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Introduction

“Just when I thought that the drama ended when I transitioned, then came Mr. Huge.”

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

∞∞∞

I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong. She had come a long way from the insecure, unsure person she once was.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.

I couldn't help but feel a pinch of sadness. I was seeing a woman—albeit not having the conventional look yet, I felt great, I felt me, I felt right.

But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

Like there was something wrong—like I was just part of a fragment of his life that he didn’t want to acknowledge because… I didn’t fit his bill—I didn’t check the boxes of what one had to to be in his league.

"What am I to him?".

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Sissies and the City.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

My First Gift For You

[image: ]

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

∞∞∞

THE AIR WAS WARM and humid that June night, the city heat trapping itself within the confines of my tiny Manhattan apartment, as it does. Aged bricks, walls that whisper of bygone eras, were adorned with eclectic fashion pieces I'd collected over the years—a dazzling sequined gown from a 70's vintage store in SoHo, a delicate lace parasol from Paris, and a sequin-adorned handbag that seemed to have more sparkle than a 4th of July fireworks display.

I found myself lounging on my plush cerise chaise lounge, fingertips absentmindedly playing with the frayed edges of a Vera Wang gown that was carelessly discarded on a nearby chair. I was staring into the darkened city beyond my window, mindlessly sipping on an expensive cabernet, the slight sting of alcohol leaving a pleasing burn on my tongue.

[image: (((blond hair short curly))) (((slender 25-year-ol]

Once a successful fashion blogger turned unconventional dating columnist, I had found my niche writing about a world that was as glitzy as it was misunderstood—trans women, cross-dressers, and femboys trying to find love in the whirlwind that is New York City.

Tonight, I was crafting a column centered around my new friend, Maria, a trans woman from Mexico with fiery eyes and an even fiercer spirit. A devout follower of my old fashion blog, her journey had wound its way into my Sissies and the City column.

Maria had fallen for a man who had a smile as bright as a SoHo storefront and promises as tall as the city's skyline. They had a whirlwind romance that lasted a week. The man had a certain charm about him, like a shiny piece of costume jewelry that you just couldn't resist picking up at a flea market, even if you knew it wouldn't last.

She would often laugh as she described their dates, mimicking his deep voice that felt like an off-tune cello in your ears, or the way he always ordered a steak medium-rare and made a show of cutting into it. But what she remembered most were his cologne—a musky scent, full of spice and promises of adventure, and his eyes that glowed with warmth under the city lights.

However, a week later, he ghosted her, leaving her with only memories and lingering questions.

[image: ((((using laptop)))) (((blond hair short curly)))]

What went wrong?

Was it her sharp wit that he found intimidating, or the way she wore her heart on her sleeve, unapologetically herself, that scared him off?

As I sat in my room, the sounds of the city bustling below, I contemplated her story, feeling the raw emotions behind her words. I could almost taste the salty tears that trailed down her cheeks, hear the breaking of her heart in the silence of her apartment, and feel the chill of the loneliness that set in.

I grabbed my MacBook, fingers poised over the keyboard. The story of her heartbreak was one to be told with empathy, understanding, and respect.

A tale of love lost in the city that never sleeps, I thought, maybe I'll title this column 'Heartbreak in the City'. After all, the city might not sleep, but its denizens still dream. They still love. And sometimes, they still hurt.

I was Carl Crenshaw, a former fashionista turned dating columnist, telling the tales of sissies and the city. And tonight, I was going to tell Maria's story.

In the soft glow of my desk lamp, a hotbed of thought beneath my periwinkle newsboy cap, I began to write about Maria.

"Maria wasn't the problem," I typed, my fingers clacking loudly on the keys of my MacBook, the sound a steady rhythm in the quiet of my apartment.

"To be a trans woman in New York, dating New Yorker men, is akin to deciphering the enigmatic riddles of the Sphinx."

In the back of my mind, I could hear her voice, brimming with the accent of her Mexican roots, her high hopes dancing on the melody of her words. She wore a radiant sundress, resplendent with an array of tropical flowers. Its bold colors seemed to bloom against the backdrop of her café au lait skin, her ensemble completed by a playful straw hat and her favorite beaded sandals, giving off an aura of summertime eternal.

Our conversations often took place at Café Pastiche, a quaint little gem hidden away in East Village. I could smell the rich aroma of brewing coffee, hear the soft clink of porcelain cups, and taste the almond croissant she loved so much—crisp on the outside, almost meltingly soft on the inside, an embodiment of her own personality, perhaps.

She described how she felt when he had courted her, the sweet nothings that flowed from his lips like the expensive champagne he'd pour for her, filling her ears with dreams of a life together, of idyllic brownstones nestled in the heart of the city.

I found myself musing on her naivety, how she was so taken in by his love-bombing, an old maneuver I'd seen countless times over in the realm of dating, especially in the fickle world of New York's dating scene.

"It's a lesson learned the hard way," I typed, taking a moment to sip my cooling cabernet, the soft bite of tannins hitting my tongue.

"The faster a New Yorker man love-bombs you, the quicker he's likely to disappear. Like a tantalizing Broadway show that enthralls you one moment, only to drop the curtain the next."

I could feel the soft touch of the silk blouse I was wearing, its delicate texture comforting, like a whispered secret between old friends. My jeans, snug but comfortable, completed the ensemble I had chosen for the night. A small reminder of my fashion past and a nod to the person I was becoming.

Maria had described his gifts, lavish and shiny, designed to impress and perhaps blind her from the truth. The sensation of cold, smooth metal as she wore the exquisite bracelet he’d gifted her, the sparkle of the diamonds a mirror to her sparkling hope.

The memory of their tour around the city was still fresh in her mind. Each brownstone they visited, she could still feel the rough texture of the brick façade, taste the excitement of what could be in the back of her throat, and smell the newness of the untouched interiors.

With each paragraph I typed, I felt Maria's tale take on a life of its own, a cautionary tale of heartbreak that I hoped would reach others in her situation..

[image: laptop screen]

"To truly understand these men," I wrote, "She had to put herself in their shoes and explore the city and have sex like a man—without feelings."

As I wrote, I tried to infuse Maria's vibrancy into the narrative. How her mascara always perfectly accentuated her sparkling brown eyes, or how her perfume, a blend of sweet vanilla and sharp citrus, lingered long after she left.

Writing deep into the night, my surroundings felt surreal, as though I was ensconced within an urban symphony. The soft hum of the refrigerator, the occasional honk of a cab outside my window, the distant murmur of the city that never sleeps. They kept me company, a comforting chorus as I chronicled her journey.

My narrative spun a tale of high hopes and bitter disappointments, a testament to Maria's resilience and an insight into the complex dating landscape of New York City. By the time I'd reached my concluding paragraphs, my hunger grew as high as the city's skyscrapers.

"As the city of New York wakes up," I concluded, "so too does Maria, stronger, wiser, and more determined than ever. She understands now that to navigate this city's dating scene, one must learn to decipher the riddles, dance with the rhythm, and embrace every experience as a stepping stone towards understanding."


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THERE’S A SILENCE THAT HANGS in the air at one in the morning, an intimate quietude that one only experiences in the lull of the city that never sleeps. In that tranquility, I found myself standing before the mirror in my quaint bathroom, surveying the man looking back at me.

The light from my dimmer barely touched my reflection, creating an eerie chiaroscuro effect. His face was masculine, his jawline speckled with a five o'clock shadow. I leaned closer to the mirror, squinting as I traced the contours of my face, the stubble coarse and prickly against my fingers.

My mind started to wander down an all too familiar path, the thoughts creeping in like tendrils of fog rolling over the city. Was I ready for transitioning?

Could I live as a woman all day, every day?

Or was I content expressing my feminine side without the need for hormones?

Questions that I'd been grappling with for a long time now.

My heart pounded in my chest as I contemplated these thoughts, the sound a steady drumbeat in the silence of my apartment. I ran my fingers through my hair, shorn short but styled meticulously. It was a style that sat comfortably on the fence between masculine and feminine, much like me.

Pulling open a drawer, my hand reached for my shaving kit—a good old-fashioned straight razor, a badger hair brush, and a puck of sandalwood shaving soap. The weight of the razor felt reassuring in my hand, the chrome handle cool and familiar against my skin.

In the quiet stillness of my bathroom, the scent of sandalwood filled the air as I whipped up a frothy lather. The soap, with its musky and earthy notes, felt like a tether to my masculine side, a part of me I was both comfortable and at odds with.
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I applied the lather on my face, the bristles of the brush tickling my skin, the coolness of the cream sending a shiver down my spine. My reflection stared back, face now covered in white froth, eyes peering out with an inscrutable expression.

My grip on the razor tightened as I started to glide it across my face, the sharp blade making quick work of my stubble. Each stroke felt cathartic, a symbolic gesture of carving out my own identity.

The sound of the razor grazing against my skin was a whisper, a private conversation between my reflection and me. With each stroke, I felt the stubble recede, my skin smooth and cool underneath the froth.

The rustle of my satin robe was a comforting backdrop to my thoughts, the soft fabric against my bare skin a balm to my inner turmoil. The robe was an old favorite, its rich burgundy color and the delicate lace trim a quiet nod to my feminine side.

Midway through my shaving routine, I paused, looking deep into my reflection. The half-shaven face staring back seemed like a metaphor of my life, caught between two identities.

Slowly, I resumed my shaving, each stroke bringing me closer to the smoother, softer version of myself. As I cleared the remaining foam from my face, I felt the cool freshness of my skin, a sensation that made me feel oddly relieved.

The warm water splashing on my face was a final embrace, washing away the remnants of my stubble. I patted my skin dry, the coarse texture of the towel a stark contrast to my smooth skin.

Staring back into the mirror, my freshly shaven face looked back at me. Without the shadow of the stubble, my features seemed softer, more feminine. I traced the outline of my face, my fingers reveling in the smoothness.

My hand instinctively reached for my favorite moisturizer, its scent floral and light. As I smoothed it onto my skin, the soothing sensation felt like a whisper of reassurance.

Moments later, I found myself perched on my windowsill, looking out at the city that never sleeps, the constant hum of life below a comforting backdrop to my thoughts. My fingers idly tangled in my short, curly blond locks, tugging gently as if to soothe the anxiety bubbling inside me.

I replayed the stories I'd written for my column. The trials, the tribulations, the tears, and the triumphs. They were all there, poured onto the pages of The Manhattan Affairs, chronicling the dating lives of sissies, trans women, femboys, cross-dressers in the city.

Suddenly, a nagging thought bubbled to the surface, a gnawing guilt that wrapped itself around my conscience. I had been casting stones, talking about the pitfalls of dating New Yorker men, men I hadn't even slept with. In fact, I had never slept with anyone.

I remember the feeling, the sensation that I had been a fraud washing over me, making my heart pound against my rib cage. It was like the first time I wore heels—shaky, unsteady, terrified of falling but also excited for the new perspective.

Was I really the person to be writing about these experiences?

To be passing judgment on the dating lives of others while I hadn't even dipped my toe into the pool of romance

I tugged at my curls, my eyes on the unforgiving concrete jungle below.

The feeling was akin to imposter syndrome, a gnawing sense of fraudulence that kept me awake at night. I wrapped my arms around myself, the softness of my pajama top comforting against my skin.

My eyes darted to my laptop, the machine of my creation, a vessel that allowed me to share stories of others while my own story remained untold.

The morning after my night of self-doubt, I awoke to the gentle hum of my city and a surprise. I logged on to find my article about Maria trending, the digital sphere abuzz with feedback and support.

My heart pounded against my rib cage as I read comment after comment. They came from women across the gender spectrum, from trans women to cis women and everyone in between. They were resonating with Maria's story, applauding her bravery and resilience, their words like a comforting balm for my earlier anxiety.

I remember a sense of satisfaction washing over me as I saw my article trending, the musky scent of my coffee mixing with the cool morning air. I was making an impact, my words were reaching people, and they were responding.

One comment in particular caught my eye. It was from a cis woman who boldly stated that New Yorker men were "the worst of the worst", and their only interest was in using women for sex. The blunt honesty of it struck me. It was a stark validation of Maria's story and the struggles of so many others.

Clad in my usual silk pajama set, I found myself back on the windowsill, the soft fabric pooling around me, the cityscape a silent witness to my contemplation. My story about Maria had resonated, touched a nerve. But there was still something missing—my own experiences.

Despite my satisfaction, I knew I needed to step into the world I was writing about. To date, to experience the highs and lows of romance and sex, the awkwardness of the first date, the nervousness of the first kiss, the thrill of the first touch.

The truth was, I had always been more into men. But fear held me back. Fear of the unknown, of rejection, of not knowing what to do. I felt like a performer who had rehearsed his lines but never stepped onto the stage.

I stared at my laptop, the warm glow of the screen highlighting the apprehension on my face. But beneath the apprehension was a flicker of determination, the desire to experience, to be more authentic in my writing.

My hands hovered over the keyboard, uncertainty wrestling with my newfound resolve. Then, as if guided by some unseen force, I found myself typing 'Grindr' into the search bar.

For those unfamiliar, Grindr is a digital beacon of hope and despair in the sea of GBTQ+ dating. It’s a social networking app that uses your location to match you with other men or in between, looking for everything from casual encounters to serious relationships. It’s a digital Babel, a cacophony of hellos and unsolicited pictures, of lust and sometimes, love.

I found myself chuckling at my analogy, the laughter bouncing off the walls of my apartment. The warmth it brought was a stark contrast to the cool morning air seeping in from the window.

Grindr was like entering the express lane on the highway of dating. It was fast, it was messy, it was exhilarating. It was everything I had been avoiding, and everything I now craved.

So, in my silk pajamas, in the comfort of my cozy apartment, I took the plunge. I downloaded Grindr, a mix of anxiety and excitement coursing through my veins.

As I created my profile, I couldn't help but feel a sense of thrill. The clicking of keys, the buzz of the city in my ears, the scent of my cooling coffee—it all added to the sense of newness, of embarking on a new adventure.

Later that afternoon, I was cozied up in our favorite café, sitting across from Charlene, an elegant trans woman hailing from a rich, old family who spent her days curating at "The Lavish Canvas". The aroma of freshly brewed coffee mixed with the sweet scent of pastries filled the air.
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“You won't believe what happened with Richard,” Charlene sighed, shaking her head. Her brown hair rippled with the motion, catching the light streaming in from the café's window.

“What happened?” I asked, leaning forward, my own problems momentarily forgotten.

“We were at his place and... and he...” she stumbled over her words, a delicate blush creeping up her cheeks. “He wanted to perform oral sex on me. Even though he knows I... I still have my...” Her voice trailed off, her fingers idly tracing the rim of her coffee cup.

My heart sank as I saw the discomfort etched on Charlene's face.

“That’s... I'm sorry, Charlene. That’s so not okay.”

“I know, right?” She sighed heavily. “I mean, he knows how uncomfortable I am with that thing... it just felt wrong. I think I'm going to end things with him."
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Meanwhile, as Charlene continued her story, my phone buzzed, pulling my attention away. It was a guy I had been texting on Grindr. As I read his messages, filled with promises of what he planned to do with me when we met, I found myself smiling.

In stark contrast to her predicament, I felt a thrill. I was excited about the possibility of sexual encounters with this man—including getting eaten out. But as I glanced up at Charlene, her face etched with frustration, I felt a twinge of guilt. And so, I lied…

“That sounds like a wise decision,” I agreed, reaching across to give her hand a comforting squeeze.

“I’m really sorry,” I said, my voice soft.

“Dating can be such a minefield. But you deserve someone who respects you and your boundaries. You're an incredible woman."

"I know, right?" she replied, managing a smile.

"But it's hard, you know?"

“I do, Charlene, I really do," I assured her, my fingers tightening around her hand.

Just as our conversation was winding down, Sammy Joe and Marlon burst into the café, a whirlwind of glitter and energy. Sammy Joe, a flamboyant drag queen with cascading blonde hair and a figure that could put Barbie to shame, was resplendent in a sequin-covered mini dress and knee-high boots.

[image: (((blond hair pony tail))) (((slender 25-year-old]

Marlon, in contrast, was all elegance and finesse, the quintessential femboy lawyer dressed in a sharp tailored suit that accentuated his slender physique and bright red hair.

"Darlings, what did we miss?" Sammy Joe asked, his eyes twinkling with mischief. He was a sexual chameleon, comfortable in his skin and vocal about his exploits, which often made for entertaining conversations.

"Charlene was just telling us about her date with Richard," I said, the warmth of my friends' arrival already lifting the mood.
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"Oh, do tell!" Marlon chimed in, seating himself next to Charlene, his attention all hers.

As Charlene finished her tale, Sammy Joe let out a brassy laugh, the sound spilling over us like a rain shower on a hot day.

“Oh, honey, you're missing out! Getting sucked is the crème de la crème of sexual adventures!" he declared, waving a bedazzled hand dramatically.

Everyone at the table looked at him, our collective laughter bubbling up at his enthusiasm. Sammy Joe just had a way of bringing laughter into any situation.

"Well, if we're sharing stories," Sammy Joe began, leaning forward with an exaggerated waggle of his eyebrows, "let me regale you with my latest escapade."

The café bustled around us as he began his tale, the world beyond our table falling away as Sammy's vibrant voice filled the space.

"It was just last night," he began, his voice dropping an octave as if he was about to spill state secrets.

"I had met this absolutely delicious piece of man candy at The Slipper Room..."

Sammy then dove into his tale. He described the man—tall, muscled, with eyes like liquid chocolate. The details he provided were so vivid, I could almost smell the intoxicating mix of musk and sandalwood cologne the man wore.

"We ended up back at his place," Sammy continued, his words painting a picture of a lavish penthouse, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Manhattan skyline.

"He had this amazing red silk sheet on his bed, felt like I was laying on a cloud, the fabric caressing my skin..."

As Sammy Joe delved deeper into his narrative, it became clear that this was more than just a random hookup. It was a full sensory experience for him—from the taste of the man's passionate kiss, to the sound of soft jazz music playing in the background, the softness of the silk sheets beneath them, the heady scent of arousal filling the room, and the mesmerizing sight of the city lights outside. Sammy narrated it all with his unique blend of humor and sensual details.

By the time Sammy Joe finished his story, we were all in stitches. Even Charlene had forgotten her woes, caught up in the outrageous humor and sexual freedom that was Sammy Joe.

"God, Sammy, you certainly have a way with words," Marlon said, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes.

"I try, darling, I try," Sammy replied with a giggle, flipping his blonde hair over his shoulder.

The café was filled with our collective laughter as Sammy Joe finished his tale. The scent of coffee, the warmth of friendship, the shared laughter—it all formed a cocoon around us, turning the bustling café into our own private world.

At that moment, I realized how much I valued my friends. We were all so different, each expressing our femininity in our own unique way.

From Charlene's elegant charm to Sammy Joe's extravagant flamboyance, Marlon's refined elegance to my own unique blend of femininity, we were a diverse mix.

And yet, we were united in our shared experiences and struggles, our bond stronger for our differences. They were my rock, my support system, and together, we navigated the chaotic waters of dating and identity in the city that never sleeps.

Despite the madness, despite the highs and lows of our experiences, there was no other city I'd rather call home. There was something magical about New York, something that drew me in and held me tight.

And it wasn't just the city. It was Charlene with her resilience, Sammy Joe with his unabashed sexuality, Marlon with his quiet confidence, and myself, Carl Crenshaw, somewhere in the midst of finding my own path.

They say you can't choose your family, but you can choose your friends. And in my case, my friends were my family. They were the reason I loved living in New York City, and they were the reason I chose to stay.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I GOT HOME AROUND SIX, feeling the anticipation bubbling within me. The Grindr message thread was on my mind, those flirty words from my mystery man promising all kinds of forbidden fun.

I went straight to my closet, a vault of hidden treasures that held the key to Carl’s transformation. The feel of satin and lace beneath my fingers, the rustling whisper of silk... It was like stepping into a world where I was free to be me.

As I skimmed through my collection, my fingers landed on a little black dress that hugged my body in all the right places, highlighting my curves, making me feel sexy. I took a moment to savor the feel of the delicate lace against my skin, before slipping the dress on. The cool fabric fell against my body like a whispered secret, accentuating the slender curves I was so proud of.

My apartment hummed with the sound of the city beyond my windows, a symphony of honking horns and distant chatter that was unmistakably New York. The sweltering heat of summer had given way to a balmy evening, the air heavy with the scent of city life.
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I then moved onto my makeup. Sitting in front of my vanity mirror, I lined my eyes with kohl, watching as they transformed from ordinary to extraordinary. The scent of the makeup, a comforting blend of powdery sweetness, filled my senses as I added a touch of shimmering shadow to my eyelids. My heart pounded in my chest as I applied a thick coat of mascara, the inky blackness adding a seductive quality to my gaze.

Then came the lipstick, the final touch. A bold red, the color of desire. As I slid the tube over my lips, I watched as my reflection changed. Carl was disappearing, replaced by a tantalizing femme fatale—Carlie.

By the time I was done, I was a stranger to myself. The man in the mirror had been replaced by a woman who exuded confidence and sexuality. It was me, yet not me at the same time. But it felt right.

As I put on my strappy black stilettos, the final touch to my ensemble, a nervous flutter danced in my stomach. My reflection smiled back at me, a hint of nervous excitement in my gaze. I looked every bit as seductive as I felt, my outfit screaming sex appeal.

The final step was perfume, a spritz of Coco Mademoiselle. The musky and citrusy scent wrapped around me, a fragrant cloud of sophistication and allure. The scent felt like countless nights spent in the arms of lovers, lost in the heat of passion. Tonight, I was ready to make the scent’s story a reality.

Checking the time, I realized my date would be here any moment. A thrill ran up my spine, a mix of anxiety and excitement. It was my first time going on a date as the woman I'd become.

Was I ready? The woman in the mirror, with her sultry eyes and confident smile, seemed to think so.
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"Remember, act like a man, enjoy yourself, and send him packing," I told myself, looking in the mirror one last time, my heart pounding against my ribs like a drum.

When the knock on my door sounded, the echo of it reverberating through my apartment, I jumped. My nerves were so tightly strung, the anticipation so potent. I took a deep breath and opened the door. And standing there was... Will Brody.

The realization hit me like a ton of bricks. Will Brody, the same guy who used to bully me in high school for my feminine leanings. A sudden mixture of shock, horror, and confusion washed over me, but I kept it off my face.

He was the same handsome jock, all grown up. Taller, stronger, with a charming smile. His musky cologne filled the air, a scent that brought back painful high school memories. But there was a hint of excitement too, the irony of it all tingling at the back of my mind. He didn't recognize me, of course, seeing only the woman I'd become—Carlie.

"Carlie?" he asked, his voice deeper than I remembered.

"That's me, darling," I said, managing to keep my voice steady despite the knot of nerves in my stomach.

Once he was inside, the tension was palpable. He was excited, animated, his eyes glimmering with anticipation as he looked me over.

“God, you’re so hot!” he said.

He was all over me, his hands wandering as we settled onto the couch with a bottle of red. I let him take control, let him believe he was in charge.

As we sipped our wine, the evening unfurled in a blur of laughter and flirtation. The rich taste of the red wine tingling on my tongue was a welcome distraction from the growing tension between us. The air was heavy with a cocktail of aromas—wine, cologne, and the hint of arousal.

“So, do you have a boyfriend?”

I took a swig of my wine and shook my head.

“That’s really none of your business…”

When things heated up, I reminded myself again to stay detached. This was not about feelings; it was about claiming the power I had always craved, the power I was denied. It was about being in control.

The feelings were foreign yet surprisingly good. The sensation of his lips on me, his hot breath against my skin, the touch of his hand, the smell of him—it was heady, powerful. I let myself enjoy the moment, let myself get lost in the sensation.

Then, before I knew it, it was over. The man helped me explode. I disentangled myself from him, my body still trembling from the intense pleasure. Looking into his eyes, I saw a mix of satisfaction and confusion.

"I...I have an early day tomorrow," I stammered, trying to keep my voice steady.
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"What about me?" he asked, his voice tinged with disappointment.

"That's not my problem, sweetie," I said, relishing the look of surprise on his face.

I walked him to the door, a strange sense of satisfaction settling over me. The door closed with a final click, and I was left alone in the dimly lit apartment, the taste of victory sweet on my tongue.

I leaned against the closed door, my heart pounding in my chest. I had done it. I had taken control, stood up for myself, and reclaimed my power. And it felt amazing.

This was what it meant to live as a woman, to be in control. And as I stood there in the dim light, basking in the afterglow of my first sexual encounter as Carlie, I realized I was ready for more.

A week later, the sun had just begun to peek over the skyline of New York City, casting a warm, golden light on the buildings around me. In my slinky black dress and stilettos, hair teased to perfection and makeup still immaculate despite the long night, I was feeling pretty fabulous. I'd just experienced my first time as a bottom, and let me tell you, it was a revelation.

I teetered down the sidewalk of the upper east side, clutching my purse, my mind swimming with the intoxicating memories of the night before. The smell of his cologne still clung to my skin, his touch imprinted on my body.

The city was waking up, but the streets were still relatively quiet. The soft patter of my heels against the pavement echoed around me. The early morning air was crisp and cool, a refreshing contrast to the warmth of the night before. I tasted the lingering sweetness of the champagne we'd sipped on my lips, the heady mix of pleasure and satisfaction making me giddy.

I was still riding on cloud nine when I collided with something solid. The force of it knocked the purse from my grasp, sending its contents spilling onto the pavement.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry!" I blurted, scrambling to pick up my belongings.
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"Let me help you," said a voice, deep and smooth as silk. I looked up to find a pair of intense eyes staring back at me. The man was handsome, tall, ruggedly so, with a square jawline and a five o'clock shadow. He was impeccably dressed in a charcoal grey suit that screamed Wall Street.

Our hands brushed as we reached for my things. My heart skipped a beat, my body still humming from the night's activities. I could feel the warmth of his touch through the fabric of my gloves.

He held up a lipstick and a condom, a knowing smirk playing on his lips. I could feel my cheeks burning as he took in my disheveled appearance and the intimate items in my pouch.

"Looks like you had quite a night," he said, his voice laced with amusement.

"Um...yeah," I stammered, trying to pull myself together.

He handed me my belongings, his smirk widening as he took one last look at the items before they disappeared into my purse. I could feel his eyes on me, taking in my tousled hair, my mussed makeup, the state of my dress. I felt exposed, vulnerable.

His laughter was warm and genuine, a sound that filled the air and left me feeling even more flustered. I was desperate to escape the embarrassment, to regain my footing.

"I...uh...I need to go," I managed, shoving my things into my purse and standing up. I could feel his eyes on me as I adjusted my dress and fixed my hair, his gaze lingering on me a moment too long.

He offered me a small nod, a silent acknowledgment of our brief encounter.

"Have a good day," he said, his voice soft and oddly intimate.

With that, I turned on my heel and practically sprinted away, the click-clack of my heels on the pavement echoing around me. As I stumbled onto the bus, my heart was pounding in my chest. The man's face lingered in my mind, his eyes, his smirk, his voice.

As the cityscape whirred past me, I took a moment to compose myself, to regain my equilibrium. The encounter had left me flustered, but it was also oddly exhilarating. I was Carl, I was Carlie, I was a fabulous woman who had just had an amazing night. The man was just another face in the crowd, a momentary blip in my grand adventure.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

MEANWHILE, in a plush Upper West Side apartment, the morning sun seeped through heavy velvet curtains, casting golden hues across the room. Charlene Wesley, tall and elegant even in her morning disarray, padded into her sleek modern kitchen.

The smell of fresh espresso hung in the air, a scent Charlene found particularly soothing on a day where she was expecting nothing more than a calm, relaxing morning.

However, her expectations were disrupted by an unexpected sight. There, in her kitchen, stood Sammy Joe. He was wearing nothing but a men's shirt, and it wasn't just any shirt. It was one of Garfield's, Charlene's brother. Sammy Joe was bustling around, searching for a coffee filter.

"What on earth are you doing here?" Charlene asked, her voice ringing out sharply in the silent kitchen.
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"Oh, honey," Sammy drawled, flipping his blonde hair over his shoulder.

"Didn't your brother tell you about our amazing night?" His red lips curved into a smirk as he saucily winked at Charlene.

Charlene's eyes widened, and she gasped, clutching her satin robe tighter around her.

"Excuse me? Is your hole a 24/7 brothel, because it seems to be open to everyone, every day of the week!" She spat, her voice full of venom.

Sammy turned, her eyes narrowing.

"Listen here, Ms. High-and-Mighty. I don't judge you for your lifestyle choices, so don't you dare judge me for mine."

Their heated exchange continued, insults flying back and forth, their words echoing off the high ceilings. Just when it looked like things might come to blows, a third voice entered the fray.

"Charlene, that's enough," came the calm voice of Garfield. He stood in the doorway, his hair tousled and his face looking slightly haggard.

"Garfield! How could you?" Charlene cried, looking as if she had been stabbed in the heart.

"You know she’s my friend and..."

"It’s none of your business!" Garfield interrupted, his voice firm.

"Sammy Joe and I are adults, and what we choose to do with our time is our business. Not yours, Charlene."

With that, Sammy Joe, with a triumphant look in her eyes, sashayed out of the room, leaving a stunned Charlene and an unapologetic Garfield behind.

Moments later, in the velvety dimness of the Metropolitan Opera House, our conversation continued.
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Charlene, her dark, silk-sheathed silhouette contrasting sharply against the crimson auditorium seats, proceeded to recount a tale that was more enthralling than Verdi's classic Egyptian love story waiting to unfold on the stage.

"Yeah, so that's what happened," she said, her voice echoing the bitterness that her normally composed face hid so well.
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"I'm never talking to Sammy again. I introduced her to my brother because he was interested in opening a drag club in New York not to bump uglies."

"Oh, sweetie, I'm so sorry," I offered sympathetically, taking a delicate sip of my sparkling water. The taste fizzled on my tongue, a refreshing contrast to the sour narrative.

"But, Sammy told me that he’s back in L.A.," I added tentatively, hoping to assuage her wrath, "And it just happened one night." The words seemed as weak as the defense they stood for. Charlene only replied with a dismissive huff, clearly unappeased.

"Still, it's not cool, not at all." Her tone was laced with venom, and I could tell she was far from forgiving. Her Creed perfume wafted over to me, a mix of florals and a tang of unresolved anger.

Just then, the lights dimmed further, signaling the imminent start of Aida. The melodramatic strains of the orchestra tuning their instruments filled the cavernous room. A nervous hush fell over the audience, the air heavy with anticipation.

As Charlene reached for the delicate mother-of-pearl binoculars that lay beside her, her emerald bracelet glistened under the dimmed lights, catching my eye. She held the binoculars up to her eyes, adjusting the focus.

Inspired to be as elegant, I followed suit. Soon after, a gasp escaped my glossy, red lips. There, in one of the expensive box seats, was a handsome man in a crisp suit, looking like a model out of a GQ spread. He was accompanied by a stunning woman in a glittering gown.

"Charlene," I whispered, my voice hardly louder than a breath.

"It's him."

As I continued to watch, the man turned towards me, his gaze landing on mine. A wave of recognition washed over his face, and he waved at me, a wide smile adorning his face.

"Who, darling?" she asked, leaning in closer, the scent of her perfume mixing with the muskiness of the plush velvet seats.
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"The handsome man… the one I bumped into!" I exclaimed, my eyes wide. A visible shiver ran down my spine.

I just sat there, flustered and speechless. My heart was racing and it wasn't just the wave or the smile, it was the promise of a new story. I was nervous, yes, but I was also excited—the same butterflies that fluttered in my stomach from bumping into him.

As the lights dimmed further and the opera's opening notes sounded, I knew that tonight's performance would be just an overture to the real drama that lay ahead.

As the opera reached its grand crescendo, so too did the atmosphere between Charlene and me. A single tear trickled down her cheek, catching the spotlight that danced around us. Her usually bright eyes were glassy, her gaze fixated on the grand stage. The raw emotion of the opera seemed to echo her own internal turmoil.

"Charlene," I whispered, cautiously reaching out to gently touch her arm. I could feel the expensive material of her designer gown beneath my fingers. The chill of her diamond bracelet contrasted sharply against the warmth of her skin.

"Are you okay?"

"I'm fine, Carl," she replied, the words just barely escaping her trembling lips.

"Just the opera... it's so... touching." Her words hung in the air, filling the space between us.

I knew her well enough to understand the depth behind her tears. She was an enigma—a woman with a heart as vast as her art collection. A fleeting scene from an opera could stir up an ocean of emotions within her.

As the curtains drew, the audience burst into applause, the collective clapping echoing around the grand hall like a summer thunderstorm. Charlene was quick to compose herself, wiping her eyes delicately with a handkerchief, the act so refined it was almost as if she had never been crying.

"C'mon, let's go."

She stood, smoothing down her sleek gown as she prepared to make her exit. But I was still a bit flushed, my heart still racing from my own unexpected encounter during the show and she seemed to have noticed it.

"Carl," she nudged me, her gaze darting between me and the direction of the mystery man, "Why don’t you go introduce yourself?"

I shook my head, staring at my shiny patent pumps, "He has a date. And besides, I'm not a girl." The admission was more painful than I had anticipated. The words clung heavily to the air around us.

A look of confusion crossed her face, "Who said you're not a girl?" she exclaimed, her tone fierce, "You look like a freakin' supermodel in that pink ballgown."

Despite the chaos of my emotions, I couldn't help but chuckle at her words. The dress was a beauty indeed—a strapless, satin number that hugged my curves just right. The cascading skirt swept the floor like a gentle waterfall, the blush color as soft as the evening sky.

Still, her words did nothing to quell my inner turmoil.

"Yeah, you're right," she conceded, "He does have a date. And it's rude to intervene."

Her words were a small comfort, a nod to the unwritten rules of dating decorum. And yet, I couldn't shake the feeling of lost opportunity, the "what if" echoing in my mind.

"If it's meant to be, you'll meet again," she said, her hand gently squeezing my shoulder. Her words were full of promise, a beacon of hope in my confused heart.

"You're right," I replied, mustering a small smile. The future was unknown, a vast stage waiting for the next performance to unfold. For now, all I could do was wait in the wings and prepare for my next entrance.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER FOUND CHARLENE, Marlon, and me nestled into our usual corner booth at Café Brioche, a quaint little coffee shop tucked away in the heart of the city. The smell of freshly brewed coffee hung heavy in the air, blending with the soft hum of conversation and the delicate clink of china.

Charlene was impeccably dressed, as always. Today, she was draped in a flowing silk scarf, the vibrant blues and greens standing out against her chic, white blazer. Beside her, Marlon's pencil-thin frame was swathed in a snug-fitting Gucci turtleneck, the bold stripes adding a touch of flamboyance to his otherwise conservative outfit.

Our conversation flowed as smoothly as the rich espresso that swirled in our cups, touching on everything from art to politics. Yet, it was the topic of hormones that dominated our discussion.
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"You know, I've been considering transitioning too," Marlon confessed, a certain vulnerability in his usually confident eyes. He swirled his spoon around his half-empty cup, the silver clinking against the delicate porcelain.

“But I don’t want the firm to give me all that special treatment crap because I’m different. I want them to treat me the same—well, fear me,” he softly jested.

Charlene gave him an understanding nod, her hand briefly touching his. It was a simple gesture, yet it spoke volumes about the bond that they shared. I watched the exchange silently, my own cup of coffee growing cold.

Suddenly, the café door swung open with a bang. Sammy, a fiery force of nature in her own right, stood in the doorway, a veritable vision of heartbreak. For the first time in as long as I could remember, Sammy looked vulnerable, his usually bright eyes rimmed with red, her flamboyant makeup smeared.

All conversation in the café came to a halt as she stumbled over to our table, her platform heels clicking against the tiled floor. His tall, slender figure was decked in a tight, shimmering dress that clung to her like a second skin, the dazzling sequins catching the soft cafe light. His blonde hair, usually so meticulously styled, was a disheveled mess, loose strands framing her tear-streaked face.

"Sammy, darling..." I began, concern lacing my voice. But he silenced me with a wave of his hand, his usual bravado fighting to break through.
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"I met someone," Sammy blurted out, his voice barely more than a whisper. The words hung heavy in the air, so unlike the usual flirtatious tales Sammy was known to share. Charlene remained silent, her gaze focused on Sammy, a hint of concern in her eyes.

"He's perfect, you know?" Sammy continued, her voice wavering,

"Charming, funny, sweet... and he made me feel... like a woman."

His last words were almost inaudible, a mere breath away from being swallowed by the ambient sounds of the café.

"But?" Marlon prompted, intuitively sensing there was more to the story.

"But... he has a... small penis," Sammy finished, tears welling up in her eyes once more.

Despite the gravity of the situation, Marlon and I couldn't help but chuckle. Yet, the look on Sammy's face stopped us in our tracks.

"I'm serious, you guys!" Sammy exclaimed, his hands trembling as she fought back more tears.

The absurdity of the situation was enough to soften Charlene's demeanor. She looked at Sammy, her gaze filled with empathy.

"It's a good step, Sammy," Charlene said, moving to hug him.

"You're being honest, acknowledging your feelings... and love."

For the first time, Sammy didn't resist Charlene. She let herself be pulled into a comforting embrace. At that moment, Sammy wasn't the outrageous, fun-loving drag queen we all knew. He was simply a woman, touched by love and faced with a predicament that was as comical as it was heartbreaking.

Seeing them reunite, I felt a warm sense of camaraderie wash over me. Despite our differences, we were all the same, searching for love and acceptance in a world that often denied us both.

Three days later, as the New York City bustle painted a cacophonous melody, Marlon found himself on a date with Steven, a man he had been seeing for a while. Steven, a charming and genial architect, was accompanying him on a quest for suits at Zegna.

I could imagine Marlon's unease; the musky scent of leather, the hum of low conversation, and the reflective glass panes presenting back a figure that didn't feel wholly his.

Marlon, despite his suave disposition and the lawyerly robes that draped his slim physique, had been struggling with his identity. He was flamboyant, feminine, and that day, trapped inside a fortress of masculinity that clashed against his true self.

"The pants, the suit... looking like a boy is the problem! I don't like it!" Marlon's exasperated voice echoed in my mind.
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"So why are you buying them?" Steven had asked him, his voice filled with concern.

I could picture the exact look on Marlon's face, his usually sparkling eyes clouded with frustration and fear. The backdrop of finely tailored suits, their structured lines and rigid formality, bore witness to his discomfort, their earthy smell intensifying the atmosphere of restraint.

Marlon's next words were more than just a confession, they were an admission of vulnerability, "What about the firm, what about you, Steve? You liked me because I'm a guy."

But Steven, the charming, accepting Steven, simply chuckled. A soft sound that was soothing, calming.

"On our first date, you had eyelash extensions and you wore a crop top."

The chuckle, the memory, it was a testament to acceptance. To Steven, Marlon's femininity wasn't a flaw, it was a part of who he was. A part that Steven had fallen for. I could almost hear the comforting silence that followed, a silence that was filled with understanding and love.

Then came Steven's assurance, a promise that would have set Marlon's heart aflutter.

"I will still love you no matter what, now let's get to the women's department and find you the best pencil skirt and blazer they have."

The finality of Steven's words, his assurance, it was the sort of unconditional love and acceptance we all sought. I could almost see Marlon's relieved smile, his gaze shining with newfound hope, a reflection of his acceptance and Steven's love for him.

I found myself in a maze of thoughts. Marlon's encounter with Steven was a testament to the fact that love transcended the physical, the societal.

It was not about how you dressed or what you identified as, it was about who you were as a person. The realization was profound and reaffirming, and I could only hope that I'd find someone as accepting and loving as Steven.

Someone who'd look beyond the facade, beyond the attire, beyond Carl and see... me.

A week later, in the crisp, sterile, and humming environment of Mount Sinai Clinic, we all sat clustered around Charlene. The stark, white lights reflected on the shiny linoleum floor, and the familiar sterile smell of the hospital filled my nostrils. Charlene was about to undergo her Sex Reassignment Surgery (SRS), a transformative and long-awaited step in her journey towards aligning her physical body with her female identity.

She looked nervous, her hands constantly fidgeting with the hem of her soft, powder blue hospital gown, but her eyes, oh her eyes sparkled with a sort of excited energy, a vivid contrast to the sanitized hospital environment. Her plush velvet robe, draped around her shoulders, lent an air of elegance, even in the face of major surgery. A defiant statement of her vibrant identity amidst the cold, neutral hues of the hospital.

Sammy, ever the life of any party, began cracking jokes, a bright smile on her face, trying to lighten the tense atmosphere. He looked as flamboyant as ever, in her sequin-dusted jumpsuit, its bold red color stark against the clinical surroundings. Sammy was always one to make a statement, and this was no different.

"Charlene, darling, think of all the men who are going to be lining up to pop your cherry!" Sammy said, chuckling at his own joke.

Charlene laughed, a soft sound that eased the tension in the room.
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"Well, it's about time they recognize what they've been missing," she retorted, grinning.

The interaction was classic Charlene and Sammy—teasing, playful, always brimming with love and support.

Marlon, meanwhile, was a study in concentration. His hands clutched around Charlene's, fingers intertwined in a show of silent support. He was in a stylishly cut blazer and pencil skirt, a silent rebellion against societal norms.

Marlon’s outfit spoke volumes about his embrace of his femininity and his support for Charlene's journey. It was a visual solidarity pledge, loud and clear.
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"Remember, Charlene, this is about you being true to yourself," he said softly, giving her hand a comforting squeeze.

The supportive exchange between us all was more than mere humor, it was a shared understanding of the trials and triumphs we all faced. Our witty conversations, our open acceptance of each other, it was a beautiful testament to our friendship.

Charlene looked at us, her friends, her chosen family, and a soft smile graced her lips.

"Thank you, guys," she said, her voice thick with emotion.

"This means the world to me."

The clatter of approaching footsteps cut off any further conversation. The door opened and a nurse walked in, her brisk, professional demeanor a stark contrast to the warmth radiating from our group.

"Charlene Wesley?" she asked, glancing at her clipboard.

Charlene nodded, squeezing my hand one more time before rising from her seat.

"That's me."

As the door closed behind Charlene and the nurse, I felt a rush of emotions. Admiration for her courage, empathy for the journey she was undertaking, and a heightened sense of community with my friends.

Each of us, in our own way, was battling societal norms and expectations, living our truths in a world that often failed to understand. And at that moment, despite the sterile hospital surroundings, the bond we shared felt stronger than ever.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, the unmistakable smell of disinfectant filled my nose as I pushed through the door of Charlene's hospital room. The scene before me was starkly different from when I had last seen her. Lying on a sterile hospital bed, she looked smaller, more fragile, but her eyes gleamed with a new found peace, a serenity that I had never seen before.

"Hey there, beautiful," I said, gently taking her hand in mine. She was dressed in the standard issue hospital gown, a contrast to her usual preppy and immaculate style. But it didn’t matter. Her spirit was as radiant as ever.

"Carl," she greeted, a slow smile forming on her lips.

"I've been waiting for you."
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"How are you feeling?" I asked, concern lining my voice.

"Honestly," she paused, looking away as if gathering her thoughts.

"I'm happy. Really happy. But there’s also pain, it's... it's intense."

"But you know what? It's worth it. Because for the first time, I look down at my body, and it's mine. I see myself."

Her words hit me hard. I found myself blinking back tears. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze.

"I'm so proud of you, Char. Get well soon, sweetie."

I left her with a reassuring smile, hoping to convey my deep admiration for her courage. My heels clicked on the hospital's polished floor as I rushed towards the subway station. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, Charlene's courage, my own experiences, and the recent slump in my book ratings.

The city flew past in a blur as I rushed towards the office of my publisher. I found myself fidgeting with the frills of my silk blouse, a nervous habit I had developed over the years. The cool silk felt soothing against my skin, a small distraction from the brewing storm of thoughts in my mind.

As I stepped into the publisher's office, my heart pounded in my chest. The room smelled of strong coffee and old paper, a scent that usually comforted me, but today, it only heightened my anxiety.

"Carl," my editor Arthur Blatch started, "We need to talk about your column. The ratings have been dipping."

"Is it the narrative? The plot?" I asked, anxiety creeping into my voice.

"No. It's the lack of sex," he said bluntly, "Your readers loved your... let's call them adventures. It added spice to your narrative. They’re missing that."

I sighed, rubbing my temples. I knew what he was talking about. The casual sex, the conquests. But I couldn't go back to that.

"Lately," I confessed, "I haven't been feeling like having casual sex. It's just not fulfilling."

My mind drifted back to Charlene, her happiness despite the pain. She had found her fulfillment. Maybe it was time for me to find mine too.

“Well, I’m not trying to pimp you out here, let’s be clear,” he jested.

“But you really have to find a way to get the ratings up.”

With a soft smile, I defeatedly walked out of the office—feeling like people didn’t enjoy my reality and were more entertained by the experimental version of me.

The night was young and the city was brimming with the scent of wild freedom and possibilities. I sat at my dressing table, succumbing to my editor, my fingers delicately tracing the contours of my face with a soft makeup brush. The cool sensation of powder on my skin always felt like the prologue to a grand adventure.

I decided to amp up my look for the night. After all, I was heading to a new drag club where my friend Sammy was set to perform. My column needed some of that old spice, that lusty allure that my readers found irresistible. The twinkle in my eye reflected my determination.

I reached for my eyeshadow palette, a riot of bold colors waiting to be explored. I swept my brush across the vibrant pink, applying it liberally over my lids. My lashes came next, multiple coats of mascara making them look thick and inviting. A slick of red lipstick to finish, and I sat back, looking at my reflection in the mirror. My blue eyes sparkled with a provocative promise.

“Just, Gorgeous,” I said.

My outfit for the evening was as scandalous as it was stylish. I had picked out a Dolce & Gabbana number, a body-hugging dress in jet black. The plunging neckline offered a tantalizing hint of my non-existent cleavage, while the short hemline showcased my shapely legs. I paired the dress with Dior stilettos, the red patent leather gleaming under the soft light.

As I zipped up the back of the dress, the silky material clinging to every curve, I couldn't help but smile. I had to admit, I looked pretty damn good. I tousled my short, blonde curls, adding a dash of sexy nonchalance to my look.

Once I was satisfied with my appearance, I spritzed on my signature perfume, its intoxicating blend of jasmine and musk filling the air. I checked my reflection one last time, blew myself a flirty kiss, and stepped out of my apartment.
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The night was pleasantly cool, a soft breeze rustling my curls as I hailed a cab. The city lights gleamed like a thousand twinkling stars, painting the streets in hues of blues and pinks. My heart pounded with anticipation.

Who would I meet tonight?

Would there be someone special?

As the cab whisked me away to the club, the anticipation was almost palpable. I took a deep breath, ready to dive back into the world of sensual adventures.

I was going to bring back the old spice, the heady mix of sex, fashion, and drag, to my column. The city was my canvas, and tonight, I was going to paint it with bold strokes of desire and seduction.

The club was pulsing with life, a kaleidoscope of swirling lights, loud music, and infectious energy. I found Sammy at the bar, a vision in a sequined jumpsuit that shimmered with every movement. I took a seat beside him, ordering myself a gin and tonic.

We exchanged pleasantries and he began regaling me with tales of his latest escapades. Midway through a particularly hilarious anecdote about his legs stuck midair inside a car, my eyes wandered across the club, only to lock with a pair of familiar brown eyes.

It was him, the handsome man I had bumped into on the street. The memory of our awkward encounter came rushing back, making me blush.

"Oh my God, Sammy," I said, turning to him with wide eyes, "that's the guy I bumped into... the one who saw my condoms and lube."

Sammy looked over his shoulder, his brows arching with surprise.

"Oh, him?" she said, a smirk playing on her lips.

"They call him Mr. Huge. He's a businessman and investor. He's known for taking at least a fifty percent stake in any business he invests in. And guess what, sweetie? He's the owner of this club."

His revelation left me stunned. I felt my heart skip a beat, my gaze involuntarily drifting back to Mr. Huge.

“You know what they say, huge investment, huge...” he jested.

He was even more attractive that time, a vision in his tailored suit and crisp white shirt, his brown hair perfectly styled.

"Do you like him?" Sammy asked, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

My instinctive denial came a little too quickly.

"No! Absolutely not," I blurted out, even as my cheeks betrayed me with a warm flush.

Sammy raised an eyebrow, his smirk widening.
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"Well, if you don't want him, I might just have to take him for myself." He pushed himself off the barstool, adjusted his jumpsuit, and sauntered towards Mr. Huge.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched Sammy approach Mr. Huge. He was all confidence and charisma, offering him a drag of her cigar and gesturing towards the club with an offer of a private tour. But to my surprise, he shook his head politely, declining his offer.

As he sashayed back to the bar, disappointment painted on his face, I couldn't help but feel like I just splashed cold water on my face. If my friend Sammy, AKA the Goddess, couldn’t lure Mr. Huge into a fun little romp, I definitely didn’t have the chance at him.

He was unattainable as I had thought.

But then, our encounters were sweet, and I felt something and based on how he looked at me, maybe I could... no. I shook the thought from my head, taking a long sip of my drink.

Sammy slumped onto the barstool next to me, a rueful smile on his lips.

"Your turn, Carl," he said, nudging me with his elbow.

“You’re insane, I’m a guy. I’m not sure he’d be into me.”

“A guy? Have you seen yourself in that dress Miss Dolce Versace Vuitton du Givenchy?”

“Haha, don’t be silly,” I said, taking a drag of his cigar.

As the club's music faded behind me, I stepped outside, the chilly night air washing over me. I pulled a cigarette from my pouch, setting it between my lips. I was about to flick my lighter when I heard a low voice beside me.
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"Do you have a light?"

I turned, my heart jolting at the sight of Mr. Huge standing beside me, a cigarette between his fingers.

"Oh... uh, sure," I stammered, hastily sparking my lighter and holding the flame towards him. He leaned in, lighting his cigarette and shooting me a casual smile. Inside, I was a bundle of nerves, my pulse racing.

"Why are you out here and not in there performing?" he asked, nodding towards the club. His question caught me off guard and I chuckled.

"Don't be silly. I'm not pretty enough to perform," I retorted, taking a long drag of my cigarette. He gave me a puzzled look, but said nothing. We stood in silence, the only sound the distant echo of music and our synchronized exhales.

Finally, he extended his hand.

"It's nice to meet you, by the way."

I took his hand, giving it a firm shake.

"Likewise," I replied, my heart pounding.

Half an hour later, I began to grow anxious. There were no cabs in sight. Just as I was about to resort to walking, the window of a sleek limousine rolled down, revealing Mr. Huge seated comfortably in the backseat.

"It’s cold out there, get in," he said, his tone friendly. I hesitated for a moment before sliding into the plush backseat.
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"Where do you live?" he asked, not bothering to mask his curiosity.

I told him my address and he promptly relayed it to his driver. As the limousine started to move, Mr. Huge turned his attention back to me.

"So, what do you do for a living?" he inquired. I chuckled, giving him a half-smile.

"I'm kind of like a one-night-stand investigative journalist," I confessed. He looked taken aback, a chuckle escaping his lips.

"So, like a prostitute?" he asked, an eyebrow raised. I laughed, shaking my head.

"Oh, no, not quite. I have a column called 'Sissies and the City.' I write about dating and relationships. Right now, I'm doing an ongoing series on having sex like a man."

He tilted his head, intrigued.

"What does that mean?"

"Having sex with no feelings," I explained, looking out the window as the cityscape passed us by. He scoffed, shaking his head.

"That sounds sad. And lame," he commented. I smirked, shooting him a glance.

"You say that, but all men are the same."

He shook his head, his gaze firm.

"Then you must not have fallen in love yet." I was taken aback, rendered speechless. Before I could formulate a response, the limousine came to a halt outside my apartment.

I exited the vehicle, turning to thank him for the ride. But before I could, he leaned towards me, his expression serious.

"I don't have sex. I only make love," he stated. Then, as casually as he had appeared, he rolled up his window, leaving me standing on the sidewalk as the limousine pulled away.

His words echoed in my mind as I made my way into my apartment. I was intrigued, puzzled, and enigmatized by Mr. Huge.

Back in my apartment, I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, wiping off the last traces of makeup. The reflection staring back was a different person altogether, one who wore a natural face rather than the vibrant palette I donned earlier.

I looked at myself, really looked, and realized that I was staring at a stranger. I was Carl—not just the writer of ‘Sissies and the City,’ but a person who had lost his way in the game of love and relationships.

The night was quiet, the only sound was the faint hum of the city outside. I moved towards the window, looking out at the glimmering lights of the city, each one a separate story, just like mine.

Mr. Huge's words still echoed in my mind. I had not fallen in love yet, he was right about that. All these men, all these one-night stands, they were just faces in a crowd, just stories for my column.

But not a single one of them had made my heart flutter or made me want to see them again in the morning light.

I sighed, a gust of cold air seeping in through the window, making me shiver slightly. I pulled my robe tighter around me, the plush material providing a soft comfort. My mind was filled with thoughts and questions.

Was I really content with this lifestyle?

Was the emptiness I felt inside normal?

I frowned, my gaze focusing on the street below, lost in thought.

There was no warmth, no connection. Just mechanical movements under the sheets and awkward goodbyes. I had started to feel like a robot, devoid of emotions and just going through the motions.

A sudden thought crossed my mind. Maybe I needed to talk to someone, a professional, a shrink. It wasn't a bad idea, I reasoned. I had been feeling off balance lately, not myself.

My column was taking a toll on me, and my personal life was almost non-existent. Maybe it was time to take a step back and get some perspective.

With that thought in mind, I decided to call it a night. I undressed, slipping into my silk pajamas. The soft material felt comforting against my skin. I climbed into bed, pulling the covers up to my chin, my thoughts still racing.

The aroma of my lavender-scented candles wafted through the room, mingling with the city's night air seeping in from the window. My eyelids grew heavy, the exhaustion of the day finally catching up. My thoughts, however, were still wide awake. It was going to be a long night.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

MY SLEEP HAD BEEN RESTLESS, thoughts about the coming day's appointment keeping me awake, tossing and turning. I was up even before the first rays of sunlight could pierce through the horizon, ready for a change.

Showered and dressed by 8:00 am, I found myself outside the psychologist’s office at 8:30, half an hour early for my appointment. It was a stark contrast to my usual late-night lifestyle, but something about this felt right.

I wore a simple outfit, jeans and a blouse, and for the first time, I didn’t feel the need to wear makeup. My shoes clicked against the tiled floor as I walked to the receptionist, signing in and taking a seat in the waiting room. I could smell the faint scent of antiseptic mixed with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee wafting in from the nearby cafe. The familiar aroma comforted me; it was like a gentle, reassuring hug.

Sitting in the waiting room, the silence felt calming, the soft hum of the air conditioner and the faint rustle of papers all contributing to the tranquillity. I could hear my own heartbeat, steady, like a metronome.

I had never experienced this kind of calm before a crucial appointment.

Was it reluctance?

Was it acceptance?

Or perhaps anticipation? Maybe all three.

Finally, the receptionist called my name, her voice cutting through the silence like a warm knife through butter. As I got up to enter the office, my heart pounded a little louder in my chest. I breathed in deep, taking in the scent of fresh paper and ink, reminding me of the new chapter I was about to start in my life.
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Inside the office, Dr. Ellis, the psychologist specializing in trans health, welcomed me with a warm smile. We exchanged pleasantries, her calm demeanor putting me at ease. Her office was neat, a couple of chairs, a desk, and a small bookshelf lined with various psychology and medical textbooks.

Our conversation flowed easily, her questions probing but never uncomfortable. I found myself opening up, sharing my experiences, my feelings, my fears. She listened, her attention unwavering, nodding at times, and taking notes.

She was patient, taking her time to understand my narrative. She suggested that my inability to connect with my column’s narrative might be because I wasn’t relating to it on a personal level.

“Carl,” she said gently, “the reason why you may feel lost and not resonate with the 'sleeping like a man' narrative could be because you’re not a man. You're a woman."

I was taken aback for a moment, not sure how to react. But as the words sank in, I felt a wave of relief wash over me. It made sense, it felt right, and for the first time in a long while, I felt like I was on the right path.

Dr. Ellis prescribed me hormones and suggested I explore more of my femininity. She said it might help me to feel more in tune with myself. The thought both scared and excited me. It was a new beginning, a chance to truly understand and express myself.

Leaving the office, I felt lighter, as if a heavy burden had been lifted off my shoulders. The early morning sun was now high in the sky, bathing the city in its warm glow.

I took a deep breath, feeling the fresh air fill my lungs. I was ready to explore this new path and eager to start this new chapter in my life. With renewed hope and determination, I stepped into the bustling city, ready to embrace my true self.

Fresh from my appointment with Dr. Ellis, I felt a thrill running through my veins. As I approached our favorite restaurant, I could see my friends, Charlene, Sammy, and Marlon, through the clear glass window. They were already seated, their laughter spilling out onto the busy streets.

The restaurant, an old-timey Italian trattoria, was a charming place, the smell of garlic and tomatoes wafting through the air. My heels clicked against the cobblestone as I walked up the entrance, my heart pounding with anticipation. Dressed in a simple white blouse, jeans, and black pumps, I felt more me than I had in a while.

As I pushed open the door, the ring of the bell above the door signaled my arrival. My friends, in their varying states of transitioning, welcomed me with excited cheers. Their outfits were a reflection of their personalities—Charlene, elegant in a tailored suit, Sammy, flamboyant in a vibrant maxi dress, and Marlon, subtle yet chic in a denim jacket and pants.

Seating myself at our table, its worn wooden surface warm under my fingertips, I could feel the suspense building. They had always been my pillars of support and I couldn’t wait to share the news with them. Sammy, never one to hold back, asked, “What's up, Carl? You're practically glowing!"

With an excited grin, I reached into my bag and pulled out the prescription. My hand trembled slightly as I placed it on the table, the paper seeming almost symbolic of my new journey.

[image: prescription paper]

"Dr. Ellis suggested I explore my femininity. And, well," I paused, taking a deep breath, "she said it would help if I start using feminine pronouns and pick a name that resonates with me."

Their reactions were priceless, a mix of joy, surprise, and pride. Charlene jumped up, exclaiming, “Congratulations! I remember when I got my diagnosis, too. This is so exciting!” Her eyes were glistening, her voice choked with emotion.

Just as the cheer died down, Marlon cleared his throat, drawing our attention. He announced his diagnosis too and requested to be called Meredith from then on. It felt like a bonding moment for us, like our friendship had evolved into a sisterhood.

Then came the task of choosing a name. We spent hours, throwing around names, laughing, reminiscing, until finally, I suggested "Carly". The table fell silent, everyone considering it.

Then Charlene clapped her hands together and cheered, “Carly Crenshaw! That’s perfect!” The others joined in, their cheers filling the restaurant.
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That evening was a celebration of our friendship, our journeys, and our shared experiences. It was a day of revelations, of acceptance, and of new beginnings. As Carly, I felt a sense of belonging, of being understood, of being seen. And at that moment, I knew I was ready for the journey ahead, and I knew I wouldn’t be alone.

Two days later, as Carly, I found myself at our favorite salon, relaxing in the plush recliner with Sammy by my side. We were there for our monthly foot spa and pedicure, a little indulgence we both enjoyed.

The aroma of essential oils filled the air, mixing with the gentle hum of soothing music playing in the background. I had slipped into a comfortable robe and was contentedly soaking my feet in warm water, filled with flower petals.

Sammy, on the other hand, seemed unusually quiet. His bright-colored kaftan stood in stark contrast to his somber expression. Usually the life of the party, he was brooding, his gaze fixed on his own feet submerged in the water. His thick lashes, usually fluttering in joy and excitement, hung heavy.

I decided to break the silence, softly asking, “What's wrong, Sammy?”

After a moment of hesitation, he exhaled deeply.

"Ever since you and Meredith were diagnosed," he began, his voice barely above a whisper, "I've been feeling a little... alone."

His confession was unexpected. Sammy had always been our rock, our anchor, the one who brought laughter and life into our group. I reached out, gently touching his arm, trying to convey my empathy through that simple gesture.

"But why?" I asked, feeling a lump in my throat.

"Why would you feel alone?"

He avoided my gaze, his fingers idly tracing the rim of his footbath.

"Because," he said, his voice quivering, "I don't know what I am, Carly. I love being feminine... but I don't know how my parents, my strict Catholic parents, would take it."

Listening to Sammy, I could feel his pain, his uncertainty. It reminded me of the conversations we had when I was trying to figure out who I was. It was now my turn to offer him support, reassurance, and love.

"You don't have to feel bad," I told him, squeezing his arm gently.

"You are who you are, and no diagnosis, no label, can define you. You are our sister, Sammy. And we'll support you no matter what."

I watched as he blinked back tears, a small smile tugging at his lips. We sat there, in the warm and comforting ambience of the spa, sharing a moment of understanding, acceptance, and sisterhood.

The rest of our spa day went on smoothly, filled with light chatter and laughter. We picked out nail colors, Sammy opting for a vibrant red while I went for a subtle pastel pink.

As the evening wrapped up, he turned to me, his eyes softer than before.

"Thanks, Carly," he said, holding my gaze.

"You're right. I am who I am. And I'm glad I have you all."

Later that evening across town, Sammy and James, his boyfriend, had just finished a lovely, romantic dinner that James had prepared.

The tantalizing scent of homemade lasagna still hung in the air of Sammy's apartment, and the remnants of a chocolate souffle were visible on their dining table.

Candles flickered, casting a soft glow that highlighted the deep crimson of the Merlot in their wine glasses.

James, always impeccably dressed, wore his usual evening ensemble: a casual but well-fitted navy-blue shirt with dark denim jeans. Sammy was in his comfy, oversized sweater and his favorite pair of skinny jeans.

They had enjoyed their dinner, engaging in their usual banter, James' deep laughter echoing against Sammy's sharp wit.

Then James moved in, brushing a stray hair from Sammy's face. His warm eyes, reflecting the candlelight, locked onto Sammy's, and he leaned in for a kiss.

Sammy, feeling James's soft lips against his, kissed him back. Their bodies moved closer together, their hearts beating in sync as they continued to share this intimate moment.

But as James led Sammy to the bedroom, a cloud of unease settled over Sammy. As much as he loved James—his sweetness, his intelligence, his good looks—he couldn't shake off one persistent thought—James' penis was too small.
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As they moved together, Sammy's mind was elsewhere. The soft silk sheets beneath them, the dim lights casting an inviting glow in the room, the warm whispers of love from James—nothing seemed to take away from Sammy's dissatisfaction. He felt bored and disconnected, even as James tried his best to please him.

The frustration building up within Sammy finally erupted when James, looking worried, asked him what was wrong. Sammy tried to brush it off initially, saying nothing was wrong, but James wasn't convinced.

He pressed on, his brows furrowing in concern.

And then Sammy blurted it out, his voice echoing in the room.

"Okay, it's your penis! It's so small! I like a big penis! I love everything about it! The girth, the weight, the pain, the pleasure!"

James looked shocked, hurt flashing in his eyes. After a moment of tense silence, he fired back.

"Well, have you ever considered that maybe your hole is just too big!?"

And with that, James stormed out of Sammy's apartment, leaving Sammy alone with his thoughts. Sammy sat there, on his bed, the silence of the room amplifying his own confusion and guilt. And then, he started crying.

He cried for James, for himself, for the love he had but couldn't fully enjoy.

But amidst the tears, there was a sense of relief. He had been honest about his feelings, about his needs. It was painful, yes, but it was also liberating.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD PASSED since I started my hormone therapy and the day I was currently living was an extraordinary one. I was standing in front of my full-length mirror, taking in my reflection.

The transformation I was undergoing was becoming more visible. My breasts, though not dramatically, had begun to grow, my skin was softer and more luminous, my cheeks a little fuller. My body was finally starting to align with the woman I knew I had always been, and it was the most euphoric feeling.

Running my fingers through my shoulder-length, wild and curly blonde hair, I realized that I was already starting to feel more feminine. It was like a symphony playing in my mind, my body, my entire existence. The notes played by my heart were loud and clear: I was Carly, the woman I was always meant to be.
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For the first time, I slipped into a beautiful pink lingerie set I'd bought especially for the occasion. The delicate fabric against my skin made me feel powerful, sexy, and utterly feminine. A sense of happiness washed over me, making me giggle a little.

Next came the dress—a nude-colored ensemble that accentuated my form. The material, cool and sleek, hugged my curves, making me feel both elegant and sensual. I was nervous, and I could feel the butterflies fluttering wildly in my stomach.

It was my first date with Mr. Huge, the man I had not stopped thinking about ever since our encounter on the sidewalk.

He had asked me out, and surprisingly, he found my contact in the Yellow Pages. I had never been out on a date as Carly, not with a man I was genuinely attracted to. This was uncharted territory, and my anxiety was palpable.

Everything felt different and, to be honest, a little terrifying. I had been out with men before, yes, but not like this, not as the real me, not as Carly. This was the first time I was going on a date as a woman, as the person I truly was.

I was not only concerned about how the evening would go but also about how he would perceive me. Mr. Huge was no ordinary man; he was suave, intelligent, and incredibly handsome. I had fallen for him, and the thought that he might not accept me for who I was scared me.

But as I smoothed down the front of my dress and added a final touch of gloss to my lips, I reminded myself that I deserved to be loved as Carly.

No fears, no pretenses. I looked at myself one last time in the mirror, took a deep breath, and said, "You got this."

Descending from my apartment in my nude-colored dress and my best pair of heels, I saw him waiting by his limousine, looking every bit the handsome, successful man I remembered.

Mr. Huge, dressed impeccably in a tailored black suit and polished black shoes, had an air of sophistication and masculinity that was intoxicating.

In his hand, he held a single red rose, its vibrant hue echoing the pulse of excitement in my veins.

At that moment, my mind flickered back to the conflicting advice I had received from my friends.

Charlene, ever the romantic, had said, "Never sleep with a man on the first date."

Sammy, on the other hand, with his more liberal view on relationships, had argued, "Sleeping on the first date or not, it doesn't matter. If he likes you, he will pursue you."

Their words warred within me, creating a cacophony of confusion and uncertainty.

I was so engrossed in my thoughts that I hardly realized I had reached Mr. Huge. The expression in his eyes as they traveled from my face down to my dress brought me back to reality. He was appreciating me, his gaze a mixture of surprise and admiration.
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"That's quite a dress," he commented, his deep voice wrapping around me like a warm blanket.

Caught off guard, I found myself blushing, and I gave a modest nod of thanks as he offered me his arm. He led me to the limo, his hand lightly brushing the small of my back. I could feel a shiver run down my spine, electrifying my senses. The door was opened, and I slid into the plush leather seat, my dress rustling softly against it.

Inside the car, the close proximity seemed to amplify our attraction. The tension was so thick, I felt I could reach out and touch it. Our bodies shifted closer, pulled together as if by some magnetic force. His scent, a mix of cologne and man, filled my nostrils, sending my heart racing.

Our eyes met, a silent conversation passing between us before our lips did. It was a powerful kiss, full of passion and longing. His hands found my face, his touch both tender and possessive. I found myself responding, our bodies intertwining in the confines of the limousine.

“I thought I could control myself,” he said.

The taste of him was intoxicating, making my head spin. His lips moved against mine, slow and purposeful, as if he was memorizing the feel of them.

“Me too,” I huffed—soaking him in.

His hands moved to my waist, pulling me closer. I could feel his heart beating against my chest, matching the rhythm of mine.

I pulled away slowly, gasping for air. My heart pounded in my chest, and my mind was a whirlwind of emotions. I was falling for this man, and I was falling hard.

Our eyes locked again, this time filled with an understanding that went beyond words. This was just the beginning, the start of a journey I was more than ready to embark on. He gently tucked a loose curl behind my ear, his touch lingering.

“You’re even more beautiful now, Carly…”

As the limousine began to move, the city lights twinkling outside, I found myself holding onto his hand, my fingers entwining with his. His thumb gently stroked the back of my hand, a comforting and reassuring gesture.

“Well… I…”

In the midst of our passionate kiss, the limousine took an unexpected turn. Instead of heading toward the restaurant, we were detouring towards an upscale part of town. I watched in surprise as we pulled up to a lavish penthouse apartment, its elegance visible even from the outside.

"Your place?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

His smile was both shy and proud as he replied, "Yes, I thought maybe we could... skip dinner?"

As he guided me inside, my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. His wealth was evident in every corner of his home—the lavish furniture, the expensive artwork, the breathtaking view of the city skyline through the floor-to-ceiling windows. It was intimidating, to say the least.
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Yet, as I stood there, taking in the grandeur of his life, I couldn't shake off the feeling of being an outsider.

Why would someone like him, with his affluence and charm, be interested in someone like me?

But then his fingers brushed against mine, pulling me back to the present moment. His eyes were intense, filled with a warmth that silenced my doubts. His kisses said otherwise.

His lips found mine again, the world around us fading away. The taste of him was even more intoxicating than before, filling me with a sense of euphoria I had never experienced. His touch was intoxicating, a mix of gentle caresses and firm hold, making me feel cherished and desired at the same time.

As we succumbed to our mutual desire, I couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration and joy. The way he touched me, the way he made me feel, was unlike anything I had experienced before. It was passionate and intense, yet tender and loving.

Afterwards, we laid on the plush carpeted floor, our bodies entwined. I listened to his heartbeat, the rhythm soothing my own racing heart.

At that moment, I found myself wishing for more time. I wanted to stay, to explore this connection further, to experience this passion again.
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But then he broke the silence, his voice soft and thoughtful, "Do you want something to eat?"

Part of me wanted to decline, to stay in this bubble we had created. But I knew we had to return to reality at some point.

"Yes," I found myself saying, though food was the last thing on my mind.

A week had passed since my first date with Mr. Huge and we'd been seeing each other every night since then. We found solace in an intimate Japanese restaurant, hidden in a quiet corner of the city. It had become our little sanctuary, a place where we could just be ourselves, away from the hustle and bustle of our daily lives.

That evening, I wore a pale pink kimono-style dress that clung to my transformed figure in all the right places. The silk material felt cool against my skin, a welcome relief from the summer heat. As I walked into the restaurant, the scent of sizzling teppanyaki and the sound of soft jazz greeted us, creating a perfect ambiance for a romantic dinner.

Across the room, I noticed Joshua, one of my old one-night stands. Our eyes met and I saw a flash of surprise on his face, quickly replaced by a forced smile. Sitting across from him was a young man, slightly overweight, with prominent acne marks on his face. He looked nervously excited, his eyes scanning the room as if it was his first time in a fancy restaurant.

"Why, hello Joshua," I said, approaching their table with Mr. Huge following closely behind. I extended my hand to his companion,

"I'm Carly, an old friend of Joshua's."

The young man, whose face lit up at my introduction, eagerly shook my hand.

"I'm Dillon," he introduced himself, his voice a mix of enthusiasm and nervousness.

Joshua, on the other hand, seemed less thrilled to see me.
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"Well, nice to see you here, Carly," he said, his tone colder than I remembered. It was as if he wanted me to leave as quickly as possible. I couldn't help but feel a tinge of disappointment. I'd hoped that he would be as happy to see me as Dillon seemed to be.

For a moment, I wondered why Joshua was acting like this. Was he ashamed of being seen with Dillon? Dillon, who seemed so genuinely happy to be there, to meet me.

It reminded me of my own past, of the time when I'd been unsure and nervous about how the world would perceive me. But Dillon, despite his obvious nervousness, was here, unashamed and proud.

I shook off Joshua's cold behavior and turned to Dillon, "It was nice meeting you. I hope you enjoy your evening." Dillon beamed at me, his joy evident in his wide smile and bright eyes.

As I walked away from their table, Mr. Huge slid his arm around my waist, pulling me closer to him. His touch was comforting, a warm reminder of the connection we shared.

I found myself feeling grateful for his presence, for his acceptance. At that moment, I realized how far I'd come, and how much I'd changed. I was no longer the insecure, unsure Carly. I was confident, proud, and unashamed.

And as I looked back at Dillon, I saw a glimpse of my old self in him. I saw a young man, eager to explore his identity, unashamed of his choices. I saw courage and hope, a will to fight against societal norms. I knew that Dillon, like me, would find his way.

Fall had always been my favorite season. The red, orange, and golden leaves fluttering to the ground, the crisp autumn air, the world transitioning into a beautiful canvas of vibrant hues; it all felt magical.

A week had passed since that encounter with Joshua and Dillon, and I found myself walking hand in hand with Mr. Huge on a brisk fall afternoon.

The autumn breeze rustled my now shoulder-length, golden blonde curls and I tightened the cashmere wrap around my new feminine figure. My ensemble was completed with a pair of burgundy ankle boots that clicked rhythmically against the pavement.

Mr. Huge was a sight to behold. He wore a crisp, charcoal grey suit that fit him perfectly, accentuating his tall, muscular build. His brown hair was neatly combed back, and he wore a pair of aviator sunglasses that added an air of mystery to his handsome face.

As we strolled down the sidewalk, a couple approached us. They recognized Mr. Huge, their faces lighting up in recognition and surprise.

"Hey," the woman exclaimed, her voice filled with excitement, "It's so nice to see you!"

The man beside her nodded, reaching out to shake Mr. Huge's hand, "Indeed. It's been a while."
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I stood there, feeling a little awkward as they conversed. They kept glancing in my direction, clearly expecting an introduction. But Mr. Huge made no move to introduce me, and I was left standing there, feeling more and more out of place with every passing second.

I tried to keep my composure, to hide my disappointment. But inside, I was a whirlwind of emotions.

Was he embarrassed of me?

Was I not important enough to be introduced?

My heart sank at the thought.

While they carried on with their conversation, I took a moment to take in my surroundings. The scent of roasted chestnuts wafted through the air, mixed with the sweet, earthy smell of fallen leaves. I closed my eyes, inhaling the unique scent of fall.

It always had a calming effect on me, like a soothing balm for my agitated soul.

Opening my eyes, I turned to gaze at the changing leaves, their vibrant colors a stark contrast to the grey concrete buildings. The sight brought a sense of peace to my heart, but it wasn't enough to mask the disappointment I felt.

As they finally wrapped up their conversation and walked away, Mr. Huge turned to me, a nonchalant expression on his face. I wanted to confront him, to ask him why he hadn't introduced me, but I found myself unable to voice my concerns. I simply nodded, forcing a smile on my face.

We resumed our walk, the silence between us heavier than before. I felt a wave of sadness wash over me, a stark reminder of the uncertainty that came with our relationship. I was left with a feeling of unease, of not knowing where I stood in Mr. Huge's life.

Why hadn't he introduced me?

Was I not important enough to him?

Was I just a fleeting interest, someone to pass the time with?

These thoughts haunted me, casting a shadow over the beautiful memories we'd created together. I found myself questioning everything, doubting the sincerity of his feelings for me. The uncertainty was agonizing, the disappointment overwhelming.

Back in my apartment, I found myself pacing restlessly, my mind filled with nagging doubts and questions.

Why hadn't Mr. Huge introduced me?

Why did he choose to ignore my presence?

Was he embarrassed to be seen with me, a transgender woman?

The questions seemed to echo in the room, their insistent whispers pricking at my insecurities.

In an attempt to distract myself, I picked up my phone and dialed Joshua's number. It rang a few times before he answered, his voice cautious, "Hello?"

"Hey, Joshua, it's Carly," I said, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions I was feeling.

"Hey, Carly," he replied, sounding surprised, "What's up?"

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to phrase my question. Finally, I decided to be direct, "Why did you seem so ashamed of introducing Dillon to me when we ran into each other at Hotohori?"

There was silence on the other end for a moment, then Joshua sighed, "I wasn't ashamed of Dillon... It's just..."

"Just what?" I asked, growing impatient.

"I don't see myself ending up with him, or her," he admitted, "I mean, he's a nice guy, but he's not... in my league."

The honesty of his words hit me hard. It was a harsh truth, but it was a truth nonetheless. I appreciated his candidness, but it did little to ease the turmoil I was feeling.

"But why take him out in public then?" I asked, my tone harder than I intended.

"Hotohori isn't exactly a public place," he explained, "It's obscure and barely anyone we know hangs out there. I just... I didn't want to hurt Dillon's feelings."

"Thanks, Joshua," I said, my voice barely a whisper, "I appreciate your honesty."

With that, I hung up the phone and sat down on the couch, my mind racing with thoughts. Joshua's words echoed in my head, 'He's not in my league.'

Was that how Mr. Huge felt about me?

Was I not in his league?

The idea was devastating, a painful jab to my self-esteem. I had been so sure of our connection, of the bond we shared. But now, I couldn't help but question everything.

Was I just fooling myself?

The room seemed to close in on me, the familiar walls suddenly feeling oppressive. I could hear the faint hum of the air conditioner, the tick-tock of the clock on the wall, and the distant murmur of the city outside.

But all these sounds seemed to be drowned out by the pounding of my heart, by the crushing silence of my solitude.

I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong. She had come a long way from the insecure, unsure person she once was.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.

As I gazed at my reflection, I couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness. I was seeing a woman—albeit not having the conventional look yet, I felt great, I felt me, I felt right.

But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

Like there was something wrong—like I was just part of a fragment of his life that he didn’t want to acknowledge because… I didn’t fit his bill—I didn’t check the boxes of what one had to to be in his league.

"What am I to him?"


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A FEW NIGHTS LATER, I found myself seated in Gazelle, a fancy restaurant, with Sammy, Charlene, and Meredith. A somber mood hung in the air as I vented about my worries, the harsh chandelier light above us reflecting off the crystal wine glasses and glinting off the silverware.

The aroma of rich food filled the air, from seared steak to seasoned vegetables. The clink of silverware against china, and the low hum of voices enveloped us. We sat in a corner, a little apart from the rest of the restaurant patrons, allowing us the privacy we needed.

I was wearing a deep emerald green velvet dress, its venus neckline adding to the elegance. The cool fabric hugged my curves and ended mid-thigh. A pair of matching suede stiletto heels completed my look. The ensemble was a bold statement, a reflection of the confidence I was struggling to maintain.

Charlene wore a classy white silk blouse paired with black leather pants, her auburn hair flowing freely down her shoulders. Sammy, in contrast, opted for a more casual look with a pastel pink jumper and ripped jeans. Meredith, however, stood out in her vibrant red dress that emphasized her slim figure.

"Maybe he's just not used to public displays of affection," Charlene tried to reason, her eyebrows furrowed in concern.

"Not everyone is comfortable with it, you know."
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"But it's not about PDA," I replied, my voice wavering slightly.

"It's about acknowledging my existence."

Meredith placed her hand over mine, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

"You deserve someone who's proud to be with you, Carly," she said, her tone firm.

Sammy nodded in agreement, her eyes filled with empathy.

"He should have at least introduced you. It's basic courtesy."

Their words, though comforting, did little to ease my fears. I was still plagued by doubts and uncertainty. I wanted to believe in Mr. Huge, to trust in what we had, but his actions, or rather lack thereof, were a stark contrast to my expectations.

My train of thought was interrupted by the sound of a familiar voice. I turned to see Mr. Huge entering the restaurant, accompanied by a tall, model-like blonde woman.

She was stunning, with straight hair cascading down her back and an air of confidence that radiated off her. She was draped in an elegant black dress that highlighted her hourglass figure, and a diamond necklace sparkled at her throat.

My heart sank as I watched them walk in, laughing and looking completely at ease with each other. It was a painful contrast to the awkward silence that had fallen between Mr. Huge and me earlier that day.

I felt a surge of anger, of betrayal, but I forced myself to keep my composure.

Pushing back the feelings of hurt, I stood up and walked over to them.

"Fancy seeing you here. I thought you were down with a cold?" I said, forcing a smile onto my face.

Mr. Huge looked taken aback, his smile fading as he turned to face me.
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"Carly... can we talk about this later?" He stuttered, his eyes darting nervously between the blonde woman and me.

"Sure, we can," I replied, my voice cold. I then turned to the woman, extending my hand, "I'm Carly, an old friend of his."

She looked at me with surprise, taking my hand in hers, "Nice to meet you. I'm Amelia."

I plastered a fake smile on my face, my heart hammering inside my chest.

"It was nice meeting you, Amelia. Enjoy your dinner."

With that, I turned on my heel and walked back to my friends.

Their expressions mirrored my own shock as I reached our table. The news spread quickly, their faces morphing into varying degrees of shock and anger.

"I think we should leave," I said, my voice barely a whisper. I didn't want to stick around and watch Mr. Huge with Amelia.

As we exited the restaurant, the night air felt colder, a fitting reflection of the turmoil within me.

My mind kept replaying the scene over and over. Mr. Huge and Amelia, the way they looked at each other, the way they laughed together. It was a painful realization, a bitter pill to swallow.

Was this the reason he hadn't introduced me?

Was Amelia the reason?

Moments later, with a shared nod, we found ourselves heading to a nearby bar. Its ambiance was a welcome change from the polished elegance of the restaurant. The bar was dimly lit, a comforting cocoon of music and laughter, and the scent of alcohol and a hint of old smoke permeated the air.

We sat at a round table in the corner, far removed from the main bar counter. I was still in my emerald dress, now a stark contrast to the casual vibe of the bar.

Meredith ordered a round of Cosmopolitan for us. The pink liquid shimmered under the neon lights, its sweet smell hitting my nostrils and making my eyes water. One by one, we downed our glasses, the alcohol burning its way down our throats.
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"Here's to Mr. Huge," Sammy slurred, his words heavy with sarcasm.

"The biggest jerk of all time."

Her words echoed around the table, each of us breaking into drunken giggles. It felt good, to let loose, to give vent to the anger we had been holding back.

"May he find all the happiness he deserves," Charlene chimed in, her words dripping with sarcasm. We all raised our glasses in a toast, our laughter growing louder.

As the night wore on, the bar grew louder, the crowd more rowdy. We had retreated into our cocoon, our words growing bolder with each drink we downed. The taste of the cognac, the feel of the cold glass in my hands, the sound of the pulsing music, the sight of my friends' laughter-filled faces, and the smell of the smoky bar... everything seemed to be heightened.

"He doesn't deserve you," Meredith stated, her eyes meeting mine.

"You are so much more than what he sees. You are beautiful, and intelligent, and brave."

Her words felt like a soothing balm, calming my raging thoughts. I nodded, a small smile playing on my lips.

" I just... I thought he was different."

Sammy placed her hand on my shoulder, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

"We all make mistakes, Carly. The important thing is that this city is filled with gorgeous men and the night is still young!"

Their words, their unwavering support, was exactly what I needed. Despite the chaos of the night, the hurt and anger I was feeling, I felt a sense of calmness enveloping me. I knew I would be okay, that I would move past this.

As we stumbled out of the bar, I felt a strange sense of relief. Despite the bitter taste of betrayal still fresh in my mouth, the warmth of my friends' support was stronger.

However, the toxic positivity didn’t seem to last as when the cab zipped through the city streets, the anger I had momentarily calmed came raging back with a vengeance.

My heart thudded in my chest as if trying to break free. My fists clenched and unclenched, the cold metal of my rings biting into my skin.

"Take me to this address!" I blurted out, handing the driver a piece of paper with Mr. Huge's address on it. The driver, a middle-aged man with a graying beard and kind eyes, jumped at my outburst.

He glanced at me through the rear-view mirror, his surprise evident.

"Sorry," I mumbled, my anger giving way to embarrassment.

"I didn't mean to yell."
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He nodded, accepting my apology with a small smile before turning his attention back to the road. As we drove, I could see the city lights reflecting off his glasses, their vibrant colors morphing into abstract patterns.

The cab screeched to a halt in front of Mr. Huge's building, a monolith of glass and steel that screamed wealth and power. My heart pounded in my chest as I stepped out of the cab, the cold night air biting at my bare arms. The pavement under my heels felt cold and unyielding, each step sending a jolt up my spine.

I fumbled with my purse, pulling out a wad of bills and handing it to the driver. He looked at me with a hint of concern in his eyes, but said nothing as he accepted the money and drove off, leaving me alone in front of Mr. Huge's building.

Summoning all the courage I could muster, I marched into the building, my heels clicking against the marble floor. The lobby was empty, save for the lone security guard who looked up in surprise as I stormed past him.

He called out, but I ignored him, my singular focus on reaching Mr. Huge's apartment.

Up in the elevator, the cold steel walls seemed to close in on me. My reflection in the mirror looked back at me, a disheveled figure in a once elegant dress, mascara smeared under her eyes. I felt a pang of sadness looking at her, knowing the pain and betrayal she was going through.

Stepping out of the elevator, I strode towards Mr. Huge's apartment, my heart pounding in my chest. The plush carpet muffled my footsteps, the opulent hallway echoing with the silence of the night.

With a deep breath, I knocked on his door.

A moment later, the door swung open to reveal Mr. Huge. He was in a navy blue robe, his hair tousled, looking utterly disheveled and still devastatingly handsome.

"Carly..." he began, surprise registering on his face.

"No," I cut him off, my words sharp as knives.

"You don't get to speak. Not after what you did. If you're ashamed to be with me, just say it."

He looked at me, stunned into silence. I could see the conflict in his eyes, the way he opened his mouth to say something, then closed it, his gaze averting.

"Carly," he finally said, his voice low.
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"I really like you. I do. And I'm really having fun. But I'm not sure where I can fit you in my life right now."

His words hit me like a punch to the gut. I stood there, frozen, as if his words had turned me to stone. I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes, threatening to spill over.

Without a word, I turned around and walked out of his apartment, my heels echoing in the silent hallway. The tears blurred my vision as I walked towards the elevator, my heart feeling as if it had been ripped out of my chest.

I stumbled out of the building and into the chilly night, my breaths coming out in shaky gasps. I hailed a cab, my fingers numb from the cold. As I slipped into the backseat, I couldn't help but let the tears fall, each one a testament to the hurt I was feeling.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE AIR SMELLED LIKE THE OCEAN as I stood on the deck of the yacht. It was a crisp spring day, the sea reflecting the azure sky, its surface glittering under the bright sun.

The sounds of the yacht party, the tinkling of glasses, laughter, and chattering, drifted from the inside. But I was content to be alone, enjoying the beauty of the view and the soothing rhythm of the waves.

My black, body-hugging dress felt cool against my skin, its sequins shimmering under the sunlight. My blonde curls were loose and wild, a stark contrast against my pale skin.

The past six months had brought many changes, and looking at my reflection in the glass door leading back to the party, I hardly recognized myself. My cheeks had a healthy flush, my eyes sparkled with a new-found zest for life.

I was brought out of my reverie by the sound of approaching footsteps. Turning around, I saw Charlene, looking radiant in a flowing white dress that highlighted her curves, and her fiancé, Garth Williamsburg, looking dapper in his navy-blue suit.

"Carly!" Charlene exclaimed, her voice brimming with joy as she approached me. Her hand went instinctively to her ring, a large diamond that sparkled in the sun.

"Look at it," she said, showing me the ring again.

"I helped pick it."

I smiled and admired the ring for the umpteenth time.

"It's beautiful. He really does have good taste."

Garth beamed at the compliment, his arm wrapping around Charlene's waist.

"Well, I had the best consultant," he said, nodding at her, his eyes full of love.

They then launched into the story of their meeting—a tale I had heard many times before and was getting tired of. The way Charlene's eyes lit up as she recounted the story, the way Garth's laughter echoed in the otherwise quiet surroundings, it was hard not to get caught up in their happiness.

Charlene was a gallerina, always on the move, attending gallery openings, and exhibitions. She met Garth at one such gallery opening.

Garth, a doctor, was there because of his love for art. They bonded over their shared passion and have been inseparable since then.

"I'm just so happy, Carly," she said, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. Garth pulled her closer, pressing a gentle kiss on her forehead.
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"I'm happy for you too," I said, meaning every word.

Charlene and Garth's happiness was contagious. Yet, it reminded me of my own loneliness. In the hustle of rebuilding my life, I had hardly had any time for romance. And the painful memories of Mr. Huge didn't help either.

"I think I'm going to have a smoke," I told them, my gaze turning back to the sea. I could feel their concerned eyes on me, but they said nothing.

Reaching for my purse, I pulled out a cigarette and a lighter. The flame danced in the breeze before it found its target, the end of the cigarette glowing as I took a long drag.

"Do you have a light?"

I turned around and was met by the last person I expected to see—Mr. Huge. I froze, my heart pounding in my chest, as I pulled out my lighter and flicked it open, the small flame flickering in the breeze.

He lit his cigarette, our hands brushing for a split second.

"You look great, Carly," he said, his eyes lingering on me. I was taken aback by the compliment, my cheeks warming under his gaze.

"Thank you," I managed to say, keeping my voice steady. But inside, I felt a whirlwind of emotions. Seeing him after all this time, it brought back memories I had tried so hard to forget. The yacht suddenly felt too small, and I found myself wishing we were already docked.

"What are you doing here?" he asked, the question seeming innocent. But I could see the curiosity in his eyes. He had a way of making me feel like I was the only person in the world, and it unnerved me.

"I was invited by Charlene," I explained, "It's her company's new gallery opening party."

I tilted my head, looking at him pointedly.

"And you?"

He hesitated before answering, which set off alarm bells in my head.
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"My fiancée... she really wanted to come," he finally said. My heart dropped at his words. His fiancée.

That's when I saw her. Amelia. Blonde, tall, modelesque, the woman I had seen with him at the restaurant that night. Her hand was on his arm, her diamond engagement ring catching the light. It felt like a punch to the gut.

"Good to see you again," I said, forcing a smile. I felt light-headed, and my legs seemed to give out beneath me. I stumbled, but managed to catch myself before I could fall.

"I need to go to the bathroom," I muttered, not waiting for a response. I could feel their eyes on me as I walked away, the cool ocean breeze doing nothing to alleviate the heat in my cheeks.

The bathroom was empty when I entered, the sound of my high heels clicking against the tile floor echoing in the silence. I leaned against the sink, gripping the edges tightly as I stared at my reflection in the mirror.

My normally bright eyes were glassy, my skin paler than usual.

I splashed water on my face, hoping it would help me regain my composure. But the sight of Amelia's ring kept flashing before my eyes, the diamond shining mockingly. I felt a lump in my throat, my heart aching with a pain I had thought was long gone.

"Pull yourself together, Carly," I whispered to my reflection, my voice shaky. The ship was still in the middle of the ocean, and all I wanted was for it to dock so I could escape this nightmare.

Later that night, I stood in front of my bathroom mirror, meticulously applying my nighttime skincare routine. The silky serum glided smoothly on my skin, the scent of lavender and chamomile filling the air. The routine provided me a sense of solace, a ritual that was mine, and mine alone.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang. My heart leaped in my chest. I wasn't expecting anyone, especially at this hour. Dabbing my lips with a layer of hydrating balm, I went to answer the door.

It was Mr. Huge, leaning on the doorframe, reeking of alcohol. His eyes were glossy, and his suit was wrinkled, a stark contrast to the put-together man I had seen earlier that day.

"Can we talk?" he slurred.

I was taken aback. Seeing him like this, so vulnerable and lost, tugged at my heartstrings. Against my better judgment, I stepped aside and let him in. He stumbled past me, clumsily kicking off his shoes and pacing around my living room.

"I fucking love you, Carly," he blurted out, stopping in his tracks to look at me, his gaze intense. His words hung heavy in the air, and I felt my heart twist painfully in my chest.

"But I don't know what to do," he added, running a hand through his hair, his expression a mix of frustration and despair. I stared at him, feeling a whirlwind of emotions.

His confession left me speechless. I felt my heart pounding in my chest, my stomach knotting. He loved me. Mr. Huge, the man who had so carelessly hurt me, loved me.

"You have a fiancée," I finally managed to say, my voice shaky.

"And you strung me along. You can't just come here and shit on my life again!"

The tension between us was palpable. His gaze never left mine as he stepped closer, the distance between us dwindling. We were so close I could smell his cologne mixed with the scent of alcohol. It was intoxicating.

Before I knew what was happening, he was kissing me, his hands cupping my face as he pulled me closer. I could taste the bitterness of alcohol on his lips, feel the desperation in his touch.

For a moment, I let myself get lost in the kiss, in the familiarity of his touch. But reality came crashing down, and I pushed him away. He looked at me, confusion etched on his face, but I was firm.

"You need to leave," I said, my voice stronger than I felt. He opened his mouth to say something, but I shook my head, pointing towards the door.

He hesitated for a moment before nodding, picking up his shoes and walking towards the door. I watched as he left, the door closing behind him leaving me alone in the silence of my apartment.
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Tears welled up in my eyes and before I knew it, I was crying. I slid down onto the floor, hugging my knees to my chest, letting the tears fall freely. My heart ached, a mix of anger, hurt, and a bitter sense of disappointment washing over me. The taste of his kiss still lingered on my lips, but all it brought was pain. It was a stark reminder of how complicated our relationship was.

As the night wore on, I found myself longing for the comfort of my bed. But sleep eluded me. My thoughts were consumed by Mr. Huge, his words echoing in my mind. Despite everything, I was still drawn to him. But I knew, deep down, that I couldn't let him back into my life.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, I found myself in a flurry of lights, makeup, and photographers for a photoshoot for the cover of my first book—a collection of my articles from my column, 'Sissies and the City.'

My heart thumped in my chest as I watched the creative team flit around the studio, adjusting lights and fiddling with props. I was nervous, so much so that I could feel the flutter of butterflies in my stomach.

The stylist, an effervescent woman named Lydia, was in the process of fixing my hair. Her nimble fingers skillfully twirled my blonde locks into cascading waves that fell over my shoulders. My outfit was a stunning, pastel pink dress that clung to my body in all the right places, enhancing my curves. The fabric felt cool and comfortable against my skin.

Suddenly, my eyes caught sight of a magazine lying on the makeup table. Amelia graced the cover, her sparkling engagement ring prominent in the frame. A pang of heartache tugged at my chest as I stared at her radiant smile, a stark reminder of what I could've had with Mr. Huge.

Sammy, who had been flitting around the studio making sure everything was perfect, noticed the sadness in my eyes. He quickly swooped in, grabbing the magazine and tossing it aside.

"Today is all about you, Carly," he reassured me, giving my hand a gentle squeeze. His voice was soft and comforting, a much-needed balm for my aching heart.

"About your book, your hard work. Don't let anything spoil this moment for you."

I nodded, taking a deep breath and forcing a smile. Sammy was right. I had worked hard to get here, and I wasn't going to let thoughts of Mr. Huge ruin my moment.

The photographer called for me, and I stepped onto the set. The lights were bright, illuminating the studio in a soft, warm glow. The scent of fresh paint from the backdrop mixed with the fragrant aroma of the flowers arranged around me.

I could hear the soft hum of the camera, the occasional murmur from the creative team, the steady click of the photographer's shutter.

I took my position, my heart pounding in my chest. The camera lens felt like a spotlight, scrutinizing every inch of me. But I swallowed my nerves and put on my best smile.
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I was Carly, the author, the columnist, the successful woman. I was not going to let my past define me.

As the photographer started shooting, I tried my best to focus on the moment. The soft rustling of my dress as I shifted positions, the cool air from the fans blowing gently against my skin, the soft jazz music playing in the background to set the mood.

But my mind kept drifting back to the magazine cover, to Amelia's glowing face, to Mr. Huge.

But with Sammy's supportive presence and the encouraging words of the creative team, I managed to pull through. The photoshoot went on for hours, but when it was finally over, I felt a sense of accomplishment. I had done it. Despite the odds, I had pushed through.

A week later, I found myself standing at a bus stop in the heart of New York City, the hustle and bustle of the city alive around me. Sammy, Charlene, and Meredith stood beside me, each of us holding champagne glasses filled with sparkling golden liquid.

We were all decked out in our finest attire, anticipating the arrival of a city bus. But this wasn't just any bus, this was the bus carrying the ad for my book, with my face on it. A true testament to my triumphs and the start of a new chapter in my life.

The taste of anticipation was palpable in the air, the smell of hot asphalt and city grime mixed with the delicate floral fragrance wafting from Charlene's perfume.

Sammy was all sharp angles in his black suit, his eyes sparkling with excitement. Charlene was a vision in a classy white dress that accentuated her curves, her engagement ring sparkling in the daylight.

Meredith was dressed in a cool blue outfit, her usually bright eyes somber as she held her champagne glass in a tight grip.

As the minutes ticked by, I felt a pang of unease. It was also the day of Mr. Huge's wedding with Amelia. My heart clenched at the thought, but I was determined not to let it get to me. The sounds of the city, the honking horns, the chatter of pedestrians, all faded to a dull buzz as I voiced my thoughts out loud.

"It's also the day of Mr. Huge's wedding," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. But in the silence of our little group, it felt like a shout.

My friends exchanged glances, and then Charlene stepped forward, her hand gripping mine tightly.

"Carly, you are an amazing woman," she said, her voice steady and clear.

"Don't let the thought of him bring you down, especially not today. This is your day."

The rest chimed in with supportive words, their voices a symphony of reassurance and love. Meredith's comforting words echoed Charlene's sentiment, while Sammy, ever the jester, broke the tension with his joke.

"Cheers to the start of Carly's iconic life as a bestselling author and Mr. Huge's demise!" he quipped, raising his champagne glass.
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Just as our laughter was starting to die down, the sound of a bus engine roared in the distance. The noise got louder, and then, there it was. The bus, adorned with the cover of my book, my face staring back at us.

Our cheers echoed down the street as we clinked our glasses, the sharp sound blending with the city noise. I felt my heart pound in my chest, my eyes welling up with tears as I saw my face on the side of the bus.

It was an indescribable feeling, a mixture of pride, joy, and a hint of relief. I had made it.

Half an hour later, with spring unfolding around me, I found myself weaving my way through the heart of Manhattan, ignoring the flurry of calls and messages from my friends who were inviting me for a drink.

They thought I was meeting my publisher, but the truth was, I was on my way to the Plaza Hotel, intending to watch Mr. Huge and Amelia in their newly wedded bliss.

The city felt electric around me, the smell of damp earth and fresh blooms wafting in the breeze. As I neared the Plaza Hotel, my heart hammered in my chest, the sense of dread, and yet, a perverse desire to see him overrode any rational thoughts.
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I stood at a distance, watching the procession of shiny cars, elegantly dressed people. I continued walking, my pace steady, my mind lost in thoughts.

Manhattan was blooming around me, the trees lining the streets adorned with fresh, green leaves, flowers blooming in every direction. It was beautiful and sad at the same time. Beautiful because it was spring, the season of renewal. Sad because it mirrored my life so closely.

The seasons in Manhattan, much like Mr. Huge's feelings, were fleeting. It could be scorching hot one summer, then unbearably cold the next winter. And then spring arrives, bearing new life and hope.

I could feel the wind brushing past my face, carrying the scents of the city—the hot dogs from the corner stand, the heady aroma of blooming flowers, and the musty smell of the city itself.

In my self-reflection, I wasn't paying attention to where I was going. My thoughts were interrupted by a sudden bump. I stumbled, looking down to see a familiar object on the ground. It was a copy of my book.

Then I saw him. Mr. Huge, his eyes red, tears streaming down his face.
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"I just read your book," he said, his voice breaking.

"I couldn't do it. I had to get out of there."

My heart pounded in my chest.

"What do you mean?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

He took a deep breath, his eyes never leaving mine.

"Carly, you're the one. It's always been you."

His words hung in the air between us, heavy and meaningful. I was speechless, my mind spinning, unable to process what he just said. My heart was a cacophony of emotions—surprise, confusion, a hint of joy.

We were standing in the middle of the sidewalk, the city bustling around us, yet it felt like we were the only ones there. It was just Mr. Huge and me, sharing a moment so intimate, so personal, that it felt surreal.

And then, he stepped forward, his hand reaching out to gently cradle my face. Our gazes locked, our faces inches apart, the world around us faded into a mere background noise.

And then, he kissed me.

The city of Manhattan, in its full spring bloom, bore witness to our reunion. It was a connection born out of pain, heartbreak, and a sense of longing, but it was love nonetheless.

In the heart of the city that never sleeps, I found my love. My Mr. Huge.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

SO MUCH HAD CHANGED since that spring day on the streets of Manhattan. Charlene, my radiant, beautiful friend, had finally married Garth, a man who treated her like the queen she was. It was a wedding made for the glossy pages of Blushing Brides magazine, where she graced the cover as the first transgender woman, inspiring many others who saw their reflections in her story.

Meredith, the backbone of our group, had found a new kind of happiness. The firm, to our collective relief, had welcomed her transition with open arms, and her relationship with Steven had blossomed into something deeper, more meaningful. They were planning to adopt, and the thought of Meredith as a mother brought a smile to my face.

Sammy, our very own non-binary hero, continued to live life on their own terms, exploring the depths and intricacies of love and sex, all while hosting a popular TV show featuring the city's most vibrant drag queens. Seeing Sammy thrive in their element was a beautiful sight.
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And there I was, Carly, nervously gripping Mr. Huge's hand as we made our way to his parents' house. The butterflies in my stomach were a chaotic mix of anxiety and excitement, but mostly, there was happiness.

Mr. Huge had come a long way from the man who was once afraid to introduce me to his friends, to the man who was now taking me to meet his family.

It felt monumental, a huge leap in our relationship, a testament to how far we had come. To others, it might seem like a normal step in a relationship, but to me, it was monumental.

I couldn't help but think back to that spring day on the streets of Manhattan. The seasons had changed, but my love for Mr. Huge was as enduring as the city itself.
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I was ready for this new chapter, ready to step into the future with the man I loved.

As we walked towards the house, I squeezed his hand, offering him a reassuring smile. His parents awaited, and I knew, deep down, they'd love me just as much as I loved their son.

Because I was no longer just Carl, the sissy navigating the city and its men, but Carly, the woman who had finally found love in the most unexpected place.

And that, to me, was more than enough.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Sissies and the City? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Girlification 1.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Sissified in Mars

From a small male Earthling to the Queen of Mars, I, Elona Max, will tell you a story of Love, Sacrifice, and the Power of the Feminine Spirit.

Story 2 – Let’s Get Physical

With the help of my workmates from the Big Boys gym, I didn’t only unleash the talent I had for creating choreography, but I also discovered that I had the perfect body for tight pink leggings and sports bra.

Story 3 – Dangerous Disguise

The death toll was rising and I had to do something. With a series of ignored killings, I decided to go undercover and find the criminal in my blonde wig and high-heeled boots.

Story 4 – New Wardrobe

As I slipped into the character of Bonnie, I found myself captivated by the art of transformation. With each layer of makeup, every stroke of the brush, and the careful selection of wigs, lingerie, and clothing, I felt my true self emerging. The sensation of satin against my skin and the gentle sway of my hips in a skirt awakened a desire that I couldn't ignore.

Story 5 – Cyber Babe

As I became more and more obsessed with her, I found myself dressing up and transforming into her, embracing every curve and stitch of her digital persona.

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 Girlification 1
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“No! You’re a man! You have to plow the field, milk the cow, and carry these stacks of hay!”

Read The Farmer’s Daughter


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: ]



Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.

[image: ]

Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


Sissy Store
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Many of my readers love dressing up. What inspired me to create the Sissy Store is the e-mails I’ve received from them wanting to emulate the characters in my story.

And the best way to do that? Dressing up of course! That’s why I made the Sissy Store, it’s a curation of my favorite finds online to provide you with an easier time in shopping for the best outfits available.

From wigs, breastplates, stockings, and down to shoes, toys, uniforms, lingerie, and more, you’ll find everything you need!

Visit The Sissy Store


Other Titles

[image: ]

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

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: ]

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

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

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

Read Feminizing You

[image: ]

“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 Sissies and the City – A Feminization and Transgender Transformation Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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