

"Yeah, come on, Mathew," Keisha chimed in.

"Show the world that sweet girl side of you, but of course, with a hint of slut!"

I chuckled nervously.

"Alright, why not? Let's do it."

We spent the next hour transforming me back into Matilda. I could feel the familiar sensations of becoming her once again—the tightness of the dress, the weight of the wig, and the strange mix of vulnerability and empowerment that came with the territory.

As Sarah applied my makeup, she offered some words of encouragement.

"You're going to look amazing, Mathew. Just remember to be yourself, and everything will be fine."

I glanced over at Keisha, who was busy selecting the perfect pair of heels for me.

"Girl, you are going to slay in these," she declared, holding up a pair of stunning stilettos.

Nikita worked on adjusting my outfit, making sure everything was perfect.

"Remember to stand tall and own your presence, Mathew. You've got this."

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel a wave of anxiety wash over me. I was about to go on national television dressed as Matilda, and the thought was both exhilarating and terrifying.

"Are you sure about this?" I asked the girls, my voice trembling slightly.

"Absolutely," Nikita replied without hesitation.

"You've been an incredible advocate for us, and it's time for the world to see the real you—both Mathew and Matilda."

As we walked onto the set of The View, I felt a mixture of excitement and nerves coursing through me. The bright lights, the live audience, and the knowledge that we were about to share our story with millions of viewers was both thrilling and daunting.

The interview began, and Whoopi Goldberg welcomed us warmly.

"Ladies and gentlemen, please give a warm welcome to Mathew Bloom, Sarah, Nikita, and Keisha!"
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The applause from the audience was encouraging, and we took our seats, preparing to dive into our story.

Sunny Hostin was the first to ask a question.

“So, Mathew, tell us about the inspiration behind your article and the upcoming book."

I started to explain how my experiences with the girls had opened my eyes to the realities that transgender women face, and the importance of sharing their stories.

As I spoke, Joy Behar cut in, her tone dripping with skepticism.

"Hold on a second. We've heard stories like this a million times before. What makes this one any different?"

I could feel the tension in the air as the other hosts shifted uncomfortably in their seats.

Whoopi came to our defense.

"Joy, these are real people with real experiences. Their story deserves to be heard, just like anyone else's."

Sara Haines chimed in, adding her support.

"I agree with Whoopi. Let's give them a chance to share their stories."

With the encouragement of the other hosts, we took turns opening up about our experiences.

Sarah spoke first, her voice strong and steady.

"I grew up in a small town, where being different wasn't exactly celebrated. I was kicked out of my home when I came out as transgender, and I had to learn to survive on my own. When I started making more money, I started sharing my blessings with people in the streets, the ones decent people pass by all the time whenever they’re on their way to buy a $200 t-shirt on Madison Avenue. Now, I’m here with all of you, getting more coins for living my truth."

Next, it was Keisha's turn.

"I've been on the streets since I was a teenager, just trying to make enough money to survive. I've been harassed, attacked, and even arrested solely because of my gender identity. But I've never given up. I want my story to show people that no matter what you go through, you can still rise above it all without hurting others or stepping on them."

Nikita shared her story with conviction.

"I've had a difficult life, but I've always been determined to make something of myself. I've used my experiences to become a better person and help family, friends, and people in the street whenever I can. I hope our story can inspire others to do the same. We may be getting dirty money but we're spending it in a cleaner way than most wealthy people out there."

Finally, it was my turn to speak again.
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"My time with these incredible women has taught me so much about the resilience, selflessness, and strength of the human spirit. I wanted to share their stories to help break down barriers and stereotypes about transgender women. It's important for people to see them for who they truly are—strong, beautiful, and inspiring individuals."

As we finished sharing our stories, I looked over at Joy, who had been silent for the duration of our testimonies. Her expression was contemplative, and I could see a hint of regret in her eyes.

"Well," she said quietly, "I have to admit that I was wrong. Your stories are powerful and unique, and I apologize for my earlier skepticism. Thank you for sharing your experiences with us."

With those words, the tension in the room dissipated, and we continued our interview, knowing that we had made an impact on at least one person—and hopefully, many more watching from home.

A week later, we found ourselves celebrating the unbelievable success of our book. It had become the best-selling book of the year, continuing to outpace every other title on the market. It was a surreal and thrilling experience for all of us, and we decided to treat ourselves to a night out at a swanky restaurant to mark the occasion.

As we sat down in the dimly lit restaurant, the warm glow of candlelight flickered across the table. The ambience was intimate and sophisticated, a far cry from the life we had known on the streets. We clinked our glasses together, toasting to our accomplishments and the future that lay ahead.

As we savored our gourmet dishes, Nikita brought up the topic of our future plans.

"So, what's next for all of us?"

Keisha grinned, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Well, I've been thinking about starting an OnlyFans account. You know, switch my schedule around a bit so I can spend more time with my son on the weekends."

"OnlyFans, huh? I've heard it's a goldmine," I teased.

"You're gonna make bank, girl!"

Nikita nodded approvingly. "That's a great idea, girl. As for me, I'm done with working the streets. I'm having a website built for me as a high-class escort. That way, I can focus more on helping Richard with the organization he's setting up."

"Oh, that's perfect for you, Nikita," Sarah chimed in.

"You've always had a way of charming those wealthy men."

Our attention turned to Sarah, who hesitated for a moment before speaking.

"I think I'll keep working on the streets for now. It's what I know, and it's where I feel most comfortable."

"You sure about that, babe?" Keisha asked, concern etched on her face.

"We want the best for you."

I couldn't help but feel concerned for her, and as her boyfriend, I wanted to support her in finding a safer path.
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"Sarah, I know the streets are familiar, but I was wondering if you'd be interested in a different opportunity. I've talked to Margaux, and she said she'd love to have you as a temp writer for the Citadel Eye. I've already submitted your credentials, and she's excited to work with you."

Sarah looked at me, her eyes brimming with emotion.

"Mathew, I can't believe you did that for me. Thank you."

"I just want you to be safe and happy, Sarah. You deserve it," I said sincerely.

"Wow, Mathew," Nikita added, "You really do love our girl, huh?"

Sarah leaned in and we shared a tender, passionate kiss, sealing our commitment to one another and our shared future.

"I love you, Sarah," I whispered softly.

"I love you too, Mathew. I can't believe how much my life has changed since I met you."

We continued our celebration, sipping on champagne and indulging in decadent desserts. The mood was joyous, and the laughter flowed as easily as the wine. As I looked around at the faces of the people who had become my family, I couldn't help but feel a sense of profound gratitude.


Epilogue
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Keisha, with her boundless energy and unapologetic confidence, became one of OnlyFans' top performers. She quickly amassed a loyal following and managed to create a comfortable life for herself and her son. It was amazing to see her embrace her new life with such enthusiasm, proving that it's never too late to rewrite your story.
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Nikita, ever the social butterfly, unexpectedly found love in the arms of a wealthy banker who happened to be a fan of the book. Their whirlwind romance led her to postpone her plans of becoming a high-class escort. Instead, she embraced her role in Richard's organization, advocating for transgender rights and making a difference in the lives of countless others.
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Sarah, my love, dove headfirst into her new career as a writer for the Citadel Eye. Her first pitch—a powerful and personal piece that involved researching and writing about the search for Gemma's killer. As she tackled this challenging project, I watched in awe as she grew into a formidable journalist, determined to bring justice to those who had been silenced.
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As for me, I sometimes found myself missing the thrill of dressing up in sexy clothing and walking the streets as Matilda. But I found solace in the fact that I could still indulge in this side of myself in the privacy of our home, with Sarah by my side. It was something we shared, a way to spice up our relationship and keep the fire alive.
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I continued my work at the Citadel Eye, always on the lookout for the next big story, the next opportunity to shine a light on the forgotten corners of society. I was driven by the knowledge that our voices had the power to change lives, just as they had changed our own.

As I look back on the incredible journey we've shared, I can't help but be grateful for the love, laughter, and heartbreak that led us to where we are today. Through it all, we've emerged stronger and more resilient, ready to face whatever life has in store for us. And in the end, isn't that what truly matters?

The End <3

Did you enjoy Red Light Sissy? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Gurl Next Door

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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 The Feminization Bible V2


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!

	[image: ]	[image: ]
	[image: ]	[image: ]
	[image: ]	[image: ]



Other Titles
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“Wait, what!? Me as a princess!? But I’m a man!”

Read Island Princess
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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 Red Light Sissy – Feminized and Loved by Transgender Working Girls.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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