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Introduction

“Three boys who were destined to be sweet babes.”

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

∞∞∞

Story 1 – Maid For Love

“I love my fiancé so much. I’ll do anything for her, even if it meant being humiliated while wearing a rubber maid dress.”

Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company.

Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams. But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City

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

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?"

Story 3 – All Made Up

“You can’t be serious. How can I become an Avon Lady when I’m CLEARLY a guy?”

Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.

Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 1
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THE WORLD WAS PAINTED in hues of twilight and dreams that night, a night filled with the enticing scent of the future. Sitting at my desk, I, Ivan Schofield, could hardly focus on the glare of the laptop screen before me.

My fingertips gingerly traced the surface of the touchscreen, scrolling through the myriad of diamond rings on display. I was looking for the perfect symbol of love, of promise, a whisper of the life I planned to share with Charlotte.

Her laughter chimed through the shared living room, the melody of her amusement curling around the edges of the air. I could hear the sizzle of frying bacon, the sound effect from a cooking TikTok she was no doubt watching.

[image: hot chocolate]

The sugary aroma of her hot chocolate wafted through the room, tinged with the slight bitterness of the dark chocolate she loved. The scent was warm, sweet, a touch of comfort that embraced my senses, whispering of the familiarity that was our shared life.

I wore a loose blue shirt that night, the fabric soft against my skin. A pair of comfortable, faded jeans hugged my slim hips and long legs. The ring of my coffee cup was cold against my lips as I sipped, the bitter liquid a stark contrast to the sweet scent that pervaded our apartment.

Charlotte was engrossed in her screen, oblivious to my clandestine quest. She wore a pastel pink sweater that hung loosely from her shoulders, a pair of comfy gray sweats billowing around her slender legs.

Her hair, a cascade of auburn waves, was held back from her face by a pink bandana, her green eyes glinting with the glow from her phone.

"Are you working late again, babe?" she called, her voice lacing through the distance between us. A sense of worry furrowed her brows, the lines softened by the diffused lamplight that painted our humble dwelling in hues of coziness.

"Hmm, yes. Just some unfinished business." I gave her a reassuring smile, closing the tab quickly before she could walk over. The lie tasted sour on my tongue, yet the need to keep my mission a secret justified it, or so I convinced myself.

Over the course of the next week, the ring became an obsession, the symbol of our shared future. I would feel its phantom weight in my pocket, hear the echo of a question yet asked, taste the excitement that bloomed at the thought of her response.

All the while, Charlotte remained oblivious to my plans, her joy tied up in the latest internet recipe she was trying out.

One day, I had to work late at the adult toy store where I was an accountant. Amidst the cheeky merchandise and risqué advertisements, I found solace in numbers, the rhythmic dance of digits as they weaved tales of profit and loss.

[image: (((handsome blonde male))) (((25-years-old))) (((w]

The store had a particular scent, a mix of rubber, silicon, and new product smell, one that oddly comforted me. As I looked through the store window, the Boston city lights blurred into a beautiful mosaic, a myriad of life that unfolded before my very eyes.

Coming home that night, the smell of lasagna greeted me, rich and heady, with the soft background notes of baked bread and vanilla scented candles. I could hear the clink of cutlery and the hum of her voice as she chattered away on the phone with a friend, her laughter playing a sweet symphony in my ears.

Before meeting her, I already considered marriage to be out of the cards—that it was too consuming. But then, nobody has ever made me feel like I needed to marry someone in my life. I knew she was the one.

The next day was one of the happiest moments of my life. It was a Sunday, the day I had decided to ask Charlotte to be my wife. I had woken up early that morning, the weight of my secret heavier than ever, tucked away in the pocket of my black dress pants. My heart was beating out a wild rhythm in my chest, like a restless bird eager to take flight.

My cotton white shirt clung lightly to my skin, still fresh from a shower. I wore a blue necktie with intricate paisley prints, an old favorite of hers. My blonde hair was combed back meticulously, the soft strands reflecting the soft morning light pouring in from the window.

She was still sleeping, cocooned in the warmth of our bed. I stood there, taking in the sight of her. The soft morning light spilled across her face, highlighting her soft features, her lashes fanned out against her cheeks, her auburn hair spread out across the pillow like a fiery halo.

The scent of fresh brownies, purchased from a bakery around the corner, wafted up from the box I held in my hands. It mixed with the faint floral scent of her perfume that still lingered in the room from the night before.

"Babe," I called softly, gently shaking her awake.

"There's a surprise for you in the kitchen."

Her eyes fluttered open, confusion clouding them for a moment before the glint of excitement took over. She was still in her nightgown, a silken cream piece that contrasted with her auburn hair and hugged her body in a flattering manner.

Her bare feet padded against the wooden floor as she made her way to the kitchen, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee hitting our senses.

I watched as she lifted the lid of the brownie box, her eyes lighting up at the sight of the diamond ring nestled amongst the treats. The Tiffany Setting of the ring glittered in the soft morning light, its beauty only rivaled by the astonished look on her face.

The ring was more than just a piece of jewelry, it was the culmination of my love, my promise to her.

[image: engagement ring sitting in box of brownies]

“Is this...?" She couldn't finish the sentence, her voice choked with emotions, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears.

I took a step closer, the scent of her shampoo, a sweet floral scent that always reminded me of spring, wafted into my senses, grounding me. I gently took the ring out of the box, presenting it to her.

"Charlotte, will you marry me?" I asked, the words hanging heavy in the air around us. I could hear my heartbeat thudding in my ears, the tension wrapping around me like a tight coil.

"Yes, yes, yes!" she shrieked, launching herself into my arms. The force of her happiness hitting me like a wave. Her lips met mine in a sweet, passionate kiss, the taste of her joy, tangy and electrifying on my tongue.

I could hear her soft laughter against my mouth, feel her fingers in my hair, anchoring me to the moment.

We danced around the kitchen, the scent of coffee and brownies and her filling up the room. The soft rustle of her nightgown against my dress pants, the feel of her body against mine, and the sound of her laughter, were the notes to a melody that only we knew.

Our hearts were in synchrony, beating in a rhythm that sang of the love we shared.

“I love you,” she whispered, her breath warm against my neck, her words wrapping around me like a comforting blanket.

“I love you too,” I replied, holding her close, her words echoing in the silent chambers of my heart.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

WHEN I ARRIVED AT WORK, a sense of nervous excitement had taken up residence in the pit of my stomach. I was brimming with the news, the promise of a shared future with Charlotte reflected in the gleam in my eyes.

The glow of her acceptance hadn't dimmed. Instead, it blazed like a bonfire, a constant reminder of the profound joy I had experienced.

I dressed in my best that day—a tailored navy-blue suit that complemented my blonde hair and light complexion. My white shirt was crisp and clean, the cuffs peeking out from under my suit jacket.

A matching navy-blue tie, with subtle silver stripes, completed the ensemble.

My leather shoes clicked rhythmically against the pavement as I walked to work, the sound reverberating around me. Boston was awake, the city bustling with people on their way to work, the coffee shops humming with activity.

I could smell the scent of rain from the night before, the fresh, earthy aroma mixing with the more urban notes of coffee and car exhaust.
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As I entered the adult toy store, a bell chimed cheerily, its sound floating in the air. The distinctive scent of the store, a blend of rubber and new product smell, greeted me. The store was filled with all kinds of fascinating items, each with a story to tell, yet my mind was focused on sharing my own tale of happiness.

“Morning, Ivan!” my colleague, Mark, greeted me, his booming voice echoing through the room. He was already seated at his desk, a cup of steaming coffee in his hand.

Mark was a burly man, always dressed in graphic tees and worn-out jeans, a stark contrast to my buttoned-up appearance.

"Good morning, Mark," I replied, my voice carrying a note of excitement that I couldn't suppress.

The grin on my face must have given away my joy, because Mark's eyes narrowed, a mischievous glint appearing.

“Spill it, Ivan. What's the good news?” he prodded, his curiosity piqued.

"I... Charlotte said yes." I said, the words tumbling out of me, light and airy, like bubbles rising to the surface. I could still feel the echo of her 'yes' in my ears, a sweet symphony that played on repeat.

His face split into a grin, his brown eyes twinkling with delight. "That's fantastic! Congratulations!" He exclaimed, reaching over to give me a hearty pat on the back.

The day carried on in its usual rhythm, yet the air seemed lighter, the colors brighter. As I crunched numbers and filed reports, I could taste the sweet tang of my triumph, feel the swell of happiness that surged within me.

The congratulatory words from my colleagues were like music to my ears, their shared excitement adding to the symphony of my joy.

Throughout the day, I found myself lost in the memory of her acceptance. I could still see the surprise on her face, still feel her soft lips against mine, still taste the sweetness of her happiness.
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Even amidst the rubber toys and risqué merchandise, my heart was brimming with the aroma of love, the scent intoxicating.

As the day came to a close, the glow of the setting sun painted the Boston skyline in hues of orange and purple, the city bathed in an ethereal light.

The rhythmic chatter of the city, the honking of cars, the chatter of people, and the smell of food from the nearby restaurants—all of it was background noise to the melody of my joy.

Later that night, as the world outside surrendered to the gentle lullaby of the night, Charlotte and I found ourselves tangled in a cocoon of warmth. I could feel her slender body pressed against mine, the rhythm of her heart a soothing melody against the silence of our apartment.

We were in our nightwear, the soft fabric of my plain gray t-shirt brushing against the delicate lace of her white nightgown. My fingers traced idle patterns on her bare arm, her skin soft and warm against mine. The faint scent of her vanilla-scented body lotion wafted up, mixing with the familiar scent of our shared bed linen.

Our shared laughter and whispered words filled the silence, a symphony of intimacy that was exclusive to us. I could feel her body shake with suppressed laughter, taste the sweet notes of happiness that were shared with every kiss.

"I have been looking at some wedding gowns," she confessed, her fingers lightly tapping against her phone screen. The soft light from her screen painted her face, her green eyes sparkling with an amalgamation of excitement and uncertainty.

I looked down at her screen, a parade of stunning gowns, each more magnificent than the last, was displayed on it. The images brought with them a scent of luxury, a whirlwind of satin and lace and beautiful craftsmanship.

“They’re... they’re pretty expensive,” she hesitated, her voice soft.

“I hope you don’t mind.”

"Charlotte," I whispered, pulling her closer, our bodies molding together as if they were two halves of a whole. The warmth from her body seeped into mine, a comforting balm to the sudden rush of worry that crept into my heart.

"Anything for you, babe. I got it."

Her eyes welled up with tears, the droplets glittering in the soft light. They spilled over, tracing a wet path down her cheeks. She buried her face in my chest, her soft sobs muffled against the fabric of my shirt. The scent of her shampoo, mixed with the salty tang of her tears, filled my nostrils, anchoring me to the moment.
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"You mean so much to me," she mumbled, her voice hoarse with emotions.

"And you to me," I whispered back, my fingers gently brushing away the strands of hair from her face.

We lay like that for a while, our bodies entwined, our hearts beating in a rhythm that sang of the love we shared. Our shared warmth was a comforting blanket against the cool Boston night, our whispers a sweet lullaby that wove stories of a future we were eager to explore.

The scent of our shared space, a mix of our cologne and perfume, the smell of the dinner we had cooked earlier, and the scent of the night outside, all added to the melody of our love. I could taste the sweetness of her lips, the tang of her tears, the comforting taste of her warmth.

I could feel her fingers tracing patterns on my skin, her breath ghosting over my neck, her heart beating against mine.

As sleep claimed us, the promise of a shared tomorrow wrapped around us like a comforting blanket.

Fast forward three months, my life was a whirlwind of wedding plans, work commitments, and unending happiness. Everything seemed perfect, an idyllic picture of a man on the brink of a beautiful future with the woman he loved.

I was that man. But, as I would soon learn, sometimes the perfect picture can reveal unseen cracks when you look closer.

One cool Tuesday, seated in my corner office, my hands buried in my blonde locks, I stared down at the sales reports that were spread across my desk.

Numbers, once a source of satisfaction, were turning into monsters. There was an unmistakable downturn, a pit in the graphs that refused to be ignored.

My pulse quickened, and a cold shiver trickled down my spine, the fabric of my grey dress shirt suddenly feeling too tight against my skin.

"What's happening?" I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper. My gaze was fixed on the plummeting figures, their stark reality piercing through the protective bubble of my happiness. The taste of panic, sharp and metallic, crept up my throat.

Taking a deep breath, I dialed the owner's number, the metallic cold of the phone against my ear a stark contrast to the warmth of the room. My finger tapped anxiously on the mahogany desk, a rhythmic counterpart to the pulsing fear in my veins.

“Hi, it’s Ivan,” I said, as soon as the call was answered, my voice echoing in the quiet office.

“I’m looking at the sales reports. There's a sharp decline. What’s happening?”

The owner, a middle-aged man with a gruff voice, sighed on the other end.

"Yeah, no matter how much marketing we do, we can't compete with the prices from China. We're doing everything we can."

The phone line hummed, a grim soundtrack to the revelation. The room spun around me, the walls of my office closing in, the scent of printed paper and cold coffee amplifying the sense of dread that was creeping in.

The suit that had felt comfortable in the morning now felt like a straitjacket, trapping me in a situation I didn't want to be in.

Memories flashed before my eyes—the dazzling smile on Charlotte's face when I proposed, the way her eyes sparkled when she showed me her selection of wedding gowns, her whispered words of love.

Suddenly, the magnitude of what I had promised, the life I wanted to give her, seemed daunting, the weight of the responsibility pressing heavily on my chest.

The thoughts of the unpaid ring and the expensive dress she had chosen swirled in my mind. The fear of losing my job, once a distant concern, now loomed large and ominous.

How was I going to pay for all this, especially with the sales taking a hit?

How was I going to provide for Charlotte?

I could taste the bitter tang of worry, my tongue suddenly dry.

As I ended the call, I leaned back in my chair, the soft leather creaking under my weight. I stared out of the window, the bustling Boston cityscape looking distant and insignificant.

The smell of the city, mixed with the lingering scent of my cologne, was a harsh contrast to the sour taste of anxiety that filled my mouth.
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That evening found me in our apartment, a cold beer can cradled in my hand, my gaze fixated on my fiance. The artificial lighting cast her in a warm glow, making her hair shine and her eyes twinkle. She was perched on our couch, her phone held to her ear, animatedly discussing wedding plans with her mother.

Her excitement was a contrast to the turmoil inside me. The dull metallic taste of the beer was a counterpoint to the sweetness that was Charlotte's enthusiasm. The scent of the cold drink, with its notes of malt and hops, somehow sharpened the pangs of anxiety twisting my insides.

I was casually dressed in a pair of worn-out jeans and a faded Red Sox t-shirt, a far cry from the crisp suits I donned for work. The fabric of my clothes, though comfortable and familiar, did little to ease the tension that had wound itself around me.

She looked ethereal in a simple white sundress, her bare feet tucked under her as she laughed at something her mother had said. The sight of her, so vibrant and full of life, amplified the pressure I felt to make sure our future was secure.

A part of me entertained the thought of leaving Eros Toys, seeking employment elsewhere that could offer a more stable financial future. But I was loyal to the company, to the owner who had taken a chance on me ten years ago, right out of college. I'd been with them before I even met Charlotte. The thought of leaving felt like abandoning a family.

The loyalty I felt towards Eros Toys was not just professional; it was personal. The company had given me a chance when others hadn't. The thought of abandoning it now, when things were getting tough, felt like betrayal.

I could still remember the first day I walked into the store, the smell of fresh paint and new products, the nervous flutter in my stomach, the taste of excitement on my tongue.

My heart pounded in my chest as I looked around our apartment, the place we had made our home. The soft sound of her laughter, the smell of the lasagna we had for dinner still lingering, the sight of our pictures adorning the walls—everything was a testament to the life we were building together.

The thought of disrupting this beautiful harmony with financial concerns felt like an affront to the love we shared.

I took another swig of the beer, the cold liquid doing little to douse the flames of my worry. I could taste the bitterness, feel the cold can against my palm, hear the faint fizzing sound, and smell the unique aroma of the drink.

But my senses were dominated by the sight of her—so happy, so oblivious to the storm brewing in my mind.

As I watched her laugh and discuss flower arrangements and cake designs, I knew that whatever I decided to do, I had to do it for us. I loved her too much to let my fears and insecurities dictate our future.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS LATER, I found myself in a hushed conference room, its stifling air filled with the scent of stale coffee and quiet tension. Across the table was Mark, frowning at the monthly reports. The numbers painted a bleak picture. The low hum of the air conditioner was the only sound breaking the uneasy silence.

"We need to turn this around," I said, the taste of worry lingering in my mouth.

"We can't continue this downward spiral."
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He nodded, rubbing his stubbled chin. He was dressed in a crisp white shirt and dark trousers, his usual business attire.

"Yeah, man. I can’t lose my job."

I could see the strain on his face, the sharp lines that had formed around his eyes, the uncharacteristic slump in his posture. His voice, usually confident and assertive, held a hint of defeat. The aroma of the black coffee he sipped every morning was a stark contrast to the bitter reality we were facing.

The door of the conference room swung open and in walked the owner, a stooped man in his seventies, his thinning hair combed neatly to the side. He was closely followed by a figure I didn’t recognize, a man who had the aura of a storm about him.

The tall, imposing figure was undeniably handsome, with dark hair, sharp features, and piercing blue eyes. He wore a finely tailored suit that spoke volumes about his taste and affluence.

The owner cleared his throat, his voice gruff as he addressed the room, "Everyone, this is my son, Clark Brown."

A collective gasp filled the room as recognition dawned on the faces of my colleagues. Clark Brown, the successful investor, the former marketing head of Coca-Cola, was now part of our team.

I could hear the murmurs of approval and surprise that swept through the room like a breeze. I could see the excitement on the faces of my colleagues, especially the women, who couldn’t help but swoon at the sight of the new arrival.

The room was suddenly infused with new energy, the dull air replaced by a rush of excitement.

"Hello, everyone," Clark said, his voice smooth and confident. His gaze swept over us, his piercing blue eyes sparkling with determination. The smell of his cologne, a fresh, oceanic scent, filled the room, adding a new layer to the office's aroma.

I found myself staring at him, my eyes tracing his sharp features. He was certainly a striking figure, his presence alone enough to stir up hope in the hearts of the team. My heart pounded in my chest, the flutter of new possibility mingling with the fear of the unknown.

The taste of my own coffee had grown cold and bitter in my mouth, its once soothing aroma now a harsh reminder of the reality we were in. My gaze drifted back to the sales figures, their hard truth standing in stark contrast to the excitement that Clark’s arrival had stirred.

"First of all, I want to say this," Clark began, his voice resonating through the room.

"Our products are not just good; they are great. We have something unique here at Eros Toys, and I genuinely believe in our potential."

His words echoed off the walls, their conviction creating a ripple of hope that swept through the room. The scent of determination hung heavy in the air, overpowering the usual aroma of stale coffee.

"But," he continued, his gaze piercing through each of us, "we cannot deny the fact that our company is in peril. Our sales are plunging, and if we don't act now, we risk losing everything we've worked hard to build."
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His honesty was brutal, yet necessary. A bitter pill we all had to swallow. His words tasted harsh on our tongues, yet they instilled a sense of urgency and determination in our hearts.

"I am here to change that," he declared, his voice steady and resolute.

"Under my watch, we will bring this company back from the brink of disaster. But for that, we will have to change. We will have to adapt. We will have to grow."

There was a murmur of approval in the room. I could see the determination etched on my colleagues' faces. Their eyes held a new spark, a reflection of the fire he was igniting in all of us.

"I won't lie to you; this won't be easy," he warned.

"There will be changes. Major changes. Some may be difficult to accept. But they are necessary if we want to survive, to thrive."

His honesty was appreciated. I could taste its truth, the grittiness of it forcing us to face the reality we had been avoiding. The scent of change was in the air, overpowering and slightly terrifying, yet filled with promise.

"Are you guys with me?" he asked, his gaze sweeping across the room, locking onto each of us.

A unanimous chorus of assent rose from us, filling the room with a symphony of hope and determination. The taste of this newfound resolve was sweet, a welcome contrast to the bitterness of our recent past.

"I want you all to know that I believe in this team," he said, his voice resonating with sincerity.

"We have a challenge ahead of us, yes. But together, we can overcome it. We can turn this company around. We can reclaim the success that Eros Toys deserves."

His voice echoed in the room, his words embedding themselves in our hearts. The taste of his conviction was strong and potent, a necessary antidote to the despair that had been threatening to consume us. The scent of new beginnings was starting to replace the stench of failure.

Three days later, I was making my way back from the office’s bathroom when I spotted Clark in one of the product rooms. Light streamed through the large windows, casting an ethereal glow on his silhouette.

He was hunched over a table filled with new arrivals, his interest evident in the careful way he examined each item.

"Hey, come here!" he called out, spotting me in the hallway.

With a jolt of surprise, I approached, curiosity tingling in my veins. The scent of fresh cardboard and new silicone wafted in the air as I entered the room.

He was holding a dildo adorned with gentle spikes of different rainbow colors. A bizarre and yet fascinating piece, a testament to our company's knack for the unconventional.

"Don't you think it's fun?" he asked, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

"Your people will enjoy it, right?"

For a moment, I was taken aback. I blinked at him, my mind scrambling to make sense of his assumption. Clark's gaze was expectant, a slight smile playing on his lips as he waited for my response.

Chuckling, I shook my head.

"Sorry, man," I said, the taste of amusement sweet on my tongue.

"I won't have any idea. I'd never put anything up the butt."

The room was suddenly plunged into silence. His face turned a shade of crimson that would make a stop sign envious.

"Fuck, I'm sorry," he muttered, embarrassment written all over his face. His eyes widened in mortification, and I could almost taste the salt of his shame.

"What's your name again?" he asked, attempting to recover from his blunder. The mischievous glint in his eyes had been replaced by a look of genuine contrition.

"Ivan," I responded, extending my hand.

"Ivan Schofield. I'm the accountant."

"Ivan," he repeated, shaking my hand.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make any assumptions."

His apology was sincere, and I couldn't help but forgive him. The smell of embarrassment still hung in the air, but his honest mistake added a sense of lightness to the situation.

"It's alright," I reassured him, my words puncturing the tension in the room. The taste of his apology was still lingering in the air, a reminder of the candid moment we just shared.

His relieved sigh echoed through the room as the blush gradually faded from his face. His eyes met mine again, this time with a newfound respect.

A week later, I found myself ensnared in a web of figures and balance sheets, slogging through the office cafeteria's chilly embrace, my sole company a late lunch of chicken Caesar salad and lukewarm coffee. It was the dreaded end-of-month reconciliation; a task that tested both my patience and sanity.
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"Pretty late for lunch, working hard, eh?" came a voice from behind me.

The unexpected interruption caused me to jump slightly, my fork clinking against the porcelain plate. Turning around, I found Clark standing there, a tray of food in his hands.

"Yeah," I responded, running a hand through my disheveled blond hair.

"I've got a lot on my plate—literally and figuratively."

He chuckled, his laughter a refreshing melody against the quiet hum of the cafeteria. He slipped into the seat opposite me, setting down his tray. I watched as he neatly arranged his food, the organized layout a stark contrast to the chaotic mess of mine.

"You know, you don't have to shoulder all this by yourself," he said, his gaze meeting mine across the table. His words echoed in the room, a gentle reminder of our collective struggle.

"I don't want to add to the company's burden," I explained, the words slipping out before I could stop them. The scent of worry and fear of uncertainty wafted off me, sharp and distinct amidst the lingering aroma of food and disinfectant.

He nodded, his gaze softening.

"I get it. We all have our reasons. And I promise you, I've got a plan in place. We're going to turn this around."

Something in his tone made me believe him, the sincerity in his words washing over me, cleansing me of my worries. A hint of optimism sparked within me, a tiny flame ignited by his unwavering confidence.

"I just proposed to my girlfriend," I confessed, the words spilling out in a rush.

"I can't afford to lose this job or switch companies right now. I need the stability."

His eyes widened in surprise before a broad smile took over his face.

"Congratulations!" He exclaimed, reaching over the table to pat my shoulder.

"That's wonderful news."

"Thanks," I said, my smile genuine.

"It's just... the timing, you know? With everything going on... It's stressful."

"I understand," he said, his gaze never leaving mine.

"And I promise you, we'll weather this storm. I got you."

Something in his words resonated with me. A reassurance, a promise—something I hadn't felt for a while. I watched as he picked at his food, his actions surprisingly graceful. The scent of his food mingled with the sterile smell of the cafeteria, creating a peculiar, yet oddly comforting, mixture.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

ONE MONTH LATER, we were all gathered in the meeting room, seated around the long, oak table. The air was thick with anticipation. Clark had called for an emergency meeting, and his steely gaze signaled the gravity of the matter at hand.

"Alright, folks," he began, his voice echoing off the walls. His button-down shirt, the color of morning sky, was rolled to the elbows, giving him a casual yet determined air.

"It's game time."

A murmur of agreement filled the room. The scent of freshly brewed coffee and a hint of anxiety hung in the air, lingering over our heads like an invisible cloud.

"First off, I'd like to commend everyone for their hard work over the past few weeks," he continued.

"Our new products and marketing strategies have definitely helped, but it's not enough."

A palpable silence followed his words, broken only by the hum of the air conditioning. The bitter truth had been spoken, yet there was something about his tone, an undercurrent of hope, that made us lean in, waiting for his next words.

"To keep everyone employed," he said, "and to make Eros Toys more appealing to our clientele, we need to step up our game. We need to make this brand interactive."

At this point, he paused, allowing his words to sink in. The room was thick with suspense, everyone hanging onto his every word, our senses heightened.

"I propose converting one of my commercial spaces into 'Eros Place.' It will be a haven for our clients, a kink-positive mini-hotel and restaurant exclusive for kinksters."

His words hung in the air, a moment of silence that felt like an eternity. And then, a collective gasp broke the silence. The buzz of excitement was palpable, the aroma of possibility intoxicating.

"Woah, that's exciting!" someone exclaimed. A chorus of agreement followed, the room alive with an energy I had not felt in a long time.
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I couldn't help but admire his intelligence. His vision was bold, daring, and just what we needed.

"You're brilliant, Clark," I said, my voice loud and clear amidst the commotion.

He looked at me, his eyes twinkling with a sense of purpose.

"Thank you," he said. His gratitude was genuine, a rarity in an industry that often valued profit over people.

As the meeting continued, his plans started to take shape. Each detail, each strategy, painted a vivid picture of a future filled with promise. Clark's words filled the room, a symphony of hope that seeped into our very bones.

That day, as we left the meeting room, we carried with us a renewed sense of purpose. His vision for Eros Place was bold and daunting, but it was a beacon of hope in our otherwise dire situation.

My day at the office had begun as any other. I was settled into the symphony of clicking keyboards, the hushed voices and occasional laughter that provided a comforting background noise. The scent of my mid-morning coffee still lingered in the air, merging with the familiar aroma of paper and the faint scent of cleaning products.

Two hours later, the phone on my desk buzzed, the vibration rattling against the polished wooden surface. Charlotte's name flashed across the screen.

"Hey, babe," I greeted, balancing the phone between my shoulder and my ear, my eyes still glued to the spreadsheet on my computer screen.

"Hey," her voice floated to my ear, as soothing as the melody of a gentle stream.

"How's work?"

"Same old, same old," I replied, my hands dancing across the keyboard. I could hear the familiar hum of her voice, as comforting as a warm cup of cocoa on a chilly evening.

"What do you want for dinner?" she asked, her question pulling me away from the numbers and figures on my screen. The thought of dinner stirred my taste buds, images of her delectable dishes playing in my mind.

"I'll leave it to you, babe," I told her, the prospect of a surprise meal from Charlotte already making my mouth water. Her cooking was something I looked forward to every day, an oasis of pleasure in the arid desert of accounting and balance sheets.

Just as I was about to end the call, an email notification popped up on my screen. The subject line read, "Assessment Meeting – After Lunch". My heart froze, the chill seeping into my veins. My breath hitched, a lump forming in my throat.

"Babe," I said, my voice barely a whisper.

"I have to go."

And just like that, I hung up, leaving her with a rushed goodbye. My attention was pulled back to the ominous email, its words mocking me from the glow of the screen. An assessment.

What did that mean?

Were they planning on letting some of us go?

I looked around the office, at the oblivious faces engrossed in their work. Were they too going to receive this dreaded email? The realization filled my heart with dread, the taste of fear sour in my mouth.

My mind began to race, images of job interviews, of Charlotte's disappointment, of unpaid bills. Each thought was a punch to my gut, leaving me breathless.

I closed my eyes, forcing myself to take deep, calming breaths. The familiar hum of the office was replaced by the deafening drum of my heartbeat. The scent of my coffee turned bitter, mirroring the sudden dread that filled me.

Despite the summer sun shining through the windows, a chill ran down my spine. The comfortable ambience of the office now felt alien, the light from my computer screen too harsh, the silence too loud.

The rest of the morning was a blur. I went through the motions, my mind numb, my heart heavy. Every laugh, every phone call, every clatter of the keyboard was a harsh reminder of what I stood to lose.

As I sat there, staring blankly at the spreadsheet, the reality of the situation weighed heavy on my shoulders. I felt trapped, cornered, with no way out. The dread was suffocating, and for the first time in years, I found myself truly afraid of what the future held.

Lunchtime arrived, a normally joyous break from the monotony of office life, but today it seemed like a reprieve from a death sentence. Mark and I decided to eat in the cafeteria, both too anxious to venture far from the office.

The scent of microwaved meals and lukewarm coffee filled the air, an all-too-familiar aroma that usually brought a sense of comfort. But today, it was a bitter reminder of what we could potentially lose.

Mark was a friend, someone who'd started at Eros Toys around the same time as me. We had shared jokes, lunch breaks, and countless cups of terrible office coffee. But today, our shared camaraderie was replaced by a shared dread.

His usual cheerfulness was replaced by a look of deep concern. Dressed in his signature khakis and polo shirt, he looked more like a worried father than an IT specialist.
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"I can't believe this is happening," he muttered, picking at his Caesar salad with a grimace. The crunch of the croutons was a jarring contrast to our somber conversation.

"Neither can I," I admitted, stirring my lukewarm soup absentmindedly. The comforting aroma was far from comforting today.

We were both quiet for a while, lost in our thoughts. The taste of my tomato soup turned sour in my mouth, the noise from the cafeteria fading into a dull roar in the background.

"The assessment," he finally spoke, breaking the silence. His voice was hushed, as though he was afraid to give our fears any power by voicing them.

I swallowed, the lump in my throat making it difficult to reply.

"Yeah," I said simply, unable to elaborate further. The reality was just too painful.

"We've been here for so long," he murmured, his gaze fixated on his untouched sandwich.

"Does that count for nothing?"

"I hope it does," I said, trying to infuse some optimism into the conversation. But my words fell flat, the dread in my heart making it hard to believe them.

We sat in silence, our fears unspoken yet hanging heavy in the air. The food on our plates remained untouched, our appetites lost to our anxiety.

My eyes wandered around the cafeteria, noting the oblivious faces of our colleagues.

Were they feeling the same dread, the same sense of impending doom?

Or were Mark and I the only ones on the chopping block?

I glanced back at him, his face a mirror of my fears. We were both lost, floating in a sea of uncertainty, clutching onto the flimsy lifeline of hope.

The rest of the lunch break passed in a haze, my thoughts consumed by the looming assessment. The taste of my soup turned cold and stale in my mouth, my mind too preoccupied to care.

As we left the cafeteria, the scent of food lingering on our clothes, I couldn't help but wonder if this was our last lunch here. The thought was a punch to the gut, making my heart ache with profound sadness.

As Mark and I made our way to the restroom to freshen up, the surrealness of the situation washed over me. We brushed our teeth side by side, an everyday act that felt strange given the context. The minty freshness of the toothpaste seemed unusually sharp on my tongue, a stark contrast to the dry taste of fear that had lingered since morning.

He was quiet, his eyes glued to his reflection in the mirror. His usually playful demeanor was replaced with an uncharacteristic silence. I noticed his grip on his toothbrush was tighter than usual, the knuckles whitening under pressure.

"We'll get through this," I said, more to convince myself than him. The words echoed in the sterile space, their hollow promise mocking me. He just nodded, a grim set to his lips.

We washed up, our movements synchronised in a well-practiced routine. The cold water from the tap splashed against my skin, sending a shiver down my spine. The scent of soap filled the air, a fresh, clean smell that felt jarring in contrast to the dread in my heart.

We exited the bathroom, our faces freshly scrubbed, teeth sparkling, but the pit in our stomachs remained. The hallway was crowded with colleagues, a lineup of faces familiar and unfamiliar alike, each expressing a range of emotions from nervousness to fear.

He and I found ourselves at the end of the line, lucky number twelve and thirteen. Looking at the faces ahead, it felt like we were in a twisted lottery, each waiting for our turn to learn our fate.

Mark went in first, leaving me alone in the hallway. The silence was deafening, my heart pounding in my chest as I watched the closed door.

I fidgeted with my tie, the silk fabric slipping under my sweaty fingers. Each tick of the clock seemed like an eternity, a countdown to my impending doom.

Then, finally, the door opened. He stepped out, a broad smile on his face. Relief washed over me, a soothing balm against the anxiety that had been gnawing at me.

"Mark," I started, desperate to know how it went. But before I could finish, a voice called out my name.
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"Ivan."

It was Clark. His gaze was serious as he motioned me to enter. With a deep breath, I walked past him, his smile giving me a shred of hope.

Entering the room, the cool air-conditioned breeze hit me, a stark contrast to the heat that was steadily rising within me. The scent of fresh stationery and cologne mingled together, creating a scent that was distinctively him.

I turned to face him, his confident aura creating an intimidating atmosphere. The fear welled up again, stronger than ever, and I found myself holding my breath.

"Take a seat," he said, gesturing towards the chair across from his desk. His voice was as cool and collected as ever, showing no sign of the impact his words could have on my life.

So, I sat, the soft cushion beneath me offering little comfort. The room seemed to close in on me, the harsh fluorescent lights above casting long, ominous shadows.

I looked at Clark, my future in his hands. As I awaited his verdict, I hoped against hope that I'd walk out with the same smile Mark had.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

"IVAN," Clark began, his fingers drumming a steady rhythm on the surface of his mahogany desk.

"I won't beat around the bush. You've been an asset to this company for a decade now, your skills as an accountant are unparalleled."

His words were filled with sincerity, the rhythm of his voice like a comforting melody that warmed my heart.

But then, his words took an unexpected turn, "However, given our size and the current technological advancements, we are considering switching to an accounting application."

The words hit me like a gut punch, my heart suddenly pounding in my ears. The scent of his cologne filled the room, an overpowering blend of sandalwood and musk that suddenly became stifling.

I could feel the cold metal of the chair against my back, my grip tightening around the armrests as I processed his words. The taste of fear was suddenly sharper on my tongue.

"I'm sorry," he continued, his voice sincere.

"But we'll have to cut your salary in half for the next three months and we’d have to… cut you off permanently after that."

My heart sank, a sudden chill spreading through my body as if I'd been dunked into icy water. The walls of the office seemed to close in on me, the room spinning slightly as I tried to process what Clark had just told me. I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, as I contemplated the drastic cut in my earnings.
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"Wait," I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. The room felt surreal, the ticking of the clock on the wall the only sound breaking the silence.

"What... what about my responsibilities? My bills?" I could hear the desperation in my own voice, a stark contrast to the calm and composed demeanor I usually prided myself on.

"I understand your concerns," he said, holding up a hand to pause my panicked thoughts.

"But there's another position available, one that pays the same salary as your current one."

My heart skipped a beat at his words.

"Really?" I asked, hope igniting in my chest like a matchstick. I could practically smell the faint scent of optimism in the air, like the sweet fragrance of flowers after a rainstorm.

"Yes," he confirmed, his voice steady.

"In fact, this position might be even more lucrative in the long run. Given the nature of the job, you could earn tips and bonuses."

Relief washed over me like a wave, the weight of worry lifting from my shoulders. The taste of hope was sweet on my tongue, a stark contrast to the bitter fear I'd tasted moments ago.

"But," his next word hit me like a slap, "It's a completely different line of work. You'll be at the forefront of our new venture."

His words brought me back to reality with a jolt.

A different line of work?

Was I capable of adapting?

The cold dread was slowly creeping back in, wrapping its icy fingers around my heart. Despite the promising prospect of maintaining my income, I couldn't help but fear the unknown.

"Forefront of the new venture?" I echoed, my voice shaky. My mind was racing with possibilities, each more nerve-wracking than the last.

But then, I thought about Charlotte, about our plans, about the life I wanted to build with her. I realized that I would have to swallow my fear, step out of my comfort zone and face this challenge head-on.

“We’re looking for a sissy maid,” he revealed.

The words hung in the air like a specter, a mocking ghost that threatened to rip away the last vestiges of my dignity.

"A sissy maid?" I echoed, the words tasting sour on my tongue. My eyes met his, searching his face for any signs of jest. But all I saw was the stern seriousness of business.

"Yes," he said, his tone unyielding.

"It's like a maid, but instead of a woman, you'd be a man cross-dressed as a woman. You'd be welcoming our patrons, entertaining them with your cleaning and… more, if you catch my drift," he added, a suggestive wink punctuating his words.

My mind whirled with the imagery, the implications. The scent of the cleaning products I'd have to use, the feel of the maid outfit against my skin, the sound of the heels clicking on the floor, the taste of humiliation—all of it came rushing at me, a nauseating wave that threatened to sweep me away.

"I…" I stammered, the words catching in my throat like a fishhook. I could feel my cheeks burning with humiliation, the cold chill of fear replaced by a hot flush of embarrassment.

"This is…" I faltered, struggling to put my feelings into words. My heart pounded in my chest like a drum, a painful reminder of the hurt his words had inflicted.
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"Insulting," I finally managed to utter, the word escaping my lips like a bullet. I could taste the bitterness of it, the sting of humiliation mingled with a touch of anger.

"This is insulting, Clark."

But even as the words left my lips, I knew I had little choice. I thought about Charlotte, about our dreams of a beautiful wedding and a comfortable life together. I thought about the company that I'd served loyally for a decade, about my co-workers who were practically my second family.

I swallowed, the lump in my throat a physical manifestation of the bitter pill I was being forced to swallow.

"I… I need to think about this," I finally managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

His face softened slightly, a hint of sympathy creeping into his steely gaze.

"Take your time," he said, his tone a tad gentler than before.

"I understand this is a lot to take in. We value your loyalty and your contribution to this company. That's why we're offering this opportunity."

The office was empty when I paced the tiled floors, the once lively hum of activity reduced to a haunting silence. Each footstep echoed throughout the space, a rhythm that did nothing to quell the storm brewing in my chest.

I glanced at the darkened cubicles, my office space, feeling a pang of grief for the role I was on the brink of losing. The sharp scent of ink and paper wafted in the air, a bitter reminder of the reality I was facing.

Bile rose in my throat at the thought of what Clark had proposed.

A sissy maid?

Me?

I didn’t even do my own laundry.

My fingers curled into tight fists at my sides, anger igniting my veins like a wild, untamed fire. The sharp tang of frustration tainted my tongue, the heat of my anger a stark contrast to the icy chill of the office.

My resume, filled with years of education and dedication, seemed to mock me now. The letters of 'Accountant' felt hollow, stripped of their weight and respect.

The taste of the word turned sour in my mouth, leaving a bitter aftertaste. I wasn't just any employee—I was an experienced, licensed accountant who had given over ten years of service to this company.

My fury was a gnawing ache, a relentless drumbeat against the inside of my skull. But underneath that rage was fear—a cold, creeping fear of losing everything.

I had to talk to the owner.

I had to make him understand.

His office door loomed before me, a barrier between desperation and hope.

With a deep breath, I knocked. The sound reverberated through the empty office, a grim prelude to the conversation that was about to take place.

I adjusted my tie, the coarse fabric feeling too tight against my throat. My stomach churned, the prospect of what lay beyond that door making me feel queasy.

The door creaked open, revealing the older man. His eyes were tired but understanding, a glimmer of empathy in their depths. He motioned for me to come in, the faint scent of his cologne mingling with the crisp smell of paper and the faint aroma of black coffee.

"Ivan," he began, his voice soft yet stern. He didn't look surprised—perhaps Clark had already spoken to him. Or perhaps he knew me too well, knew how much I valued my dignity, my profession. The sting of betrayal was a sharp, biting wind that whistled through the room, sending chills down my spine.

We spoke, for what felt like hours. I poured out my fears, my anger, my confusion, my loyalty. The taste of my words was bitter on my tongue, their weight heavy on my heart. But throughout it all, the owner listened.

His gaze never left mine, his expression thoughtful.

He understood my concern, he said. He apologized, explaining that it was a desperate attempt to keep the company afloat. But he also made promises—promises of an increased salary, of a secure position.

He even offered a dressing room here in the office, a place for me to transform into the 'sissy maid' away from prying eyes. He offered me hope in a sea of despair.

"We don't want to lose you. You're loyal, dedicated," he said, his voice sincere.

"If we get through this, when the company grows again, you'll be my head of finance."

The offer was tempting, the words ringing in my ears like a sweet symphony. The scent of opportunity was intoxicating, a heady mix that threatened to sweep me off my feet. But it came at a cost—my dignity, my pride.

"I... I'll consider it," I murmured, my voice barely a whisper.

A week had drifted past, the hours woven into a tapestry of contemplation and uncertainty. I found myself watching Charlotte, a soft smile playing on her lips as she pinned vibrant images to her wedding vision board.

Our modest living room was bathed in the golden hues of the setting sun, casting an ethereal glow on her fiery red hair. She was so engrossed in her task, the excitement in her eyes echoed the jubilant chime of her laughter.

I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt, the shadow of my predicament threatening to tarnish our happiness.

Our wedding, our future, was pinned on that board. And as I watched her work, an assortment of images from magazines, websites, and bridal shows pieced together like a beautiful mosaic, I realized what I needed to do.

The weight of my decision pressed heavily against my chest, a bittersweet blend of resignation and resolve.

I ran my fingers through my hair, feeling the coarse strands against my skin. I glanced at my reflection in the mirror on the wall, meeting my own gaze.

My thoughts, hitherto a tempest of confusion and indignation, began to settle. The stillness was almost calming, like the eye of a storm.

"It's the best thing to do," I murmured, my voice a mere whisper amidst the symphony of the ticking clock and Charlotte's humming.

My eyes lingered on my reflection, seeing the determination that had begun to flicker there. It was just a challenge, I reasoned, one I needed to overcome for the sake of our future. It's not like anyone would recognize me dressed up as a sissy maid.

I remember how the familiar scent of our home, a blend of fresh linen and the faint, comforting aroma of Charlotte's vanilla-scented candles, seemed to soothe my frayed nerves.

I inhaled deeply, allowing the comforting scent to fill my lungs, to fill my being. It served as a reminder of what I was fighting for, of why I was considering this unthinkable decision.

Turning my attention back to her, I watched as she moved with graceful determination. The soft rustling of papers being arranged, the subtle click of the scissors as she trimmed the images to fit, and the quiet thud of pictures being pinned onto the board filled the silence between us.

Her sundress, a simple yet elegant piece that clung to her in all the right places, accentuated her beauty. The scent of her strawberry shampoo hung in the air, adding a sweet note to the symphony of senses swirling around me.

"Ivan," she called, her voice pulling me from my thoughts. Her eyes were bright, sparkling with anticipation as she gestured to the vision board.

I rose from the couch, feeling the soft plush of the fabric beneath my fingers as I pushed myself up. Moving to her side, I wrapped an arm around her waist, feeling the warmth of her body seep through the thin fabric of her sundress.

Her excitement was infectious, the light in her eyes reflecting the dreams and hopes she had for our wedding. The delicate smell of her perfume mingled with the scent of the paper, creating a scent that was uniquely ours.

As she pointed out the different aspects of our wedding—the flowers, the venue, the menu—her voice filled the room, wrapping around me like a comforting blanket.
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"I can't wait to marry you," she murmured, leaning into my embrace.

The softness of her voice, the genuine love and anticipation it carried, was a balm to my troubled thoughts. It reminded me of why I was even considering Clark's proposition. It was all for her, for us.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I SAT IN MY FAMILIAR OFFICE CHAIR the next day, the fabric warm against my back as I swiveled around to look out of the window. My palms felt clammy, the keys of my calculator cold under my shaky fingers.

The fluorescent light flickered above, casting a dim glow over the array of documents spread out across my desk. The scent of my coffee, freshly brewed and steaming in its ceramic cup, did little to quell the knot of anxiety in my stomach. The familiar hum of the office buzzed around me, punctuated by the occasional sound of a ringing phone or the clatter of a stapler.

Despite the usual hubbub, I felt detached, as though I was submerged under water, the world muffled and distant.

Lunch rolled around like a slow-moving storm, the tick-tock of the clock on the wall a constant reminder of my impending decision. The taste of my ham and cheese sandwich felt bland on my tongue, my appetite having taken a leave of absence.

The walk to Clark's office after lunch felt like a march to the gallows. Each step echoed in the quiet hallway, the clack of my polished shoes on the marble floor a harsh reminder of the path I had chosen.

I could smell the faint aroma of the cleaning agents used on the polished surface, a sharp, chemical scent that seemed to fill the air.

His office was much like the man himself—sleek, modern, and daunting. Large glass windows flooded the room with sunlight, bouncing off the glossy mahogany desk that sat like a throne in the middle.

His chair, upholstered in leather, creaked as he shifted to face me, the sound jarring in the almost silent room.

"Clark," I began, my voice firm despite the tremor in my hands. My fingers tightened around the knot of my tie, the fabric smooth against my clammy skin. His gaze was steady, eyes reflecting a glimmer of curiosity, a spark of interest.
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"I've made my decision," I continued, my throat dry. Each word tasted like gravel, rough and heavy on my tongue. The scent of his expensive cologne lingered in the room, an overpowering mixture of spices and wood that seemed to permeate every corner.

His eyes lit up as I said the words, a smile spreading across his face.

"That's great news!" he exclaimed, clapping his hands together. The sound was a sharp clap in the otherwise silent office, echoing off the high ceiling.

"We can use the renovation time to train you."

His words sent a wave of nervous energy through me. The room suddenly felt too warm, my shirt sticking to my back. My heart pounded in my chest, echoing in my ears like a distant drum.

The realization of what I had just committed myself to hit me like a tidal wave, leaving me gasping for breath.

But I had made my choice. As I stood there, under the bright lights of Clark's office, in the heart of the company I had devoted my career to, I felt a strange sense of resolve.

It was a difficult path, laden with challenges and humiliation.

But it was a path I had chosen for Charlotte, for our future.

Time, as if stirred by the hands of a mischievous entity, flew by faster than I had anticipated, and a month later, I found myself in a nondescript room in the commercial space being renovated. The cold concrete under my feet felt bare and uninviting. It was my first training day as a sissy maid.

The room smelled of fresh paint and sawdust, a sharp reminder of its recent transition. I sat on an upturned paint bucket, my fingers drumming nervously on my denim-clad knees. The stiff fabric chafed against my skin, a stark contrast to the smooth office attire I was accustomed to.

As I sat there, waiting, I strained my ears for the familiar sound of Clark's footsteps, the rhythmic tap echoing in the high-ceilinged hallway.

My heart pounded in my chest, a steady thrum that matched the ticking of the clock on the far wall. The seconds ticked by, each one a torturous eternity.

The door creaked open, letting in a sliver of the late afternoon sunlight. I squinted against the glare, my eyes straining to make out the figures that entered the room.

First came Clark, dressed casually in a pair of khaki pants and a loose cotton shirt. His shoes, a pair of brown loafers, were dusted with the remnants of the construction site.

He smiled at me, the familiar twinkle in his eyes now replaced with a seriousness that made my stomach twist.

Behind him trailed a woman, her presence commanding and her aura unmistakable. Madame Valentina. Even under the harsh construction lights, she was breathtakingly beautiful, her age merely adding to her allure.

She wore a red dress that clung to her figure, its material shimmering under the fluorescent lights. Her jet-black hair, styled into soft waves, cascaded down her back, framing a face that held a predatory smile.

Her scent was intoxicating, a mix of roses and musk that filled the room, overpowering the harsh scent of paint. Her heels clicked against the concrete floor, a steady rhythm that matched the racing of my heart.

"Good afternoon," she greeted, her voice like velvet, soothing yet firm. I swallowed, the taste of my earlier coffee now bitter in my mouth. Her piercing gaze raked over me, seemingly evaluating every inch.

"Madame Valentina," I stammered out, struggling to rise from the paint bucket. My shirt clung to my back, the summer heat creeping through the thin walls of the building.
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"Relax, dear," she said, her voice laced with a mix of authority and kindness. She moved with grace, her hips swaying slightly as she stepped towards me.

After our initial greetings, she started her assessment. With a gentle motion, she touched my chin, examining my face.

"Very pretty," she commented, her words echoing the numerous times I'd heard that phrase. An involuntary chuckle escaped my lips.

"Yeah, I've heard that before."

She then turned to my wrist with stern handling, her eyes examining my forearm. Ignoring my interjection, she continued her gaze.

My blonde fur stood out, small soldiers bristling under her scrutiny.

"But very hairy," she remarked, releasing my wrist.

"We have got to do something about this."

From her bag, she produced a small device. It looked odd, futuristic even, with its sleek design and minimalistic buttons.

"This," she started, brandishing the device, "is an IPL device. Much better than other methods, I assure you. It'll kill the ugly hair from the roots."

"Will it hurt?" I asked, my eyes stuck on the device. The coldness of the room was making the hairs on my arms stand, creating an uncanny effect.

She chuckled. "No, just a little sting. But before we get to this, we have to shave you first."

My heart clenched. Shave? The words bounced around my mind, their meaning dawning on me slowly. As if reading my mind, she turned towards Clark, who nodded in affirmation.

And then, in a quiet, but firm voice, she told me to remove my clothes. My initial reaction was to recoil, but I knew this was necessary. She wanted perfection and I had committed myself to this transformation. And so, with a nervous gulp, I started undressing.

As I stripped down, the air in the room felt chillier, the coldness gnawing at my exposed skin. It was a strange feeling, standing there, bare and vulnerable.

When I was finally undressed, she examined me again. When her gaze fell on my penis, she chuckled.

"Awww, that's so cute, so small."

The comment stung more than I thought it would. I could feel my face heating up, embarrassment coloring my cheeks. Clark echoed her sentiment, confirming my fear.

"It's really small."

I took a deep breath, trying to keep my composure. The training was just beginning, and I knew I had to stay focused. After all, it was just my body they were talking about, nothing more. I reminded myself of the promises I made, the reasons why I had decided to go through with this.
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As the sound of the electric razor hummed into existence, I held my breath. Each pass of the blades felt like the crossing of a threshold, the shedding of an old identity.

With every lock of hair that fell, I felt a part of my old self slip away. And as the room filled with the distinctive scent of shaving cream, I took a deep breath.

Once Valentina finished with the shaving, she handed me a towel to wipe off the stray hairs. I could hardly recognize my own body; it felt unfamiliar under my fingertips.

As if reading my thoughts, she spoke up.

"Feel it," she instructed, her hand guiding mine and her voice rich with excitement.

"Isn't it amazing?"

Reluctantly, I ran my hands over my freshly-shaved legs, and I was surprised by the sensation. They felt as smooth as silk, a stark contrast to the usual roughness I was accustomed to. I was shocked at the difference a simple shave could make.

"Come," she said, leading me towards a full-length mirror in the corner of the room. I hesitated for a moment, not sure if I was ready to see my transformed self. But when my eyes met my reflection, a strange sense of wonder filled me. I looked... different, but not in a bad way. It was intriguing, to say the least.

"Wow," I breathed out, marveling at my hairless body. It felt like I was viewing a different version of myself, a version that was oddly captivating.

My eyes fell to my penis, standing out against the starkness of my hairless skin.

"Look how bigger my dick looks without all the bush," I joked, trying to cut through the awkwardness. They laughed, and the tension in the room eased a bit.

After a moment, she turned to Clark, who had been silently observing from the sidelines.

"Would you help me apply the gel on his legs?"

He nodded, coming over to us with a supportive smile on his face. She handed him a tube of clear gel, explaining that it would reduce the pain from the IPL treatment.

I trembled as I watched him squeeze a dollop of the gel onto his hands before spreading it over my legs.

“Oomph!” I let out. The gel was cold against my skin, and I felt a shiver pass through me.

As he worked, his hands gentle and methodical, I closed my eyes and tried to calm the whirlpool of emotions in my chest. I took deep breaths, focusing on the coolness of the gel, the soft hum of the air conditioner, the murmur of Valentina and Clark's voices, the scent of construction dust mixed with shaving cream, and the odd, lingering taste of my morning coffee.

I reminded myself that this was just a part of the journey, a small but necessary step towards a larger goal.

With the preparations out of the way, it was time for the real ordeal. The cool hum of the IPL device filled the room as Valentina prepared for the first session.

She started with my legs, and despite the gel and her assurances, the first pulse of light sent a wave of pain shooting up my leg. I flinched, my muscles coiling in shock. "Easy there, champ," Clark murmured, his hand wrapping around mine.

His grip was reassuring, a lifeline in the sea of discomfort that was threatening to consume me.

Next came my armpits, the pulses hitting me with a sharp sting. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead, the taste of salt creeping into the corners of my mouth as I clenched my jaw against the pain.

“Fuck!” I yelped but all Valentina did was chuckle.

My pubic area followed, and despite the gel, the sensation was like a bolt of lightning hitting my skin. I couldn't help but gasp, my hand squeezing Clark's almost painfully. His only response was to tighten his hold, silently giving me the strength to persevere.

Each flash of the laser felt like an eternity, but time passed in a blur of pain and determination. She worked with a professional calmness, her demeanor never wavering as she moved from one part of my body to the next.

I could smell the slight burning scent of the laser, could hear the hum of the machine growing louder in my ears, could taste the dryness of my mouth and the metallic tang of fear.

Finally, it was my face's turn. I held my breath as Valentina started, the laser's zapping sound bouncing off the walls of the room. I felt a prickling sensation followed by a wave of heat and discomfort.

But, through it all, Clark never left my side. His steady presence was a rock amidst the storm, an anchor I clung to.

After what felt like an eternity, she turned off the IPL device. The room fell silent, save for the sound of our breathing. My body was singing with pain and relief, the latter feeling almost overwhelming.
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"We need fifteen sessions more," she declared, her gaze sweeping over me, "but you'll be surprised how slowly your hair will grow back from here."

She winked at me, a small smile playing on her lips. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak just yet.

"Be early tomorrow," she instructed, her tone gentle.

"You must be traumatized today. We have a lot to do."


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

COMING HOME EARLY, I found Charlotte settled on the couch, engrossed in some sitcom. The sight of her, so casual and at ease, stirred a poignant mix of love and guilt within me.

"You're home early," she observed, eyes flickering to the clock on the wall before landing back on me.

"Something looks different about you..." she murmured, stepping closer.

"Your face is a bit red. Is everything okay?" I shrugged, racking my brain for an appropriate excuse.

"I don't know, I just don't feel good today," I replied, evading her concerned gaze.

As I walked into the bathroom, I closed the door behind me. Alone with my reflection, I stared at my smooth, hairless legs. How was I going to explain this to her?

I felt a moment of panic as I thought about our nightly ritual of making love. The missing hairs, especially the obvious absence of my pubic hair, would be hard to explain away.

I pulled on a pair of pajama pants, hoping to cover the evidence of my new secret. The soft cotton felt cool against my freshly lasered skin.

Later that night, I climbed into bed beside her. As always, her hands found me under the covers, tracing patterns on my chest. My heart thundered in response to her touch, my body instinctively reacting to her proximity.

The scent of her perfume, a soft blend of vanilla and jasmine, filled my nostrils, only adding to my arousal.

We started kissing, my hands traveling down her back, hers raking through my hair. I felt a pang of desire, but then my mind flickered back to my hairless body, hidden beneath the sheets.

I pulled away from her, my breath hitching as I tried to steady my voice.
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"I'm not in the mood, babe."

Her brow furrowed in confusion.

"You're...what!? Ivan, you're hard and you're telling me you're not in the mood!? What's going on!?"

I sighed, raking a hand through my hair.

"I just...I just want to rest, okay!?" I knew it was a weak excuse, and the hurt in her eyes stabbed at my heart. We argued, our voices bouncing off the walls, echoing the strain of the situation.

Her confusion morphed into frustration, and soon, we were arguing about more than just my strange behavior. Every little grievance, every misunderstanding, seemed to bubble up to the surface.

The room grew thick with tension, the air practically vibrating with unspoken words and unaddressed issues.

As the night wore on, the argument fizzled out, replaced by a stifling silence. I lay there in the dim light, staring at the ceiling, the taste of the argument still fresh on my tongue.

The next day, I found myself back in the training room with Valentina. As I stepped inside, she greeted me with a smile that reached her eyes. She caressed my face with her long, manicured fingers.

"Ugh, I can't get over how smooth you are," she remarked, her voice a low, rich purr.

From the corner of the room, she pulled out a stack of lingerie. A rainbow of delicate fabrics, a spectacle of feminine allure. There were panties, bras, shapewear; each piece designed to mold, to shape, to tease out a feminine silhouette.

As she handed me the lingerie, I felt a moment of absurdity.

How had my life come to this? I, a dude, now stood in a dim room, my hands full of delicate, feminine undergarments. Yet, as I dressed, layer by layer, feeling the silky material against my smooth skin, a strange sensation started to bloom within me.

Looking in the mirror, I saw a version of myself I had never thought possible.

Her explanation of how to 'tuck' brought me back to reality. She demonstrated herself, casual in her nudity. It was an odd sight—a beautiful woman with a penis.

I felt a jolt of arousal at the novel sight, a strange mix of fascination and desire. I steeled myself, trying my best to remain professional amidst this wholly unfamiliar situation.

I noticed a twinkle in her eye as she observed my reaction, a sly smile curving her lips.

"Oh, Ivan," she chuckled, "You must be very excited to see me! Just try to relax."

Despite the embarrassment, I appreciated her candidness. It put me at ease, and I nodded, determined to continue learning from her.

The training was far from easy and painless… and tapeless, but every moment was a step closer to my goal—to save my job and ensure a future for Charlotte and me.

As I stood before the mirror, dressed in nude-colored shapewear and lingerie, I could hardly believe the reflection gazing back at me. My body was expertly sculpted into a curvaceous silhouette, my crotch appearing flat and smooth. It was as if I was looking at a stranger, yet every curve, every line, was undeniably mine.

"How does it feel?" her voice echoed in the silence of the room. Her presence was a grounding force amidst the chaos of my emotions.
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"It's... it's different," I managed to say. My eyes were glued to the mirror, my mind struggling to reconcile the image before me with the identity I'd held onto all my life.

She walked over, a prototype of a rubber sissy maid outfit draped over her arm. It was a masterpiece of exquisite detailing, the shiny fabric designed to accentuate the figure. The black and white ensemble was captivating in its elegant simplicity, each piece designed to emphasize a certain part of the body—the high, frilled collar, the snug waist, the full, flouncy skirt.

The outfit seemed to gleam in the muted light of the room, promising an adventure I was both excited and apprehensive about. Yet, as I took the outfit from her, I felt an odd sense of familiarity, as if the outfit was just another part of the journey I had embarked upon.

Slipping into the rubber maid's dress, I felt a new wave of sensations engulf me. The outfit hugged my body snugly, defining each curve the lingerie had carefully crafted. It was restrictive, yet oddly liberating.

Each move was accentuated by the rustle of the fabric against my smooth skin, each sound a reminder of the transformation I was undergoing.

Once fully dressed, I found myself back in front of the mirror. My breath hitched in my throat at the sight. I was no longer just Ivan, the man in shapewear. I was now the rubber maid, a character born out of necessity and sculpted by circumstance.

"See?" Valentina's voice was soft, almost reverent.

"Look at yourself. This is just the beginning. Wait until you see yourself in makeup and wig. You will be breathtaking."

Her words hung heavy in the air, a promise of further transformations to come. As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, the curve of my newly-formed hips, the flatness of my crotch, the maid's dress adorning my body, I realized something.

I was ready to walk that road, to face those challenges head-on, to continue my transformation, whatever it might entail.

Just as she began to instruct me on the art of makeup, a sharp knock at the door interrupted our session. Clark's muffled voice carried through the wooden door, his impatience palpable.

Valentina, her eyes rolling, sighed loudly.

"We’re not done!" she said. She enjoyed her work, and anyone interrupting it was an unwelcome distraction.

After hearing him walk away, she held up a pair of tweezers, a look of determination in her eyes.

"We need to shape these brows," she began.

"No!" I exclaimed, the sudden realization of what she intended to do making me panic.

"I can't... I can't have my eyebrows shaved. I couldn't... um... with Charlotte last night to hide the hairless legs, and... and..." I trailed off, embarrassed by my sudden confession.

Her eyes softened as she understood my predicament.

"I understand," she said, her voice calm and soothing.

"We can work around it. I can show you how to hide the brows with purple glue and concealer."

Grateful for her understanding, I leaned closer, ready to learn yet another skill. She worked with precision and care, her fingers deftly applying the products onto my skin. I mirrored her movements, following her guidance as best as I could.

The world of makeup was an art form, a dance between colors, textures, and brushes. She transformed it into a beautiful symphony, her hands moving in a delicate choreography as she taught me how to accentuate my features.

The eyeliner part was the most daunting. The small, pointed tip seemed like a threat to my eyes, and I held my breath as I carefully applied the line along my eyelash.

She watched, offering words of encouragement, and I managed to finish the task without poking my eye out.

As we completed the makeup, Valentina fetched a long, blonde wig from the wardrobe. My heart thumped heavily as she placed it gently onto my head, securing it firmly. With a few quick strokes of her comb, she styled it, allowing the golden strands to frame my face.

I turned back to the mirror, my heart pounding in anticipation. The reflection staring back at me was no longer a stranger but an enhanced, feminine version of myself. I was in awe of the transformation.

The carefully applied makeup topped with a bold red lip, the shaped eyebrows hidden beneath layers of purple glue and concealer, the long blonde wig cascading down my shoulders... it was a sight to behold.

[image: (((beautiful blonde Swedish female))) (((25-years-]

"Is... is this me?" I asked, my voice shaky as I took in my appearance.

"No," she replied, a mysterious smile playing on her lips as she caressed my face.

"This is Ivana."


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

MY HEART WAS THUDDING in my chest as I walked through the front door, home after a long day of training. Charlotte's sweet smile greeted me, her eyes sparkling with the affection I had come to know so well. She moved in close, her soft lips meeting mine in a welcome-home kiss that left my nerves tingling.

"How was your day, babe?" she asked, her hands moving up to play with the curls at the nape of my neck. Her scent filled my senses, a familiar mixture of her favorite vanilla perfume and the fresh roses she always kept in our living room.

"The usual," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. It was a half-truth. Yes, I had been at work, but the 'usual' didn't involve learning to hide my eyebrows and applying makeup.

Suddenly, her hand stilled. "Is that... eyeliner?" she asked, her tone curious. My heart pounded in my chest, the panic threatening to take over. In my haste to return home, I hadn't managed to remove all traces of the day's transformation.

"Uh... yeah," I said, quickly coming up with a plausible explanation.

"My coworker's daughter decided to play with my face. You know how kids are with makeup." I gave a nervous laugh, hoping she'd buy the lie.

That night, after a delicious dinner and a relaxing shower, She and I found ourselves in our bedroom. Her fingers traced my skin, sending waves of desire through my body. Suddenly, her touch stilled at my now hairless pubic area, and I felt my heartbeat quicken.

"What... Ivan?" She looked up at me, surprise etched on her beautiful face. My breath hitched in my throat. This was it. The moment I'd been dreading.

"I... I just shaved everything," I admitted, my voice shaky.

"I just... thought I'd try something different."

A shiver ran down my spine as her fingers traced the new smoothness of my skin.
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"You know, I actually like this," she murmured, her voice dropping an octave lower, becoming a tantalizing whisper. The relief that swelled within me was soon replaced by an entirely different sensation, as desire began to kindle.

Her hands, so gentle, moved with a purpose, exploring the newness of my body.

"I've been wanting you to try going hairless for a while now," she confessed, her words accompanied by the slightest hint of a blush creeping onto her cheeks. The surprise in her eyes was rapidly replaced by a spark of excitement, a silent affirmation that sent a thrill through me.

Her fingers danced lightly over my skin, each touch a simmering promise of what was to come. The room was filled with the scent of us, the warmth of our bodies intertwining, our breaths mingling in the quiet of the night.

We fell into each other with an urgency born of a day spent apart. Her lips found mine, stealing my breath and replacing it with a rush of desire that made my heart pound against my chest. Our bodies moved together, in a rhythm as familiar to us as the lyrics of an old love song, yet tonight, there was an unfamiliar thrill that heightened our senses.

Her hands roamed my body, each touch leaving a trail of heat in its wake. The room filled with the low murmur of whispered words, of breathless promises, of a love that was both new and age-old at the same time.

Time ceased to exist as we lost ourselves in each other, the world outside our bedroom fading into insignificance. Our bodies moved together, a dance of love that echoed the beating of our hearts, the rhythm of our breaths.

The taste of her kisses, the feel of her skin against mine, the soft sighs that escaped her lips—every sensation was amplified, a symphony of love played in the privacy of our shared space.
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The passion that simmered between us built to a crescendo, our bodies moving together, our breaths coming in gasps. The world outside our cocoon of love ceased to exist, our bodies, our hearts, our souls lost in the beautiful dance of desire.

And when the intensity of our passion finally ebbed, replaced by a peaceful lull, I held her close. We lay there in the afterglow, our breaths slowly synchronizing, our bodies intertwined. At that moment, as I traced lazy circles on her back and she snuggled closer into my arms, the rest of the world faded into insignificance.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, the day was finally here, the day I'd been preparing for, the day I'd been dreading and anticipating in equal measures.

The opening of Clark's sissy-maid-themed hotel and bar. I stood among my colleagues, dressed in my rubber maid uniform, my body molded into a curvy silhouette by the shapewear underneath.

Ivana, they called me, a name that now seemed as familiar as my own. A cacophony of cheers and applause filled the air as the toast was made, my name echoing amidst the excited chatter. I was the star of the show, the center of attention.
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"Here's to Ivana, who's made the most sacrifice," Mark shouted above the din, raising his glass high, and I blushed despite myself. It was strange, standing there, to be praised for becoming this...this version of myself that felt both foreign and familiar.

I was pulled from my thoughts by the sound of my alarm, signaling the start of my shift. Dutifully, I left the buzz of the crowd and began my tasks. The first was cleaning the bedrooms of the mini-hotel, a job that seemed daunting given the number of rooms.

I went about my work diligently, vacuuming the carpeted hallways, the drone of the machine a constant hum in my ears. Downstairs, I could hear the pulsating beat of the music from the bar, an infectious rhythm that made me want to sway in time with it.

It was loud, lively, the kind of music that seeped into your bones and made you want to dance.

As the day progressed, my clientele, a motley crew of men and women, both trans and not, began to interact with me in ways I hadn't expected.

Money started appearing in odd places—tucked into my bra, slipped into my panties. At first, it was humiliating, the crinkling notes a harsh reminder of the reality of my situation.

The wayward hands that roamed my body, the slaps on my ass, the fondling, the groping—each touch was an affront to my dignity.

But as the day wore on and the weight of the cash in my panties and bra grew, something strange happened. I found myself starting to enjoy it, to enjoy the attention, the adulation. Each bill was a testament to my hard work, my dedication.

I found a rhythm to my movements, a grace in my steps, as I navigated my way through the throngs of people. I felt the eyes on me, and for once, I didn't mind it. In fact, I reveled in it. I was Ivana, the sissy maid, the star of the show.

As the hours passed, I continued my tasks, the music from the bar serving as a constant soundtrack to my day. The lively beats, the laughter, the chatter—they seeped into my consciousness, mingling with my thoughts.

A week later, the weight of the coins in my hands felt almost surreal. The crumpled notes, their serial numbers faded and corners frayed, seemed almost absurd in their quantity. I was making so much more money than I ever had before.

[image: money bills on top of bed]

Each bill, each coin, was a testament to my efforts, and my sacrifices. I watched as the pile grew, my heart racing with each addition.

Suddenly, I heard the sound of Charlotte's voice in the distance, her familiar melody sending a jolt of panic through me. I quickly stashed the money under the bed, smoothing the covers and looking around to ensure no trace of my newfound wealth was visible.

I slipped into my usual routine, my movements automatic as I busied myself around the house. It was second nature to me now, cleaning, tidying, taking care of the little things. But as I looked around our shared space, I realized I still had much to learn. There were things I didn't know, techniques I wasn't aware of.

I asked her how to clean, how to remove stubborn stains, how to maintain a home in the way she did so effortlessly. She was surprised by my sudden interest, her eyebrows arching in question as she asked, "Why the sudden interest in cleaning?"

I tried to brush it off with a casual shrug, saying, "Just thinking for the future, when you're pregnant and I can help around the house more." The lie felt heavy on my tongue, but I forced a smile, praying she wouldn't see through my facade.

That evening, as we lay in bed, my head resting on her lap, I listened to her talk. She told me about the right cleaning products to use, the techniques to get out even the most stubborn stains. I memorized each word, etching them into my mind, tucking them away for future use.

The sound of her voice, soft and soothing, flowed over me like a warm river, lulling me into a sense of security and comfort. Her fingers brushed through my hair, sending shivers down my spine, grounding me in the moment.

I closed my eyes, breathing in her familiar scent, the faint hint of lavender from her shampoo mingling with her natural musk. I reveled in the closeness, the intimacy of the moment. Despite the secrets I held, despite the double life I was leading, in that moment, with Charlotte, I felt at home.

The following morning, I found her still asleep next to me. I gazed at her beauty, her chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm, her hair fanning out on the pillow around her. A sense of love, of tenderness, washed over me.

As I stepped out of bed, leaving her to her dreams, I felt a renewed sense of determination. I would become the best sissy maid I could be, for myself and for her. And for now, that was enough. The rest, I would figure out as I went along. After all, I was just getting started.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

IN THE EARLY MORNING, the world was still. The sky was a canvas of grays and blues, a quiet symphony before the dawn broke in vibrant orange and pink hues. I stood before the mirror in the dressing room, the echo of the empty space wrapping around me, the scent of fresh cleaning supplies lingering in the air.

I stripped down, folding my clothes meticulously, placing them on the small wooden chair in the corner. The cool air kissed my bare skin, a shiver of anticipation running down my spine. My reflection stared back at me, a man on the verge of a transformation.

I started with the shapewear. A piece of lingerie that promised to sculpt, to mold my masculine form into something more feminine, more gentle. It was a delicate dance of maneuvering and tucking, the material tight against my skin. It was an odd sensation, foreign and yet somehow thrilling.

Next was the bra, a lacy, delicate number with soft padding. I adjusted the straps, the feel of the fabric against my bare chest sending a wave of unfamiliarity through me.

I filled the cups with silicone enhancers, the weight of them oddly comforting, their round shapes under the thin fabric of the bra providing an illusion of femininity.

Then came the panties, a matching set to the bra, hugging my hips, the material soft against my skin. The process of tucking was a careful one, a dance of pain and discomfort, but the result was worth it. I looked down at my flat crotch, the sight of it without the usual bulge made my heart race.

The uniform was next, a maid's outfit tailored specifically for me. The black and white contrasted sharply, the material hugging my waist, flaring out around my hips. I adjusted the petticoats underneath, fluffing them up for the perfect balance of sexiness and modesty.

The apron, crisp and white, was tied around my waist, the bow at the back a sweet touch to the ensemble. I smoothed the material down, adjusted the collar, the cuffs. It was snug against my body, the material whispering against my skin with every move.

My reflection was starting to shift, the man in the mirror giving way to a different persona. The image was jarring, unfamiliar, but it was me. Just a different version of me, Ivana.

The transformation wasn't complete yet. I sat down before the vanity, the array of makeup spread out in front of me. Foundation, concealer, blush, eyeshadow, lipstick. Each product promised to enhance, to change, to redefine.

The brush in my hand felt heavy, each stroke of foundation a step closer to Ivana. The concealer masked my flaws, the eyeshadow highlighted my eyes, the blush brought color to my cheeks, and the lipstick painted my lips a tantalizing shade of red.

The final touch was the wig, a cascade of golden curls that tumbled down my shoulders, framing my face. I adjusted it on my head, tucking in any stray strands of my own hair, the wig cap holding everything in place.

The curls tickled my neck, the scent of the shampoo they were washed in faint but comforting.

With each new addition, Ivana became more real, more tangible. The man in the mirror was fading, replaced by this other version of me. I looked at Ivana in the mirror, her eyes wide and surprised, a soft blush on her cheeks, her lips a tantalizing red. It was a transformation, a metamorphosis of sorts.
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As the soft morning light filtered through the lace curtains, I found myself standing in the heart of the bedroom, a silver tray filled with cleaning supplies in hand. The room was adorned in a vintage style, with its antique wooden furniture and lush, velvet drapes, emitting a warm and inviting ambience.

The bed was a picture of chaos, the sheets tangled and pillows scattered haphazardly. I felt a strange sense of satisfaction as I stripped the sheets from the mattress, replacing them with a fresh set that smelled of lavender and sunshine. The delicate scent filled the room, a peaceful and soothing undertone to my tasks.

Next, I moved to the side tables, my gloved hand wiping off the dust on the polished wood with gentle, calculated motions. The material of my gloves was thick yet soft, providing a protective barrier between my skin and the cleaning chemicals. The smell of lemon-scented cleaner filled my nostrils, sharp and refreshing.

As I polished the large, full-length mirror, I caught glimpses of my reflection. The sight of myself dressed as a maid was still strange to me, yet there was a certain charm to it. The black and white outfit contrasted sharply against my spray-tanned skin. The feeling of the fabric, its every rustle and whisper, was a constant reminder of the character I was playing.

I moved onto the carpet, running the vacuum over it. The soft hum of the machine provided a pleasant background noise to my thoughts. As I bent over to reach the corners, I could feel the skirt of my outfit rise slightly, the cool air kissing the back of my thighs. It was a sensation I wasn't used to, but it wasn't unpleasant.

The outfit, snug and tailored, flattered my figure. The tight waistband of the skirt, the way the top hugged my chest, and the weight of the apron against my hips.

It all felt... right. It was a comfort that I found in the shape of my new form, an unexpected harmony in this newfound femininity.

Dusting was the final task. Carefully, I feathered the duster across the shelves, watching as tiny particles scattered and settled in the air. The scent of the room, the blend of lavender and lemon and dust, was oddly comforting. It was a smell that felt like productivity, like work, like duty.
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Every stroke of the duster, every swipe of the cloth, every hum of the vacuum; they all felt like a testament to Ivana's existence. It wasn't just about cleaning the room, it was about embracing the persona, living the character.

The tasks seemed mundane, but in them, I found a unique joy. The rustle of my uniform as I moved, the scrape of the vacuum against the carpet, the tickling sensation of the duster in my hand, the scents and sights of cleaning—all of it blended into an experience that was uniquely mine.

By the time I was finished, the room was immaculate. The bed was neatly made, the carpet vacuumed, the furniture dusted and polished. The room smelled fresh, clean, almost comforting in a way.

Satisfied, I straightened my apron, smoothed down my skirt, and stepped out of the room. It was onto the next one, more rooms to clean, more experiences to enjoy.

I wasn't just Ivan anymore, I was Ivana, and Ivana had work to do.

The satisfaction from a job well done was a feeling that was uniquely hers. And as I walked down the hall, my skirt rustling against my legs, I felt a sense of accomplishment, a sense of pride in being Ivana.

In the delicate heels of my maid outfit, I walked towards the kitchen area, navigating my way through the sea of people. The pulsating energy of the room was near intoxicating, the music seeping into my very bones.

A hodgepodge of conversations created a constant buzz, laughter and clinking glasses providing a lively soundtrack to the scene. The hotel was abuzz, each corner a different hue of life, each wall a tapestry of sensuality.

Gentlemen, with their shirts unbuttoned and neckties loosened, relaxed at the bar, their eyes roving over the landscape of my transformed body.

They had a certain boldness in their eyes, their gazes lingering for longer than usual. Each comment, each wolf-whistle, each lingering touch was not meant to disrespect but was simply part of the show.

A man in a crisp suit and charming grin approached me.

"Here, for the prettiest maid in the house," he said, slipping a note into my bra. The fabric of my bra was suddenly weighed down by the note, a sensation that brought both amusement and slight discomfort.

Another patron leaned in to whisper something inappropriate, his hot breath on my neck sent shivers down my spine.

I felt their hands, wandering over the fabric of my dress, their touch a strange combination of firm and delicate. It was a surreal experience, their laughter and flirty comments creating an environment far removed from my usual life.

This wasn't just a hotel. This was an oasis of fun, a space where boundaries were relaxed, where everyone was free to express their desires.

I saw a woman, her red lipstick smearing as she laughed, gesturing with her glass of champagne. She sauntered up to me, her perfume a rich blend of vanilla and musk.

"Well, aren't you a sight for sore eyes," she winked, tucking a bill into the waistband of my skirt. The paper felt cool against my warm skin, a reminder of the job's unusual perks.
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The place was a riot of colors and sounds. Waiters and waitresses in their kinky uniforms, flaunting their sexuality without any inhibition, moved around the place with trays laden with colorful cocktails and tantalizing appetizers.

Eros sex toys, in all shapes, sizes, and colors, were proudly displayed on the walls, on counters, showcased like prized artwork.

The sight was a novel one, the vibrancy of the place seeping into my very being.

The bar was a sight to behold, not just for the bustling crowd, but for the openness it provided. Everyone was having fun, conversations flowing freely, bodies swaying to the rhythm of the music. It was a space of acceptance, where you could let loose without judgment.

Looking around the room, my gaze fell on the cheerful faces around me. I saw men and women of all ages, all different walks of life, together under the same roof.

They were all here for the same reason, to revel in the joyful energy of the place, to break free from their monotonous life.

As Ivana, I found myself drawn into the whirlwind of colors and sensations. The brush of fabric against my skin, the scent of alcohol and perfume hanging heavy in the air, the rich flavor of the appetizer I snagged from a passing tray, the cacophony of sounds all around me, the bright lights and vivid colors—everything was a sensory overload.

I crunched on my salad in a secluded corner of the dining area, the flavor of balsamic and fresh veggies filling my mouth. The bustling noise of the bar was muted here, the space providing a temporary reprieve from the relentless energy of the main floor.

My gaze wandered over the crowd, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions.

Mark slid into the seat across from me and his eyebrows were raised in curiosity, his gaze scrutinizing as he studied my transformed form.

"Hey man," he began, "I really admire what you're doing. You're really in love with Charlotte, aren't you?"

I paused mid-chew, the words hanging heavy in the air between us. Swallowing, I nodded, "Yeah, I'd do anything for her. I want her to have the wedding she deserves."

He nodded, chewing thoughtfully on a piece of lettuce. His gaze was steady, serious, "What if she finds out about this, though? Wouldn't that be a problem?" He asked.

The question hit me like a punch to the gut. I stared at him, my heart pounding in my chest. He was right.

What if she found out about this?

My mind raced with scenarios, each one worse than the last. The thought of losing Charlotte was a nightmare that I didn't want to entertain.

"Yeah, you're right." I murmured, my gaze dropping to the half-eaten salad in front of me.

"I just hope she doesn't find out."

I picked at the leaves, the reality of the situation sinking in.

The rest of the meal was a blur, my mind too consumed with the frightening possibilities. I was playing a dangerous game, one where the stakes were far too high.

Every moment spent as Ivana was a moment closer to discovery, a moment closer to potential disaster.

That night, I lay in bed, Charlotte sleeping soundly by my side. Her chest rose and fell with each soft breath, her hair spread across the pillow like a golden halo.

Her peaceful slumber was a stark contrast to the storm raging within me.

As I lay there, staring at the ceiling, I was consumed by fear. Fear of being discovered. Fear of being judged. Fear of losing the one person who meant the world to me.

The quiet of the night seemed to amplify my thoughts, each tick of the clock a reminder of the precarious position I was in.

Charlotte stirred beside me, her hand reaching out in her sleep to find mine. The familiar touch was both a comfort and a painful reminder of what I stood to lose.

Her skin was warm, her fingers intertwining with mine. I tightened my grip, promising myself that I would do everything in my power to keep her from finding out.

Despite the fear gnawing at me, the feel of her hand in mine, her soft breaths against my skin, and the comforting scent of her shampoo lulled me into a fitful sleep.

The promise I made to myself echoed in my dreams, a constant reminder of the tightrope I was walking on.

Being Ivana had its rewards, but it also came with risks I hadn't fully considered until now.


Maid 4 Love - Chapter 11

∞∞∞

AFTER THREE MONTHS of strutting around in high heels, bending over in short skirts, and brushing off flirty comments, I found an unexpected enjoyment in my role as Ivana.

The swish of the skirt around my thighs, the delicate feel of the lace lingerie, the weight of the cash in my bra—they all stirred a strange excitement within me.

I felt alive, vibrant, almost giddy with this newfound persona.

Ivan, the accountant, was fading into the backdrop, replaced by the bold and vivacious Ivana. It was a transformation that I welcomed with open arms.

The numbers, the ledgers, the budgets—they all seemed dreary in comparison to the thrill of living as Ivana. It was not just a job; it was an adventure, a daily exploration of a new side of me that I had never known existed.

One evening, after a particularly busy shift, Clark approached me. His usual grin was replaced by a look of excitement.

"We have a VIP client who's booked a room. They want to watch you clean. Interested?"

A VIP client? The prospect stirred both excitement and anxiety within me. But then, Clark mentioned the kicker.

"And they promised a very generous tip."

The prospect of a generous tip was hard to resist. I agreed and quickly retreated to the dressing room to freshen up. As I retouched my makeup in the mirror, I pondered the possible identity of this VIP client.

A wealthy businessman?

A bored aristocrat?

The possibilities were endless.

As I applied a fresh coat of crimson lipstick, my heart thumped in anticipation. This was a first for me, a new experience in my journey as Ivana. The weight of expectation was heavy, but so was the promise of a thrilling encounter.

In the dressing room mirror, Ivana stared back at me. Her hair was done up in a high ponytail, her makeup perfectly applied. The black and white maid uniform, the same one I'd worn countless times before, felt different now.

It was a part of me, a symbol of my transformation.

The fabric of the uniform hugged my body snugly, accentuating my curves. The skirt, shorter than what I was used to, swished around my thighs as I moved.

The stockings were a tight fit, the garter belt pulling them up, creating an illusion of longer legs. The high heels added an extra layer of challenge but I'd mastered the art of walking in them over the past three months.

The thrill of expectation filled the air, a palpable energy that tingled my senses. The scent of my perfume mixed with the musk of anticipation. The soft fabric of the uniform brushed against my skin, a constant reminder of my transformation.

I stepped out of the dressing room, a mixture of nervousness and anticipation. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat echoing my excitement. I walked towards the assigned room, the VIP client waiting for me on the other side of the door.

I knocked lightly, the sound echoing down the hallway. A muffled voice responded from inside, "Come in." Taking a deep breath, I turned the knob and stepped into the room.

As I opened the door to the room, my breath hitched. There stood Charlotte, dressed in a trench coat, her eyes welling up with tears. I stood frozen in place, my heart pounding in my chest.

The silence stretched out between us, a chasm of unspoken words and unshed tears.

Recognition and shock flashed across her face then she reached out, her fingers brushing against my glued nails. My own tears welled up, mirroring hers.
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"I...I can explain..." I started, my voice choked with emotion. But the words seemed to die in my throat. I fell to my knees, gripping the edges of her trench coat.

"Mark told me," she said, her voice soft but steady.

"I know you did all of this for me."

Hearing her words, I felt a knot unravel in my chest. I looked up at her, tears streaming down my cheeks, my makeup smearing.

"When I said yes to your proposal," she continued, her voice barely above a whisper, "I didn't just say yes to a ring or a grand wedding. I said yes to you, Ivan, for better or worse."

Her words pierced through the haze of fear and guilt. A sob wracked my body, a mixture of relief and love washing over me.

"This...this sissy maid persona," she continued, her voice unwavering, "I accept her. And whoever you decide to become next, I'll accept them too. Because I love you, Ivan."

"I love you too, Charlotte," I choked out, pulling her into a tight hug. We clung to each other, our bodies shaking with silent sobs.

"But I need to tell you," I whispered, pulling away to look into her eyes, "I am happy as Ivana. I...I really enjoy this job. I enjoy this...this feminine persona."

She cupped my face, her fingers brushing against my tear-streaked cheeks.

"And who wouldn't love Ivana?" she asked, her voice filled with warmth.

Our lips met, a searing kiss that spoke volumes of our love for each other. My hands trailed down her body, slipping under her trench coat.

I couldn't help but gasp as I felt her bare skin against mine, the fabric of my rubber maid outfit a stark contrast against her softness.

She surrendered to me, a soft sigh escaping her lips as I explored her body. But tonight, there was something different, a new spark in her eyes that both excited and intrigued me.

"Wait," she murmured, pulling away slightly to reach into the nightstand. She then took two Eros Rainbow Dildos, a product that reminded me of how Clark first assumed that I was a bottom. I felt a shiver of anticipation run down my spine as I took in the sight.
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"What if we try something new?" she suggested, a hint of playfulness in her eyes. I nodded, a thrill of excitement coursing through me.

What followed was an exploration of pleasure like we'd never experienced before. The toys brought a new level of intimacy between us, our roles shifting and blending in the heat of passion.

We moved together, riding waves of pleasure until we both reached our peak. It was a shared explosion of ecstasy, a testament to our love and acceptance of each other.

As we laid there afterwards, bodies entwined, a sense of satisfaction washing over us, I cradled her in my arms.

"I love you, Charlotte," I murmured, brushing a loose strand of hair from her face.

"I love you too, Ivana," she replied, her voice soft and full of love.

It was in that moment, basking in the afterglow of our shared passion, that I truly felt accepted, loved, and complete.

I was Ivana. I was Ivan. And I was loved for being both.


Maid 4 Love - Epilogue

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS LATER, "Are you done yet?" Charlotte's impatient voice came through the curtain that divided us in the wedding apparel store.

Her foot tapped in rhythm to her agitation, creating a soft 'click' on the marble flooring. My own heart pounded against my chest, a mirror of the rhythm her shoe was creating. My palms were slick with sweat as I clung to the fabric of my outfit.

"I...I'm ready," I stammered, drawing back the curtain to reveal myself. The gown was beautiful, a symphony of chiffon and lace that made my heart flutter.

As I stepped out, the soft rustle of the dress felt like a caress, the satin lining of the gown sliding delicately against my shaven skin.

Her gasp filled the silence that followed my revelation. Her eyes widened in surprise and her mouth fell open slightly. It was as if she was seeing me for the first time. But then, she blinked, and her surprised expression slowly melted into a loving smile.

"You're... you're beautiful," she managed to stutter out, her voice barely a whisper. I found myself blushing under her gaze, my cheeks flushing with warmth.
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The gown I wore was a mirror image of hers, the two of us looking like matching brides in our identical dresses.

"Ivana..." She started, but trailed off. I saw a flicker of uncertainty pass across her face, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of anxiety.

Was this too much?

Was I pushing the boundaries too far?

Seeing my face, she quickly composed herself, her gaze softening.

"Babe," she started again, this time her voice was stronger.

"I don't care what anyone else thinks. This is our day, and if you're happy as Ivana, then I'm happy."

A chuckle escaped my lips, the tension dissipating. I turned to the mirror, my reflection staring back at me. The woman in the mirror was beautiful, her figure accentuated by the gown, her face radiant with happiness.

The blonde wig I wore gave me an ethereal glow, my eyes twinkling with mirth.

"Are you sure?" I asked, my voice betraying a hint of nervousness. I watched as her reflection joined mine, her hands reaching out to smooth the creases in my gown.
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"Yes. I am sure," she replied, her voice filled with conviction. Her hands paused on my waist, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

"I love you, and I want to marry you, no matter what persona you choose to express."

Those words were enough to quell my remaining doubts.

In the reflection of the mirror, I saw our future. It was filled with laughter and love, acceptance and understanding. We would face challenges, no doubt, but we would face them together, supporting each other every step of the way.

This was just the beginning of our journey together, a journey filled with love, understanding, and acceptance.

As Ivana, I found happiness and freedom.

And as Ivan, I found love in Charlotte.

Our eyes met in the mirror, a silent promise passing between us. It was a promise of love and acceptance, a promise to support each other, no matter what.

THE END <3


Sis & The City - Chapter 1
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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.
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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.
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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..
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"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."


Sis & The City - 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.
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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.


Sis & The City - 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.


Sis & The City - 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.


Sis & The City - 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.


Sis & The City - 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.


Sis & The City - 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.
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"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.


Sis & The City - 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?"


Sis & The City - 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.


Sis & The City - 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.


Sis & The City - 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.


Sis & The City - 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


All Made Up - Chapter 1
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THE AIR IN GENARO'S ITALIAN RESTAURANT was thick with the scents of garlic, tomato sauce, and sweat. It was a busy Friday night, and I, Kyle Brenner, was in the eye of the storm. My head spun as orders came at me like a torrential downpour. I willed my slender legs to move faster, cursing myself for not being able to keep up with the frantic pace.

"Hey, Kyle, table six is complaining about their lasagna," Lisa, a fellow waiter, shouted at me from across the dining room. Her voice only added to the cacophony of clanking dishes, customers' laughter, and general chaos.

I sighed, my heart heavy.

"Alright, I'll handle it," I responded, mustering up a strained smile.

I approached table six, my face flushed from the heat and anxiety.

"I'm really sorry about the lasagna, folks. Can I get you something else? Maybe the fettuccine Alfredo or the chicken parmigiana?"
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My mind raced as I tried to fix the situation, all while feeling the weight of my own failures. I was 35 years old, a waiter at a mediocre Italian restaurant, and still living paycheck to paycheck.

Even my girlfriend, who I thought had been my rock, had recently broken up with me. She'd called me a loser, said I was going nowhere in life. And honestly, she wasn't wrong.

My family wasn't much better. My parents had stopped talking to me, disappointed that I hadn't made anything of myself. My brother, a successful real estate mogul, constantly looked down on me, offering me money to start a business. But I was proud—I didn't want his charity.

As I went back to the kitchen to fetch the new order, I couldn't help but feel like I was drowning in a sea of mediocrity. I was trapped in a body that never quite felt like my own, in a life that wasn't what I'd envisioned for myself.

I found solace in the quiet moments between the rush of orders, where I could close my eyes and imagine a different life. One where I was happy, successful, and true to myself. But those moments were fleeting, and reality always came crashing back.

"Hey, Brenner, you gonna mope around all night, or are you gonna help us out?" barked Tony, the burly chef who ran the kitchen with an iron fist.

"Sorry, Tony," I muttered, grabbing the freshly prepared dish for table six.

"I'm on it."

As I weaved through the dining room, tray in hand, I could feel the pressure mounting. The noise, the heat, the expectations of my customers and coworkers; it was all just too much. I could feel my grip on the tray slipping, and before I knew it, I had dropped it, sending plates and silverware crashing to the floor.

"Aw, come on, Kyle!" Lisa groaned, shaking her head.

"Get it together, man!"

A tide of embarrassment washed over me, and I could feel my face turning a deep shade of crimson. I bent down to clean up the mess, wishing desperately that I could just disappear.

After my shift, I sat in my cramped apartment, the silence providing a stark contrast to the noise of Genaro's. I poured myself a glass of cheap wine and took a deep breath. It was time to face the truth, to accept that my life wasn't what I wanted it to be and figure out how to move forward.

My brother's offer of financial help nagged at the back of my mind. I had always been too proud to accept it, but maybe it was time to swallow my pride and make a change. With his help, I could start a new chapter in my life.

The next day, I called my brother, my stomach twisting into knots.
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"Hey, um, it's Kyle," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I was wondering if we could talk about your offer to help me start a business."

There was a pause on the other end of the line before my brother responded.

"Not today, Kyle. I don’t have time for this," he said before hanging up—cementing my decision to never ever ask for his help again.

As I walked to the bus stop, the brisk New Jersey air nipping at my cheeks, I couldn't help but replay the conversation with my brother in my head. I had been a fool to think he'd actually help me. It was an empty promise, and I knew it. My gaze wandered to the towering buildings that lined the city streets. I found myself daydreaming about what it would be like to work in one of those shiny glass structures, dressed in a suit and tie, making something of myself.

The bus ride to Genaro's was a blur, my mind too consumed with thoughts of missed opportunities and regrets. When I arrived at work, I quickly discovered that something was different. There was an unusual buzz of excitement in the air, and I found my coworkers gathered in the kitchen for an impromptu meeting.

As I entered, I couldn't help but notice the tall, beautiful, blonde woman standing at the front of the group. She had a confident, perky energy that was hard to miss. Her name was Jessica, and she was a new waitress starting at Genaro's.
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"Hey everyone, I'm Jessica," she introduced herself with a bright smile, her voice filled with enthusiasm.

"I'm really excited to be here! Oh, and just so you all know, I'm a proud trans woman, and I also happen to be a makeup guru on YouTube."

I couldn't help but be in awe of her energy and beauty. She seemed so comfortable in her own skin, so unapologetically herself. It was captivating.

"Kyle, I want you to train Jessica," Tony instructed, his gruff voice pulling me from my reverie.

"Show her the ropes, alright?"

I nodded, trying to mask my nerves as I approached Jessica.

"Hey, I'm Kyle. I guess I'll be showing you around today."

She flashed me a warm, friendly smile.

"Nice to meet you, Kyle! I'm really looking forward to learning from you."

As we started her training, I found it difficult to focus on the tasks at hand. I was distracted by her beauty, and by the sense of self-assuredness she exuded. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to her.

We went through the various tasks that made up a typical shift at Genaro's—taking orders, serving food, and dealing with the occasional disgruntled customer. Through it all, Jessica's enthusiasm never waned.

"Wow, you really know your stuff, Kyle," she complimented as I showed her how to properly balance a tray of dishes.

"You're a great teacher."

I felt a flush of pride at her words, but it was quickly overshadowed by my growing sense of inadequacy. Here was this incredible person, someone who had faced their own challenges and come out stronger for it, and I was just... me. A 35-year-old waiter with no real direction in life.

As our shift came to an end, I found myself wanting to learn more about her, to understand how she had found the courage to be so unapologetically herself.

"Hey, Jessica," I began hesitantly, "I was wondering if you'd want to grab a coffee after work later?"

She beamed at my invitation, her eyes lighting up.

"I'd love that, Kyle!"

My shift at Genaro's was almost over, and I couldn't help but feel a nervous anticipation for my upcoming coffee date with Jessica. I ducked into the restroom, checking my breath and splashing water on my face. My heart raced as I tried to tame my unruly brunette hair, making sure I looked presentable for our casual outing.

As I clocked out, I noticed that my hands were shaking ever so slightly. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. She was waiting for me near the exit, her radiant smile immediately putting me at ease.

"Ready to go?" she asked, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

I nodded, offering her a shy smile in return.

"Absolutely."

We walked together towards Jersey's Best Coffee Shop, the cool New Jersey evening air a welcome relief from the stuffy atmosphere of the restaurant. The city lights danced around us, casting a warm glow on the bustling streets.

As we entered the coffee shop, I turned to her, eager to make sure I got her order right.

"What would you like? My treat."

She thought for a moment, her eyes scanning the menu.

"I'll have a caramel macchiato, please."

We placed our orders and found a quiet corner to sit and chat. The conversation flowed easily, and I found myself opening up about my coworkers and the regular customers at Genaro's.

"You know, Tony may be strict, but he's actually really understanding when you get to know him," I shared, a small smile playing on my lips.

"And Lisa, she swears like a sailor, but she's one of the kindest people you'll ever meet."
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I went on to describe our manager, Bowie, who was practically useless but happened to be the owner's son. It was Tony who picked up the slack, ensuring the restaurant ran smoothly. I also regaled her with stories about our colorful regular customers, from Mrs. Marino, who insisted on having her pasta cooked "just so," to Greg, the local mailman who always brought treats for the staff.

As I talked, I noticed her laughter and the way her eyes sparkled when she smiled. It was a beautiful sight, and it filled me with a warmth I hadn't felt in a long time.

Eventually, she glanced at her watch and sighed.

"I really appreciate the coffee and the conversation, Kyle, but I have to get going. I need to film a video for my YouTube channel and check on my makeup stock. I sell some of it online, you know."

I tried not to show my disappointment as I walked her to the door.

"Of course, I understand. Thank you for spending time with me, Jessica. I hope we can do this again soon."

She gave me a reassuring smile.

"I'd like that, Kyle. Have a good night."

As I made my way home, I couldn't help but worry that I had said something wrong, or that I had somehow ruined our evening together. My thoughts raced with every step I took, my heart heavy with the weight of uncertainty.

I tried to distract myself by focusing on the sights and sounds of New Jersey. The honking of car horns and the distant murmur of conversations swirled around me, but it did little to pull me from my thoughts.

When I reached my apartment, I decided to take a shower, hoping the warm water would ease my anxiety. As the steam filled the small bathroom, I leaned against the tiled wall, my mind still consumed with worries about my coffee date with Jessica.

After my shower, I wrapped myself in a towel and stared at my reflection in the foggy bathroom mirror.

What if I had blown my chance at building a real friendship with her?

The thought gnawed at me, leaving a hollow feeling in my chest.

In an attempt to quiet my mind, I turned on the TV and flipped through the channels, eventually settling on a classic movie. The black-and-white images flickered across the screen, but my thoughts remained firmly on Jessica and our time together.

I tried to recall the details of our conversation, searching for any moment where I might have crossed a line or said something inappropriate. The more I thought about it, the more my worries grew, my stomach churning with unease.

Unable to sit still, I paced my small apartment, my footsteps echoing in the quiet space. I wished I could go back in time and change the course of the evening, to ensure that I hadn't done anything to upset her.

As the hours ticked by, I found myself unable to focus on anything else. I tried reading a book, playing a video game, and even cleaning my apartment, but nothing could quell the relentless stream of thoughts plaguing me.

Eventually, I decided to call Kirk, a close friend from high school who moved to Iowa for advice. I dialed the number, my heart pounding as I waited for them to pick up.
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"Hey, it's Kyle," I said hesitantly when they answered.

"I need some advice. I had a coffee date with this amazing woman, Jessica, and I can't stop worrying that I messed it up somehow."

My friend listened patiently as I recounted the details of our evening together, offering words of comfort and reassurance.

"Kyle, it sounds like you two had a really nice time," he said.

"Maybe she was just being honest when she said she needed to go home and film a video. Try not to overthink it."

Despite his words, I couldn't help but worry.

What if my friend was just trying to make me feel better?

What if I really had messed things up?

As the night almost came to a close, I found myself lying in bed, my eyes wide open as I stared at the ceiling. I replayed the night's events over and over in my head, searching for any clues as to what I might have done wrong.

Had I talked too much about myself?

Had I been too forward in asking her about her life?

The questions continued to circle in my mind, the uncertainty keeping me awake long into the night.

As the first light of dawn filtered through my window, I made a decision. I would reach out to Jessica, apologize for anything I might have done wrong, and hope for the best.

With my resolve in place, I finally managed to drift off to sleep, my dreams filled with images of her and our evening together.


All Made Up - Chapter 2

∞∞∞

WHEN I ARRIVED AT GENARO'S the next day, I was surprised to see Jessica waiting for me near the entrance, a bright smile on her face. My heart skipped a beat as she approached, her excitement contagious.

"Hey, Kyle!" she greeted me warmly, her eyes sparkling.
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"I just wanted to apologize for cutting our coffee date short yesterday. I had a great time, and I didn't mean to make it seem like I was rushing off."

I couldn't help but smile, relieved that my worries had been unfounded.

"It's okay, I understand. I'm just glad you had a good time."

As we started our shift together, I noticed a group of female customers admiring Jessica's makeup. They were clearly impressed with her skills, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride as I watched her confidently chat with them.

"Your makeup looks amazing!" one of the customers gushed.

"Did you do it yourself?"

She smiled, a hint of pride in her eyes.

"Yes, I did. Thank you so much for the compliment."

Throughout the day, the restaurant was as hectic as ever, with orders flying in and the kitchen working overtime to keep up. But despite the chaos, I found myself feeling strangely content, knowing that Jessica was by my side.

At one point, Tony approached us, a rare smile on his face.

"You two make a great team," he said, clapping me on the back.

"Keep up the good work."

During our break, we sat down in the small staff room, sharing stories and laughter as we enjoyed our meals. The conversation flowed easily, just as it had during our coffee date.

"So, tell me more about your family," Jessica prompted, her eyes filled with genuine interest.

I hesitated for a moment, then opened up to her.

"Well, my parents don't really understand my choices. They think I'm a disappointment because I'm still a waiter at 35. And my brother... he's a successful real estate agent, always trying to help me start a business or something. But I don’t want to depend on anyone, you know?"
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She nodded sympathetically.

"I get it. Family can be tough, but you should be proud of who you are, Kyle. You're a hard worker."

As our break came to an end, we reluctantly returned to work, the restaurant once again buzzing with activity. But even amidst the hustle and bustle, I couldn't help but feel a sense of calm, knowing that I had Jessica's friendship and support.

It was nearing the end of our shift when Jessica approached me, a slightly hesitant look on her face.

"Hey, Kyle, do you think you could help me out after work? I'll pay you $50 for your time."

Curious, I asked, "Sure, what do you need help with?"

She hesitated for a moment before answering, "I'll explain later. It's just something I've been working on."

I agreed, and after we finished our shifts, we headed outside together—with luggage in tow. As we walked, I couldn't help but wonder what was inside the heavy luggage. She seemed so capable and independent—it was difficult to imagine her needing assistance with anything.

When we reached a spot on the sidewalk near the restaurant, I finally understood. Jessica had several large boxes filled with Avon and Mary Kay makeup products along with foldable tables.

"I'm an Avon Lady and a Mary Kay consultant on the side," she explained, a proud smile on her face.

As we began to unpack the boxes, I couldn't help but be amazed by the sheer variety of products. There were lipsticks, eyeshadows, and blushes in every color imaginable, along with an array of skincare items.

I assisted her to set up a small table—arranging the products in an attractive display. Her fingers moved with the grace of a seasoned professional, and I found myself admiring her even more.

“Can you drape this on top of that?” she requested—handing me a silk tablecloth. As we worked, the scent of the makeup and skincare products filled the air, a mixture of fragrances that was both pleasant and slightly overwhelming. I couldn't help but be impressed by Jessica's knowledge of each product, as she explained their various benefits and uses to me.

As we were finishing up, I noticed the group of female customers from the restaurant earlier approaching our makeshift stand. They seemed excited to see Jessica and the array of makeup products she had set out.
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"Hey, I remember you from Genaro's!" one of them exclaimed.

"You said you did your own makeup, right?"

Jessica grinned and nodded.

"That's right! I actually sell these products, too. If you're interested, I can help you find the perfect makeup for your needs."

The women eagerly gathered around the table, and I watched in awe as she skillfully guided them through the selection process. She listened carefully to their concerns and preferences, recommending products that would suit their individual needs.

“Kyle, can you hand me the lash curler?”

Confused, I scoured through and had absolutely no idea what a lash curler looked like. Defeated, I leaned in for a whisper.

“I don’t know what that is?”

With a soft giggle, she said, “Oops, sorry, haha!”

I couldn't help but be impressed by her ability to connect with each customer, making them feel comfortable and confident in their choices. She was a natural salesperson, and I found myself admiring her even more.

As the customers made their purchases, she chatted and laughed with them, creating a warm and friendly atmosphere. I could see the genuine joy in her eyes as she helped each woman find the perfect product.

The sun was beginning to set, casting a golden glow over the scene. The warm light seemed to accentuate the vibrant colors of the makeup, and I found myself drawn to the display, my eyes taking in the array of shades and textures.

As the last customer left, she turned to me with a grateful smile.
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"Thank you so much for your help. I couldn't have done this without you."

I shrugged off her thanks, feeling a sense of pride in being able to assist her.

"It was my pleasure. I'm just glad I could help."

As we packed up the remaining products and said our goodbyes, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of admiration for Jessica. She was a true boss babe, juggling multiple jobs and responsibilities with ease and grace.

A week had passed, and Jessica was making quite a name for herself as an Avon Lady. She had invited me over to her apartment to help with inventory, as she had ordered even more products to keep up with demand. As I entered her cozy living space, I was immediately struck by the enticing scent of something delicious cooking.

We got to work, sorting through the boxes and organizing the products. The vibrant colors of the makeup and the sleek packaging created a visually appealing display, and I couldn't help but be impressed by Jessica's success.

As we worked, I couldn't contain my curiosity.

"So, how much have you made selling these products since we set up that stand last week?"

She grinned, a hint of pride in her voice.

"I've made around $300 every night just from our sales after our shifts at the restaurant. I could probably make more if I did this full-time, but I like the security that Genaro's provides."

Hearing this, something clicked in my mind, and I suddenly felt a surge of excitement.

"Maybe I could do this too! You know, make some extra money."

Her eyes lit up at the suggestion.

"That's a great idea, Kyle! I'd be more than happy to help you get started."

As we continued chatting and organizing the products, the sound of a loud pop echoed through the apartment. We both froze, our eyes wide with shock. She suddenly realized what had happened.

"Oh no, I completely forgot to turn off the pressure cooker!"

We rushed into the kitchen to find her paella had burst, the colorful rice dish now splattered all over the walls and ceiling. For a moment, we stood there in stunned silence, taking in the chaotic scene.

Then, slowly, laughter bubbled up from within us. The absurdity of the situation was simply too much, and we couldn't help but find humor in it. We laughed until tears streamed down our faces, our sides aching from the force of our mirth.

As we began the arduous task of cleaning up the mess, I couldn't help but marvel at the way she handled the setback. She remained cheerful and optimistic, even as we scrubbed rice and seafood from every surface.

The scent of the ruined paella lingered in the air, a mix of savory spices and the slightly bitter aroma of burnt rice. Despite the disaster, the apartment felt warm and inviting, filled with the comforting sounds of our laughter and conversation.

"I guess this is a good reminder to always pay attention when you're cooking," she joked as we wiped down the last of the mess.

I couldn't help but chuckle in agreement.

"Definitely a lesson learned."

As we finished cleaning up, I realized that I had never felt more at ease in someone's presence. Her positive energy and resilience in the face of mishaps had a way of making even the most mundane tasks enjoyable.

We returned to the living room, our laughter still echoing through the apartment. The warmth of our friendship seemed to permeate the space, making it feel like a sanctuary from the outside world.

As I looked around at the organized makeup products and thought about the possibility of joining Jessica in her side business, I felt a sense of hope and excitement that I hadn't experienced in a long time.

The pizza arrived just in time, as we were both starving after the paella disaster. As we sat down to eat, I couldn't help but voice my concerns.

[image: A person in a brown hoodie  Description automatically generated]

"Do you think people will trust me as an Avon Lady? I mean, I'm a guy, and I don't wear makeup."

She reassured me as she took a bite of her pizza.

"There are plenty of men who are Avon Ladies, Kyle. The important thing is that you know what you're talking about."

She offered to give me lessons on makeup, which I eagerly accepted. I was determined to make this side business work and prove to my family that I wasn’t a failure.

As we ate, I asked her how much I would need to start my own Avon business. She explained that I wouldn't need a significant amount of capital since I wouldn't have to pay for the products I sold. I would just earn commissions on my sales. All I needed to do was set up a table and start selling.

The next day at Genaro's, after our shift, I assisted Jessica with her makeup stand as we waited for customers. She took the opportunity to explain everything I needed to know about the makeup products. Her voice was enthusiastic and passionate as she described each item.

"These lipsticks come in a variety of shades and finishes, from matte to glossy. They're long-lasting and moisturizing, so your lips won't feel dry throughout the day," she explained as I examined the tubes of lipstick, their vibrant colors catching the light.

Next, she moved on to the eyeshadows.

"These palettes have a mix of matte and shimmery shades, perfect for creating any eye look you can imagine. The shadows are highly pigmented and easy to blend, making them a dream to work with."

As she spoke, I couldn't help but be impressed by her extensive knowledge of the products. I could see why customers trusted her and were eager to buy from her.

She continued to explain the various makeup items, her hands moving deftly over each product.

"The blushes are designed to give your cheeks a natural, healthy flush. They come in both powder and cream formulas, so you can choose the one that works best for your skin type."

I marveled at the soft, silky texture of the blushes as I swiped my finger across the surface, the powder blending effortlessly onto my skin.

She moved on to the foundations, which came in a wide range of shades to match any skin tone.

"These foundations provide buildable coverage, so you can achieve the perfect level of coverage for your needs. They're also long-wearing and breathable, so your skin will look flawless all day long."

As I examined the bottles, I could feel the smooth, lightweight consistency of the foundations. It was clear that these products were designed with the user's comfort in mind.

She didn't stop there. She went on to describe the various mascaras, eyeliners, and brow products, each one offering its own unique benefits. As she spoke, I could see the passion in her eyes, her love for makeup shining through with every word.

As we continued our impromptu lesson, I felt my confidence growing. With her guidance, I knew I could become just as knowledgeable and skilled in selling these products.

The scent of the makeup products filled the air around us, a mix of sweet, floral, and earthy notes that created a pleasant atmosphere. I found myself becoming more and more entranced by the world of makeup, eager to learn everything I could.

As the sun began to set, casting a warm glow over our makeshift stand, I realized that this was more than just a way to make extra money. It was an opportunity to connect with people and help them feel good about themselves.


All Made Up - Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WAS BACK AT JESSICA'S APARTMENT, helping her with inventory once again. It was a sweltering summer day, and she was wearing nothing but a negligee to combat the heat. I couldn't help but admire her beauty and the way the sheer fabric accentuated her curves. I tried to keep my focus on the task at hand, but it was becoming increasingly difficult.

In an effort to distract myself, I decided to tell her that I was ready to start selling makeup. Her face lit up with excitement, and she pulled me in for a hug. I felt tense as her body pressed against mine, and I couldn't help but want to lean in and kiss her. But I stopped myself, not wanting to ruin the friendship we had built.

As we broke away from the embrace, our faces were just inches apart. I could feel her breath on my skin, and my heart raced with the intensity of the moment. We were so close to kissing when the doorbell suddenly rang, shattering the spell between us.

She pulled away, looking annoyed, and went to answer the door. To my surprise, a tall, muscular Latino man barged into the apartment. His language was rough as he began to apologize to her, begging her to take him back.

"Come on, baby, I messed up. Give me another chance," he pleaded, but she wasn't having any of it.

"Get out, Jose! You're a cheating bastard, and I'm done with you. Go be with that tramp you left me for!" she spat, her voice seething with anger.

His eyes finally landed on me, and he sneered, "This white boy is your new man?"

He lunged towards me, fists raised, clearly looking for a fight. Anger surged through me, and I fought back, our fists connecting with each other's faces. But before things could escalate further, she stepped in.

"Enough!" she roared, her anger palpable. She shoved him towards the door, her eyes blazing with fury.

"Get the hell out of my apartment before I call the cops!"

With one last glare at both of us, he finally left, slamming the door behind him. The tension in the room was palpable as she broke down, tears streaming down her face.
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I quickly moved to her side, wrapping my arms around her as she sobbed.

"I'm so sorry. You don't deserve any of that."

Through her tears, she managed a shaky laugh.

"Yeah, well, I guess that's one way to avoid kissing."

I couldn't help but chuckle, despite the intensity of the situation.

"Not really," I said—my voice barely above a whisper.

Leaning in slowly, I pressed my lips to hers, and she kissed me back. It was like electricity coursing through my body, every nerve ending alive and tingling with desire.

She pulled away after a moment, her eyes searching mine.

"Kyle, you know I’m trans, right?" she said hesitantly.

"Is that okay with you?"

I didn't hesitate for a moment.
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"Jessica, you are all woman to me," I whispered, and she smiled in relief.

We kissed again, our passion growing with each touch, each caress. My heart raced, and I felt a warmth spreading through me that I had never experienced before. Our connection was undeniable, and I reveled in the newfound intimacy between us.

Three days later, we were setting up our makeup stand together, excitement and anticipation filling the air. As I picked up each piece of makeup, I mentally rehearsed what I would say to potential customers, reminding myself of the product's purpose and benefits. I could feel my hands shaking slightly, betraying my nerves.

She noticed my trembling and gave me a concerned look.

"Are you okay? You're shaking."

"I'm just nervous," I admitted, forcing a smile.

"And excited."

As customers began to walk by, I did my best to engage them in conversation and showcase the makeup products. I knew what I was talking about, but somehow, closing a sale proved to be more difficult than I had anticipated.

A woman approached, eyeing the makeup skeptically.

"What makes this lipstick different from the one I'm already using?" she asked.

I launched into my rehearsed explanation, describing the long-lasting formula and vibrant color selection, but she still seemed unconvinced. After a few more minutes of conversation, she ultimately walked away without making a purchase.

I felt a twinge of disappointment, but I didn't let it deter me. I kept trying, engaging with each potential customer who stopped by the stand. Some seemed genuinely interested in the products, asking questions and listening intently to my responses, while others simply gave a cursory glance before moving on.

As the day wore on, I began to grow weary, my earlier enthusiasm waning. Jessica, however, remained a constant source of encouragement and support.

"You're doing great," she assured me, giving my hand a reassuring squeeze.

"Just remember to breathe and be yourself. People will respond to your passion and authenticity."
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I took her advice to heart, trying to relax and let my genuine enthusiasm for the products shine through. Slowly but surely, I began to make sales, and my confidence grew with each successful transaction.

By the end of the day, I had sold a modest but respectable amount of makeup. As we packed up our stand, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment and pride in what I had achieved.

She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in for a celebratory hug.

"I told you you could do it," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

As we walked away from our stand, hand in hand, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the incredible woman by my side. With her love and support, I had not only embarked on a new and exciting business venture but had also discovered a side of myself I had never known existed—contrary to what my family thought of me.

The next day, Jessica and I were working hard in the restaurant. It was an incredibly busy day, and we were all feeling the pressure. Amidst the chaos, Bowie, the manager, made a rare appearance, strutting around the dining area with an air of arrogance that only served to irritate the already stressed staff.

Suddenly, from the kitchen, we heard the unmistakable sound of raised voices and heated arguing. I exchanged a knowing look with Jessica before we both headed toward the source of the commotion.

Inside the kitchen, we found Tony and Bowie in a heated confrontation. Tony had clearly had enough of Bowie's laziness and lack of involvement in the day-to-day running of the restaurant.

His face was red with anger as he yelled at Bowie, berating him for collecting money while leaving all the work to others.

"How dare you speak to me like that!" Bowie shot back, his voice rising to match Tony's.

"I could fire you right now!"

Tony didn't back down, instead challenging Bowie with a steely glare.

"Go ahead, fire me. Then see what happens to this place."

At that point, Lisa stepped in, her voice firm and resolute.

"If Tony goes, I go too. I won't work here without him."
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One by one, the rest of us, including Jessica and me, joined in, expressing our support for Tony and our dissatisfaction with Bowie's lack of leadership. We stood together as a united front, determined not to let Bowie's incompetence ruin the restaurant we all cared so deeply about.

Bowie's expression shifted from anger to something akin to panic as he realized the gravity of the situation. In an attempt to diffuse the tension, he let out a nervous laugh and said, "You guys are really fired up, huh? Look, just forget what I said. I had a bad morning, okay?"

He tried to brush off the confrontation as if it were nothing, but we all knew better. The damage had been done, and we had made our point clear. The staff of Genaro's would no longer tolerate Bowie's indifference and ineffectual management.

With the crisis seemingly averted for the moment, we returned to our respective duties, the atmosphere still charged with lingering tension. As the day wore on, we continued to work hard, determined not to let the earlier events disrupt our service to the customers.

As I darted between tables, delivering steaming plates of pasta and refilling wine glasses, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with my fellow staff members. Despite the difficult circumstances, we had banded together, standing up for what we believed in and supporting one another.

Jessica and I found moments throughout the day to exchange reassuring glances, our connection only strengthened by the shared experience. As the hours passed and the restaurant began to empty, we looked forward to the end of our shift and the opportunity to unwind and process the day's events.

Finally, with the last customers gone and the restaurant quiet, we gathered in the kitchen, sharing a much-needed moment of solidarity. Tony addressed the group, his voice filled with gratitude and determination.

"I just want to say thank you," he began, his eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"Thank you for standing with me today. It means more than you know."

As the others murmured their support, I glanced over at Jessica, her eyes locked on Tony, her expression one of fierce loyalty and admiration. At that moment, I knew that we were more than just coworkers. We were family, bound together by our shared struggles and our unwavering support for one another.


All Made Up - Chapter 4

∞∞∞

AS JESSICA AND I LAY TOGETHER, cuddling after a long day, I couldn't help but share my disappointment with her about not selling much makeup. I began to question myself, wondering if I was cut out for this business after all. She listened intently, her eyes filled with understanding as she gently rubbed my back in a comforting gesture.

"Maybe you should try wearing the makeup while you sell it," she suggested with a soft smile.

I frowned at the idea.

"But I'm a guy. I'd look ridiculous wearing makeup."

She rolled her eyes at my response.

"That's not true at all," she insisted.

"There are plenty of men who wear makeup, and they look great."

To prove her point, she grabbed her phone and showed me pictures of male celebrities who regularly wore makeup, both on and off the red carpet. I had to admit, they did look good.

"Okay, okay, I get your point," I conceded, my reluctance slowly fading.

"But I don't know how to apply makeup."

She grinned, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
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"That's why I'm here, silly. I'm a makeup guru, remember? I'll teach you everything you need to know."

And so, that night, we embarked on a crash course in makeup application. She set up a mirror and a variety of makeup products on the table in front of us. She began by explaining the importance of starting with a clean, moisturized face before moving on to the actual makeup.

As she applied a primer to my face, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her fingertips gently massaging my skin. The cool, silky texture of the primer felt refreshing and soothing. She explained that primer helped to create a smooth canvas for the makeup and ensured that it would last longer.

“This feels oddly satisfying,” I let out.

She replied with a proud grin then applied foundation to my face, using a beauty sponge to blend it in. The foundation felt lightweight, and I was surprised by how easily it blended into my skin.

She took her time, making sure to cover every inch of my face, even the corners of my nose and the area around my eyes.

"Now for some concealer," she announced, opening a small tube and dabbing a small amount of product under my eyes. She used a small, fluffy brush to blend it in, being extra gentle around the delicate eye area.

I could feel the brush's soft bristles tickling my skin, but I tried my best to hold still. As she worked, she explained that concealer was great for hiding dark circles, redness, and blemishes.

Once the concealer was in place, she set everything with a translucent powder. Using a large, fluffy brush, she dusted the powder all over my face, ensuring that the makeup would stay put and not crease throughout the day. The powder felt incredibly lightweight, and I couldn't even tell it was there.

“Contouring time! One of my faves,” she announced.

She took the bronzer and applied it to the hollows of my cheeks and along my hairline using a smaller, angled brush. She explained that bronzer helped to add warmth and dimension to the face, making it look more sculpted and defined. I couldn't help but be amazed by how easily she manipulated the brush, blending the bronzer seamlessly into my skin.

Blush followed, with her using a smaller, rounded brush to apply a soft pink shade to the apples of my cheeks. She instructed me to smile as she applied the blush, explaining that it would help her find the perfect placement. The blush felt like a feather-light touch, and I could already tell that it was adding a natural, healthy flush to my cheeks.

“Gosh, I didn’t know you were this pretty,” she jested. With a scoff—thinking that she was playing a prank on me, I shook my head.

She then moved on to my eyes, starting with an eyeshadow primer. She used her fingertip to apply the product, explaining that it would help the eyeshadow adhere better and prevent creasing. The primer felt slightly tacky but dried down quickly, leaving my eyelids feeling smooth and ready for the next step.

As she picked up an eyeshadow palette, she explained the importance of choosing complementary colors to create a cohesive look. She decided on a neutral palette with shades that would enhance my eye color without being too bold or overpowering. Using a variety of brushes, she expertly applied the eyeshadow, blending each shade seamlessly into the next.

I marveled at the soft, velvety feel of the eyeshadow as it glided across my lids, and the subtle way it changed my eye shape and made them appear more defined.

“Don’t make sudden movements!” she warned.

“Wait! Is that gonna hurt?!” I retorted—trying to avoid the pencil darting into my eye. She gave me a stern look, enough to compel me to sit back and relax. She gripped the eyeliner tighter and applied it with a steady hand, creating a thin line along my upper lash line.

I couldn't help but flinch a bit as the pencil approached my eye, but her gentle touch and soothing words helped put me at ease. She explained that eyeliner could be used to create various effects, from subtle definition to bold, dramatic looks.

She then moved on to mascara, instructing me to look up as she carefully coated my lashes with the inky black formula. The mascara wand felt slightly ticklish against my lashes, but I couldn't deny the immediate impact it had on my eyes. My lashes appeared longer and fuller, framing my eyes beautifully.

With my eyes complete, she turned her attention to my eyebrows. Using an angled brush and a brow powder, she carefully filled in any sparse areas, creating a natural-looking fullness. As she worked, she explained that well-groomed brows could make a world of difference in framing the face and adding structure.

“For the finishing touch,” she said.

Finally, she applied a lip product to complete the look. She chose a natural-looking shade that complemented my skin tone and the rest of the makeup. The lip product felt smooth and hydrating, gliding onto my lips with ease.
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As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I was struck by the transformation that had taken place.

“What the fuck!?” I let out—my voice barely above a whisper.

The makeup enhanced my features, making me look polished and put-together without appearing overdone. She had worked her magic, and I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of confidence.

"Well, what do you think?" she asked, beaming with pride at her handiwork.

"I have to admit, you were right," I replied, still admiring my reflection.

"I don't look ridiculous at all. In fact, I think I look pretty good."

She smiled, giving me a playful nudge.

"Told you so. Now you'll be able to sell makeup with confidence, knowing that you look as great as your customers will."

Two days later, as Jessica and I worked our usual shift at the restaurant, the atmosphere was hectic but filled with camaraderie. Even with Bowie finally attempting to help, his constant need for guidance from Tony only added to the chaos.
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Despite the stress, our spirits remained high, and the bonds we had formed with our coworkers made the tough times bearable.

A particularly snobbish customer, a woman who looked like she had just stepped out of a Barbie doll box, took her frustrations out on Bowie. She berated him for the slow service, complaining that she had been waiting for twenty minutes for her truffle pasta. Her harsh words and condescending tone were almost too much to bear, but Jessica and I couldn't help but feel a small sense of satisfaction watching Bowie squirm under the pressure. It was a small taste of karma, and we silently shared a knowing glance.

After our shift, she and I set up our makeshift makeup stand outside the restaurant. With her finishing the setup, I couldn't help but feel nervous.

Today was the day I would be applying makeup to myself in public for the first time, and I was filled with equal parts excitement and trepidation. Sensing my anxiety, she offered reassuring words and promised to guide me through the process.

Taking a deep breath, I began by applying primer to my face, just as she had taught me. The silky texture of the primer smoothed over my skin, creating an even canvas for the makeup to come. As I worked, I could feel the warmth of the sun on my skin and the gentle breeze that carried the scent of freshly brewed coffee from a nearby shop.

Next, I moved on to foundation. She had helped me select a shade that matched my skin tone perfectly, and as I applied the liquid with a soft makeup sponge, I could feel my confidence growing. The foundation covered any imperfections without feeling heavy or cakey, leaving my skin looking flawless and natural.

With the base makeup complete, I turned my attention to contouring. Using a contouring stick, I carefully traced lines along my cheekbones, jawline, and forehead, as she had shown me. I then blended the product with a small, angled brush, feeling the soft bristles glide effortlessly over my skin. The contouring added subtle definition to my face, accentuating my features and giving me a more sculpted appearance.

For my eyes, I chose a neutral eyeshadow palette that Jessica had recommended. I applied the lightest shade all over my lids, feeling the buttery smooth texture of the eyeshadow as it blended easily.

Next, I added depth to my eyes with a slightly darker shade, using a fluffy blending brush to diffuse the color and create a seamless transition. The eyeshadow was surprisingly easy to work with, and as I caught a glimpse of myself in a small mirror, I marveled at the difference it made.

Eyeliner was the next challenge, and I steadied my hand as I traced a thin line along my upper lash line. The fine-tipped pencil allowed for precision, and though my line wasn't perfect, it added definition to my eyes.

I then applied mascara to my lashes, feeling the brush gently sweep through them, coating each one with the volumizing formula.

My eyebrows were next, and I carefully filled in any sparse areas with a brow powder and an angled brush, just as Jessica had taught me. The powder clung to the brush, allowing me to create natural-looking, fuller brows that framed my eyes beautifully.

Finally, it was time for the finishing touch—lipstick. I chose a neutral shade that complemented my skin tone and the rest of the makeup. As I applied the creamy formula to my lips, I could feel the soft, moisturizing texture gliding on easily.

With the makeup application complete, I took a step back and looked at myself in the mirror. I had to admit, I was impressed with the results. The makeup enhanced my features without making me look overdone or out of place. Jessica beamed with pride as she looked at my handiwork.

"Wow, Kyle, you look amazing! I knew you'd do great," Jessica exclaimed.

As customers began to stroll by our stand, my nerves started to creep back. I could feel my hands shaking slightly, and I clenched them into fists to try and steady myself. She noticed and offered a reassuring smile, reminding me that I knew what I was talking about and just needed to trust myself.

"You've got this. Just remember what we practiced, and you'll be fine," she said encouragingly.

Taking a deep breath, I approached the first potential customer with newfound confidence. I picked up a bottle of foundation and launched into my well-rehearsed explanation of the product's benefits.

"This foundation is perfect for all skin types, and it provides a flawless finish without feeling heavy," I said enthusiastically.

As I continued to talk to customers and demonstrate the various products, I gradually became more at ease. I started to feel like I was in my element, and my enthusiasm for the makeup was contagious.

A customer approached me, looking interested in the eyeshadow palette.

"What can you tell me about this palette?" she asked.

"Oh, that's one of our bestsellers," I replied confidently.

"It has a fantastic range of colors that are highly pigmented and blend easily, perfect for creating stunning eye looks."

People were drawn in by my passion and knowledge, and I could see the excitement on their faces as they tried out different shades and formulas.

As the day went on, I felt more and more confident in my ability to connect with people and help them find the perfect makeup for their needs.

Jessica watched me from a distance, her eyes filled with pride and happiness. She occasionally offered helpful tips or suggestions, but for the most part, she let me take the lead.

"You're doing great!" she called out from time to time, her voice filled with encouragement.
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As the sun began to set and our day came to a close, I took a moment to reflect on the experience. I had faced my fears and come out stronger for it, and I couldn't have done it without Jessica by my side.

"We make a great team, don't we?" I said to her as we started packing up.

She smiled warmly.

"We absolutely do. I'm so proud of you, Kyle."

Together, we had turned a simple makeup stand into something special, and I was excited to see where our partnership would take us next.

As we walked back to her apartment, hand in hand, I couldn't help but smile at the thought of all the adventures that lay ahead of us.

"Today was just the beginning. I can't wait to see where this takes us," I said, feeling a surge of excitement.

"Me too, Kyle. Me too," she replied, giving my hand a gentle squeeze.


All Made Up - Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS I LOUNGED ON JESSICA'S BED, channel-surfing and waiting for her to finish getting ready, I couldn't help but feel the anticipation building. She had mentioned earlier that she wanted to try something new for her next makeup tutorial, and I was eager to see what she had in mind.

I glanced over at her as she emerged from her closet, and my jaw nearly hit the floor. She was wearing a stunning, form-fitting red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places.

The plunging neckline left little to the imagination, and the thigh-high slit showed off her toned legs. Her matching stiletto heels only accentuated the outfit, making her look even more alluring.

"I thought I'd channel my flirty side for this tutorial," she said with a teasing grin, as she twirled in front of the mirror.

"What do you think?"

I chuckled, trying to maintain my composure despite my racing heart.

"I think you don't need to channel anything, Jess. Your flirty side is already front and center."

As she continued to adjust her outfit and apply the finishing touches to her makeup, I couldn't tear my eyes away from her. The way the dress clung to her body, highlighting every curve and contour, left me feeling a mixture of awe and desire. I could sense the heat rising in my cheeks, and I knew I wasn't going to be able to keep my feelings in check for much longer.

She must have noticed the look in my eyes because she walked over to the bed and sat down next to me. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in close, her lips mere inches from mine.
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"So," she whispered seductively, "do you like what you see?"

Unable to resist any longer, I closed the distance between us, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss. The taste of her lipstick was sweet on my tongue, and I reveled in the feeling of her soft, full lips against mine. Our kiss deepened, fueled by the intensity of our desire for one another.

As our bodies pressed together, I could feel the heat radiating from her skin, and my hands instinctively began to explore her curves. The silky fabric of her dress was cool to the touch, and I marveled at the contrast between the material and her warm, inviting body.

“Mmm,” she moaned softly into our kiss, her hands gripping my shoulders for support. I could feel her heart racing beneath her chest, and the sound of her heavy breathing filled my ears. It was a symphony of desire, and I couldn't get enough.

As we continued to kiss, our bodies tangled together on the bed, I couldn't help but think about how lucky I was to be her boyfriend. We eventually broke our kiss, our chests heaving as we tried to catch our breath. Her eyes shone with love and desire, and I knew she felt the same deep connection that I did.

"Kyle," she whispered, her voice barely audible, "I never knew I could feel this way about someone."

I pulled her close, wrapping my arms around her as I replied, "I feel the same way. You've changed my life in ways I could never have imagined."

We continued kissing and I was so excited to finally get to make love to her. We had been dating for a while but hadn't had sex yet. She was unsure if I would be okay seeing her penis. But I didn't mind at all. I was so sure of my sexuality and to me, she was all woman.

Soon after, I gazed into her beautiful eyes and whispered, "I love you just the way you are." She smiled at me, her eyes filled with gratitude and relief. She had been so nervous about revealing her naked body to me. I took her hand and pinned her to the bed.

We began to explore each other's bodies, our hands roaming freely as we kissed passionately. Her penis was hard and eager, and I couldn't wait to feel it inside my mouth. I’d been watching trans porn to know what it was like as I wanted to learn how to pleasure her as well.

My heart was racing with anticipation as she reached down to touch me between my legs. I moaned softly as she stroked me, feeling my body beginning to respond to her touch.

And then, just as suddenly, she pulled away.

"I'm scared," she whispered, her eyes filled with uncertainty.

I could see the fear in her gaze, and I knew that this was a big moment for her. I reached out and took her hand in mine, squeezing it gently.

"Hey, it's okay," I said softly.

"We don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with."

But even as I spoke the words, my own desire was burning hotter than ever. I wanted her so badly, in a way that I had never wanted anyone else before.

As I took her in my arms, she whispered into my ear, "Are you sure you're okay with this?"

I pulled back and looked into her eyes, "I've never been more sure of anything in my life."

With that, she pushed me back onto the bed and climbed on top of me. I watched as she reached down and pulled her penis out of her panties.

Squeezing her tits, I watched her stroke her cock as my dick pulsated against her butt. I was so turned on I could barely breathe.

She leaned down and we locked eyes as she began to roll her tongue along my shaft. Slowly, she took it in her mouth, teasing it with her mouth.
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"Mmm, just like that," I encouraged. But then she pulled away.

"I love you, Kyle," she said, gazing into my eyes.

"I love you too, Jessica."

I was afraid to say more because I was so turned on, and I just wanted to be inside her. Her mouth felt so good on my dick. I had never felt so turned on in my entire life.

"Yeah, keep doing that, keep doing that," I moaned—my toes curling as I gyrated my hips to push deeper into her mouth. I could feel her saliva drown drip down my thighs. She was excellent at giving head and didn’t mind choking and gagging on my member.

Soon after, we kissed deeply as she lifted her hips and guided the tip of her dick to my mouth.

"I want your first time to be with me. I want to show you how much I love you,” she said.

With closed eyes, I parted my lips and took her cock in my mouth, kissing the flushed head.

To my surprise, it didn't taste bad. I sucked and licked her, getting lost in the sensation of her dick in my mouth. She tasted sweet and salty and I began to fantasize about taking it in the ass. I imagined her fucking me with her cock just like what I usually saw on porn flicks.

Deep in lustful thoughts, I began to suck her dick with newfound vigor as I reached out and wrapped my fingers around her dick, and jerked it slowly. Soon after, she was picking up the pace, pumping her hips to meet my tonsils.

I continued to suck her, my tongue pressed against her shaft as her cock slid wetly in and out of my mouth.

"Mmm, so good! Ah!" she yelled.

She began to breathe harder and faster, her face flushed and her eyes closed. I wasn’t an expert. There were moments when I had to rest from the novel feeling of gagging on a penis. But at that very moment, I could tell that she was about to cum.

Abruptly, she got on her knees and reached over to the nightstand. I watched as she pulled out a bottle of lube, squeezing a large dollop into her hand. It was the very first time I'd seen her finger her ass and it was the most erotic sight I'd ever seen.

"Make love to me," she begged as she bent over the edge of her bed.

I didn't need a second invitation. I parted her legs and grabbed the lube out of her hand then started grazing her tight opening with my mushroom head.

"I've never fucked an ass before," I said excitedly—causing her to chuckle and moan.

I gripped my cock and pushed it against her opening. Then, I felt her body relax as I began to push my dick into her anus.

"Ahh! Slowly, please."

"How bad is it?" I asked with concern.

"Just be gentle. And take it slow," she moaned.
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Her asshole was tight and her butt cheeks were so smooth and plump. She groaned then gripped the bed sheets as I slid the entire length of my shaft into her ass. I felt like I was being edged as I had to go slow so I didn't hurt her. My cock slipped in and out of her ass and her groans got louder.

"Oh, God!" she moaned as I pushed my cock into her tight hole, inch by inch.

"Ah! Your dick is so big!"

Her ass walls felt like my dick was being embraced by the goddess of sex. Every fiber of lust in my body was celebrating and dancing to the tune of her tightness.

She seemed to be in pain as she clutched onto the mattress and tried to catch her breath. I tried to be gentle and slow as I pushed deeper inside her tight, smooth asshole.

"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard!" she moaned.

It was all the encouragement I needed to start fucking her the way I wanted to. I watched as my long, throbbing shaft disappeared inside her gorgeous ass. God, it felt so good.

At that point, I was so turned on it was hard to control myself. There I was, fucking her beautiful ass while she moaned in pleasure. I had never been so hard in my entire life.

"Yes, Kyle," she begged.

"You like it, baby?" I moaned as I sunk my fingertips into her hips. With a nod, she looked over her shoulders—giving me a coquettish and irresistible gaze, further solidifying my already rock-hard cock.

I heard a gasp of breath as her entire body went taut.

"I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"

Then I felt her body shudder as she orgasmed. Her face was all red, almost as red as the dress she took off that was laying on the floor. I felt so satisfied by making her cum that my body started begging for release.

I continued fucking her with a mission to dump every drop of my semen onto her.

I was getting increasingly closer to cumming when I could feel my belly begin to tense and my breathing started to shorten. I felt my body heating up and my cock twitching.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried out.

"I'm gonna cum!"

Quickly, she knelt in front of me with her mouth open, hungry for my cum.

"Ah, Ah, Ah!"

"Ahh!" I grunted as I pulled out and watched my cum spray onto her lips and tits—then drip down to her abs.

Our sounds of pleasure echoed through the room. Her body was twisting and squirming from the orgasm that was coming to her as my dick pulsed from the abundant release of my semen.

“Ahhh!” I moaned once more—drowning in euphoria.

As I fell on my back, my entire body was shuddering. I couldn't move, as I was completely exhausted after a strenuous orgasm. Soon after, we collapsed back onto the bed, cuddling and kissing.

"I love you so much, Jessica," I whispered into her ear.

"I love you too," she said before kissing me on the mouth.

I held her tightly as she snuggled against my chest. At that moment, I knew she was the one and I’d do anything to be the best version of myself. I would do anything to make all of her dreams a reality and to prove to my family that I was capable of being successful.


All Made Up - Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since Jessica's videos started going viral. She was ecstatic, to say the least. Sponsorships were pouring in, and it seemed like her YouTube career could support her full-time. On the other hand, while I was happy with the money I was making as an Avon lady and a waiter, I couldn't help but feel that I could do better.

One evening, as we sat together in her living room, she suggested that if I dressed more femininely, customers might trust me more when it came to makeup sales. After all, the primary market for makeup was women.

I felt reluctant, unsure if that was the right path for me.

"I don't know," I said, hesitating.

"I mean, I'm doing okay, but I just don't know if that's my style."

She seemed to understand my concerns, but before we could discuss them further, she glanced at her phone and saw the time.

"Oh, shoot!" she exclaimed.

"I have a live stream scheduled for now. We'll talk more about this later, okay?"

As she rushed to set up her equipment for the live stream, I couldn't help but study her, trying to pinpoint what made her so successful in everything she did. I watched her movements, the way she carried herself, and how she effortlessly prepared for her live stream.

First, it was her natural beauty. Even without makeup, Jessica was stunning. Her flawless skin, bright eyes, and radiant smile could easily captivate anyone. But with makeup on, she transformed into an ethereal goddess. She knew how to enhance her features and let her true beauty shine.

Her hair was another factor that added to her allure. It was always styled perfectly, framing her face and cascading down her back like a waterfall. The way it caught the light and moved with her added an air of elegance to her presence.

As I continued to observe her, I noticed how her outfit played a significant role in her success. She dressed stylishly and with confidence, always in tune with the latest fashion trends.

She knew how to mix and match pieces to create eye-catching ensembles that showcased her personality and flattered her figure.

But more than her physical appearance, it was her demeanor that truly set her apart. She was warm, engaging, and genuine, making everyone around her feel welcomed and at ease. Her charisma was undeniable, and she had a way of connecting with people on a deeper level.

I could see it in the way she interacted with her viewers during the live stream. She would answer questions thoughtfully, offer advice, and share stories that made her relatable and down-to-earth. She was open and honest, and her laughter was contagious, filling the room with a sense of joy and camaraderie.

As I watched her, I could feel my admiration for her growing. She was a natural-born leader, able to inspire and motivate others with her passion and dedication. It was no wonder that she was thriving in her career, as she had a unique ability to connect with her audience and make them feel valued and understood.

I also noticed the attention to detail in her live stream setup. The background was carefully curated, with a mix of personal items and decorations that reflected her style and interests. The lighting was soft and flattering, creating an inviting and intimate atmosphere.

Her voice was another key factor in her success. She had a soothing and melodic tone, making it easy to listen to her for hours on end. She knew how to modulate her voice to convey different emotions, drawing her viewers in and making them feel as though they were part of the conversation.

As I continued to watch her, I realized that her success wasn't solely due to her appearance or her skills as a makeup artist—it was a combination of all these factors, along with her genuine love for what she did. Her passion for makeup and fashion was evident in everything she shared, and her enthusiasm was contagious.

As the live stream progressed, I saw her seamlessly juggle multiple tasks, such as responding to comments, demonstrating makeup techniques, and sharing product recommendations. She was a natural multitasker, and her ability to balance everything so effortlessly only added to her appeal.

Her creativity was another aspect that set her apart. She was always coming up with new ideas for makeup looks, tutorials, and collaborations. Her willingness to take risks and try new things kept her content fresh and exciting, and it was clear that her viewers appreciated her innovative spirit.

I was also struck by her resilience and determination. She had faced challenges and setbacks in her career, but she never let them hold her back. Instead, she learned from them and used those experiences to grow and become even better at what she did.

As the live stream came to an end, I found myself feeling inspired by her success. I realized that if I wanted to up my game and achieve greater success in my own ventures, I needed to learn from her example. I needed to embrace my own passion and be willing to step outside of my comfort zone.

"That went really well," she said, stretching her legs out and leaning back.

"So, where were we with our conversation?"
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I hesitated for a moment, recalling our earlier discussion about dressing more femininely to connect better with customers. I looked at her, her eyes sparkling with excitement and encouragement, and I knew that I had to at least give it a try.

"Alright," I said, taking a deep breath.

"Let's give it a shot. I'll try dressing more femininely to see if it helps with my sales. But I'll need your help, of course."

She grinned, her eyes lighting up at the prospect of helping me.

"Of course, Kyle! I'll be with you every step of the way. We'll figure this out together."

Three days later, the wigs that she had ordered finally arrived. She was absolutely ecstatic and couldn't wait to help me transform into the most gorgeous Avon Lady in the world. I found her excitement contagious, but I couldn't help feeling nervous about the process.

"Alright, first things first, we need to get you all smooth and hairless to achieve that perfect feminine look," she explained, her eyes shining with excitement.

I gulped, apprehensive about the prospect of waxing my entire body.

"Is that really necessary?" I asked, my voice wavering slightly.

"Trust me. It'll make a huge difference. You'll feel amazing afterward, I promise," she reassured me.
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I reluctantly agreed, and she went to work preparing the wax. As she heated it up, the strong scent of the wax filled the room, and I felt my anxiety mounting.

"Okay, take a deep breath. This might hurt a little," she warned, as she started to apply the hot wax to my chest.

I braced myself for the pain, and when she ripped off the wax strip, I couldn't help but let out a yelp.

"Ouch!" I exclaimed, my eyes watering slightly.

She chuckled. "I told you it might hurt a bit. Don't worry, you'll get used to it."

As she continued waxing various parts of my body, I tried to focus on the end result rather than the pain. After a while, I found myself admiring my newly smooth skin.

"Wow, I never thought I'd say this, but my skin feels amazing," I admitted, running my fingers over my hairless arms and legs.

[image: smooth legs bathroom]

"See? I told you it was worth it," she replied with a grin.

"Now, let's move on to the next step—dressing you up."

She led me to her bedroom, which was now filled with an array of undergarments and lingerie. I looked at each piece with curiosity, not quite sure what to make of them.

She picked up a lacy bra and handed it to me.

"This is a push-up bra," she explained.

It'll give you the appearance of a fuller chest. But of course, we have to put some contouring makeup as you’re very flat in that area,” she sighed.

“Haha! Why, do you want me to have big boobies?” I asked.

“Maybe!” she jested.

Next, she held up a silky piece of lingerie.

"This is a teddy," she said.

"It's a one-piece undergarment that's both sexy and functional. It'll help create a smooth silhouette under your clothes."

As she continued showing me various undergarments, including shapewear to help create curves in all the right places, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation. I had never imagined myself wearing any of these items, but I trusted her judgment.

As I tried on each garment, I started to feel more comfortable in my new feminine attire. Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I couldn't help but feel a little excited about this new side of myself.

Shortly after, we moved on to the next stage of my transformation—dresses. She had a wide variety of them, ranging from casual to formal, and I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by the sheer number of options.

"Let's start with this one," she suggested, holding up a simple, yet elegant, black dress.

"It's a classic choice and will look great on you."

As I tried on the dress, I was surprised by how comfortable it felt. The fabric was soft against my newly smooth skin, and the way it hugged my curves made me feel more confident in my femininity.

She beamed at me.

"You look amazing, Kyle! This dress really suits you."

Her enthusiasm made me feel more at ease, and I started to enjoy the process of trying on different dresses. We laughed and joked as I modeled each one, and I found myself feeling more and more comfortable in these feminine garments.
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Next, we moved on to other outfits, like skirts, blouses, and pants. She showed me how to mix and match different pieces to create a variety of stylish looks. I was starting to see how dressing up could be a fun and creative process, and I was eager to learn more.

"Now, let's talk about shoes," she said, leading me to her impressive collection of heels, flats, and boots.

"You'll need to learn how to walk in heels if you want to truly embrace your feminine side."

I gulped, staring at the towering stilettos in front of me.

"Those look...challenging," I admitted.

"Don't worry, I'll teach you. It's all about balance and practice,” she reassured me with a giggle.

She handed me a pair of relatively low heels to start with, and I hesitantly slipped them on. Standing up, I wobbled slightly, and Jessica held onto my arm to steady me.

"Take it slow," she advised.

"Try walking heel-to-toe, and keep your knees slightly bent."

I followed her instructions, and while I definitely wasn't graceful, I was able to take a few steps without falling over. She cheered me on, her encouragement giving me the confidence to keep trying.

As I practiced walking in heels, she moved on to stockings. She explained the differences between various types, like thigh-highs and pantyhose, and showed me how to put them on properly.

Once I had mastered the art of walking in heels and wearing stockings, it was time for the final touch—the wig. She had ordered several for me to try, and I couldn't help but feel a little nervous about how I would look with long, flowing hair.

She carefully placed the first wig on my head, adjusting it until it fit perfectly. As I looked in the mirror, I was shocked by the transformation. The long, dark hair framed my face beautifully, and I could hardly recognize myself.

"You look stunning," she said, her eyes shining with pride.

"I can't believe how different you look."

I smiled, feeling a sense of accomplishment.
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"Thanks. I kind of do," I said, my voice barely above a whisper—confused as to why the feminine image provided me a surge of confidence I’d never felt as a man before.

Over the next few weeks, she continued to help me refine my feminine look and learn more about makeup, fashion, and styling. Our friendship deepened, and I found myself falling more and more in love with her as we shared this journey together.


All Made Up - Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself standing in the shower, letting the warm water cascade over my body as I mentally prepared myself for the day ahead. I had decided to finally take the plunge and work as an Avon Lady while dressed up as a woman. Despite Jessica's unwavering support and encouragement, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and trepidation.
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After showering, I stepped out and wrapped a towel around my waist. I took a deep breath and began the process of getting dressed. The first step was to put on the delicate, lacy panties she had picked out for me. As I slid them up my legs, I felt a thrill of anticipation, knowing that this was the first step in my transformation.

Next came the important task of tucking my member. I had practiced this several times with her guidance, but it was still a bit of a challenge. I took my time, making sure everything was secure and in place.
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When I was satisfied, I stepped in front of the mirror and marveled at the flat, feminine crotch that greeted me. It was empowering, and I felt a surge of confidence.

With my garments in place, I moved on to the shapewear. I slipped on a pair of high-waisted control panties to smooth out my hips and waist, followed by a form-fitting camisole to help create a more feminine silhouette. The shapewear hugged my body, making me feel even more in touch with my feminine side.

Now it was time to pack my Avon Lady uniform—a stylish pink blazer and pencil skirt combo. I carefully folded the garments and placed them in my bag, knowing that I would be changing into them later, after my shift at Genaro's.

Before leaving the house, I decided to apply a light layer of makeup—just some foundation and a touch of blush to give my face a healthy glow. I didn't want to go overboard with makeup since I was still working at the restaurant, but I wanted to feel more connected to my feminine persona throughout the day.

Finally, it was time to get dressed in my male waiter clothes. As I pulled on my pants and buttoned up my shirt, I couldn't help but feel a sense of disconnect between the person I was on the outside and the person I was becoming on the inside. But I knew that soon, I would be able to fully embrace my new role as a glamorous Avon Lady.

Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my bag and headed out the door. As I walked to work, I felt a mixture of nerves and excitement bubbling up inside me. I couldn't wait to start this new chapter in my life and to see where it would take me.

Working at Genaro's that day felt different. My coworkers kept complimenting me on how good I looked, and I couldn't help but feel a little proud of the transformation I had undergone. They commented on how glowing my skin looked, and how my face seemed to be completely free of blemishes and hair. I couldn't keep the secret to myself, so I decided to let them in on the fact that I was wearing makeup.

The shock on their faces was priceless, as they hadn't suspected a thing. The makeup application was so seamless that nobody had been able to tell I was wearing any. The compliments and support from my coworkers put me in a great mood all day, and I felt more confident than ever.

As my shift came to an end, I headed to the locker room to change into my Avon Lady outfit. I carefully put on the pink blazer and pencil skirt, feeling the anticipation build as I transformed into my new persona.

Next, I added the finishing touch—a stylish wig that completed the look. I took a moment to admire my reflection, feeling a thrill of excitement at the thought of finally starting my new job as a full-fledged Avon Lady.

Just as I was putting the final touches on my makeup, Tony walked into the locker room. He stopped in his tracks, clearly shocked by my appearance. I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me, but I knew I had to explain myself.
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"Tony, I... I'm an Avon Lady on the side," I admitted, my voice shaking a little. To my surprise, his expression softened, and he smiled at me.

"There's nothing to be embarrassed about. It's a decent job, and I really appreciate your hustle," he said warmly. His words were reassuring, and I felt a wave of relief wash over me.

In a show of support, he added, "You know what? I'll buy a pack of your makeup for my wife. I'm sure she'll love it." His support meant the world to me, and I couldn't thank him enough.

With his words of encouragement ringing in my ears, I finished getting ready and headed out to start my first day as an Avon Lady. My heart raced with excitement as I thought about the new chapter in my life that was about to begin.

As I walked to set up my makeshift stall, I took in the sights, sounds, and smells of New Jersey around me. The streets were alive with activity, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of belonging in the bustling city.

As the sun set, I started putting up my stall on the sidewalk, feeling both excited and nervous about this new chapter of my life as an Avon Lady. I took a deep breath, steadying myself as I arranged the makeup products on the small table.

Soon, the first customer approached, a middle-aged woman with a curious expression.
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"What do you have here?" she asked, examining the array of makeup laid out before her.

"Hi there! I'm Kyle, and I'm here to introduce you to some amazing Avon products," I replied enthusiastically, showcasing the different items I had on display. As I explained the benefits of each product, I could see the woman's interest growing.

"Wow, I didn't realize Avon had so many great items. I'll take the lipstick and the mascara, please," she said, handing over her cash. I thanked her and handed her the products, feeling a surge of pride at my first successful sale of the night.

As the evening went on, more and more people stopped by my stall. I quickly found myself engaging in lively conversations with my customers, feeling more confident with each interaction.

"Hey, that's a great shade of blush you've got there," a young woman commented as she picked up one of the products.

"Would it work well on my skin tone?"

"Absolutely!" I assured her.

"It's a universally flattering shade that complements all skin tones. I can even show you how to apply it if you'd like."

The woman agreed, and I proceeded to give her a mini makeup tutorial right there on the sidewalk. As I demonstrated the proper technique, a small crowd began to gather around my stall, drawn in by the impromptu lesson.

"I've never seen a guy who knows so much about makeup," a passerby remarked, clearly impressed.

"You really know your stuff!"

"Thank you," I replied with a grin.

"I've learned a lot from my girlfriend, who's a makeup guru. She's taught me everything I know."

As the night wore on, I continued to chat with customers and demonstrate various makeup techniques. I found myself truly enjoying the interactions and the opportunity to share my newfound knowledge with others.

At one point, a group of teenagers approached my stall, giggling and whispering among themselves. I could tell they were skeptical about a guy selling makeup, but I didn't let their doubts get to me.

"Hey, what's going on here?" one of the girls asked, eyeing the makeup skeptically.

"I'm showing off some amazing Avon products," I explained, launching into my spiel.

"If you're interested, I'd be more than happy to help you find the perfect product for your needs."

To my surprise, the teens seemed genuinely interested and began asking me questions about the various products. Before long, they were eagerly trying out different shades of lipstick and eyeshadow, their earlier skepticism forgotten.

As the hours passed, my stall continued to attract a steady stream of customers. Some were seasoned makeup enthusiasts, while others were complete novices looking to learn more about the world of cosmetics.

In between sales, I took the time to chat with my customers, getting to know their stories and what had drawn them to my little sidewalk stall. I was touched by the kindness and support I received from the people of New Jersey, and I couldn't help but feel like I was making a difference in their lives.

By the end of the night, I was exhausted but elated by the success of my makeshift stall. I had managed to sell a significant amount of products, and I knew that this was just the beginning of my journey as an Avon Lady.

After a long and successful first day as an Avon Lady, I returned to my apartment feeling exhausted but incredibly fulfilled. My body ached from standing all day, and I couldn't wait to kick off my heels and relax.

As I opened the door to my apartment, I was met with the inviting aroma of a home-cooked meal. The delicious scent wafted through the air, making my stomach rumble with anticipation.

I stepped inside, my eyes immediately drawn to the beautifully set table covered in a variety of mouthwatering dishes. In the center of the table was a cake, decorated with the words, "Congratulations Avon Lady!" I couldn't help but smile at the sweet gesture.

As I took in the scene before me, Jessica emerged from the kitchen, her face lit up with excitement.

"Surprise!" she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with joy.

"I wanted to celebrate your first day as an Avon Lady. You deserve it!"
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I was touched by her thoughtfulness, and I couldn't find the words to express my gratitude. Instead, I pulled her into a tight embrace, feeling the warmth of her body pressed against mine.

"Thank you, sweetheart," I whispered into her ear.

"This means so much to me."

We sat down at the table, and she began to serve up the delicious food she had prepared. As we ate, I recounted the events of my day, sharing the stories of the customers I had met and the lessons I had learned.

She listened intently, her eyes never leaving mine as I spoke. She seemed genuinely interested in my experiences, and I felt a warmth in my chest knowing that she truly cared about my success.

As we continued to chat, I realized how much I had grown and changed since I had first met Jessica. She had been the catalyst for my transformation, and I couldn't imagine my life without her by my side.

"I couldn't have done any of this without you," I told her earnestly.

"You've been my rock, and I'm so grateful for everything you've done for me."

She blushed at my words, a shy smile playing on her lips.

"I'm just happy to see you succeeding and doing what you love," she replied softly.

"You're an amazing person and I'm so proud of you."

As we finished our meal, I felt a sense of contentment wash over me. The apartment was filled with warmth and love, and I knew that I was exactly where I was meant to be.

We moved on to dessert, cutting into the celebratory cake that she had made. The first bite was heavenly, and I couldn't help but close my eyes to savor the taste.

She watched me with a smile, her eyes shining with happiness.

"I'm glad you like it," she said.

"I wanted to make something special for you."

As we enjoyed our dessert, we continued to talk about my experiences as an Avon Lady and the exciting possibilities that lay ahead. She shared her own stories from her days working at Genaro's, and we laughed together at the memories.

As the evening wore on, we slowly cleaned up the remains of our celebratory dinner, working side by side in comfortable silence. Once the dishes were washed and the leftovers stored away, we made our way to the living room, collapsing onto the couch in exhaustion.

We snuggled up together, our bodies pressed close as we shared the warmth and love that filled the room.

"I love you," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the sound of our breathing.

"I love you more, Jess, I’ll do everything for you,” I softly said before planting a kiss on her forehead.


All Made Up - Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS had passed since I moved into Jessica's apartment, and life couldn't have been better. As Halloween approached, her excitement grew exponentially. She was a huge fan of the holiday and had already decided to dress up as Jessica Rabbit for her filming sessions.

One evening, as we sat together in our cozy living room, she turned to me with a bright idea.

"You know what, Kyle? You should dress up too while working as an Avon Lady for Halloween. It'll be a great way to grab attention and increase sales!"

I couldn't help but get caught up in her enthusiasm. The idea of dressing up for Halloween while working as an Avon Lady seemed like a lot of fun. However, I had no idea what costume to choose.

Seeing my uncertainty, she sprang into action.

"Don't worry, I have some ideas. Let's see what we can find in my closet!" With that, she rushed to her room, leaving me to follow in her wake.

Moments later, she had laid out an array of costume options on the bed. There were all sorts of outfits, ranging from superheroes to classic Halloween characters. We spent the next hour trying on different costumes, with Jessica offering her expert opinions on each one.

The first outfit I tried on was a pirate costume, complete with a tricorn hat and an eye patch. As I strutted around the bedroom, trying to perfect my best pirate swagger, she couldn't help but laugh.

"You look great, but I'm not sure if a pirate is the best choice for an Avon Lady," she giggled.

Next, I tried on a vampire costume, complete with a flowing black cape and plastic fangs. As I practiced my most menacing hiss, she pretended to cower in fear, but ultimately decided that the costume might be a bit too intimidating for my customers.

We continued our costume extravaganza, with me trying on everything from a cowboy outfit to a classic ghost costume made from a bedsheet. Each outfit brought its own share of laughter and fun, but none of them seemed to be the perfect fit for my Avon Lady persona.

Finally, after nearly exhausting our options, she pulled out one last costume—a Playboy Bunny outfit. At first, I hesitated, unsure if I could pull off such a daring look. But her enthusiasm was contagious, and I decided to give it a try.

As I slipped into the black leotard, complete with bunny ears and a fluffy tail, I couldn't help but feel a bit ridiculous. However, as I looked in the mirror, I realized that the outfit actually suited me quite well. It was fun, flirty, and just the right amount of outrageous for Halloween.

Her eyes lit up when she saw me in the Playboy Bunny costume.

"That's it! You look gorgeous. This is the perfect costume for you."

I had to admit, she was right. The outfit was a far cry from my usual Avon Lady attire, but it was just the right mix of playful and eye-catching for Halloween.

As the big day approached, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness. Would my customers appreciate my Halloween spirit, or would they find my costume too over-the-top? Only time would tell.

When Halloween finally arrived, I donned my Playboy Bunny outfit, complete with fishnet stockings and high heels. I took a deep breath, admiring my reflection in the mirror. With Jessica's encouragement ringing in my ears, I stepped out of our apartment and into the bustling New Jersey streets.
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As the evening progressed, my Avon stall continued to draw a crowd. The buzz surrounding my Playboy Bunny costume seemed to work in my favor, as more and more people flocked to see the spectacle.

Men and women alike called out compliments as they approached my stall, some even going so far as to call me "sexy." I couldn't help but blush at the attention, but I also felt a sense of pride in the success of my costume choice.

Feeling to vulnerable and cold, I put on a pair of stockings to warm up my body but it only added to the huge attention that I was already getting.

Throughout the night, I continued to engage with customers, offering advice on makeup products and sharing tips on how to achieve the perfect Halloween look. The atmosphere was lively and fun, and I couldn't have been happier with how the evening was unfolding.

That is, until I spotted a familiar face in the crowd.

Josephine, my sister-in-law, was browsing through the Avon products on display, her young daughter by her side. I hadn't seen her in a while, and a mix of emotions flooded through me as I contemplated whether or not to approach her.

Eventually, I decided to take the plunge.

"Josephine?" I called out hesitantly, unsure of how she would react to my presence.

Her head snapped up, her eyes wide with shock as she registered my voice.

"How do you know my name?" she asked, her gaze darting around nervously.

"It's me, Kyle," I replied, trying to sound as casual as possible despite my racing heart.

Her eyes widened even further as she took in my appearance, her face a mixture of shock, confusion, and embarrassment. She quickly pulled her daughter closer to her, as if trying to shield her from the sight of me in my risqué costume.

"Hey, Uncle Kyle!" her daughter exclaimed, recognizing me despite my unusual attire. Josephine's face turned a deep shade of red, and she struggled to find words.

"No, sweetie," she stammered, her voice strained.
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"This man is not your uncle. He's... he's a freak."

I felt as if I had been punched in the gut. The joy and excitement of the evening evaporated in an instant, replaced by a deep sense of shame and embarrassment. I tried to maintain my composure as she hurriedly ushered her daughter away from my stall, their backs turned to me as they disappeared into the crowd.

The night continued on, but the sting of her words hung heavy in the air. Even as more customers approached my stall, I couldn't shake the feeling of humiliation that had settled over me.

I did my best to continue selling Avon products, but my heart wasn't in it anymore. The laughter and compliments that had once filled me with pride now felt hollow and empty.

As the evening wore on, I found it increasingly difficult to maintain my cheerful facade. The hurt and embarrassment I felt seemed to seep into every interaction, my once-confident demeanor replaced by a forced smile and stilted conversation.

I tried to focus on the positive aspects of the night—the many sales I had made and the supportive comments from other customers—but the image of Josephine and her daughter walking away from me, their expressions filled with disgust, haunted my thoughts.

As the night drew to a close, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of relief. My Playboy Bunny costume, which had once seemed like such a fun and daring choice, now felt like a burden I couldn't wait to be rid of.

As I packed up my stall, my mind raced with thoughts of what had transpired. The pain of her rejection felt fresh and raw, a wound that refused to be ignored.

I couldn't help but wonder if I had made a mistake in choosing such a provocative costume. Perhaps I had crossed a line, transforming myself…

The day after my challenging night as a Playboy Bunny Avon Lady, Jessica and I were relaxing in our living room, trying to put the previous evening's events behind us. As we sat together, my phone suddenly rang, the screen displaying my brother's name. My heart skipped a beat, a mix of excitement and apprehension filling me as I answered the call.

"Hey, it's been a while!" I said, trying to keep my voice light and cheerful. However, my brother wasted no time in launching into a tirade.

"What the hell were you thinking?" he barked, his voice filled with anger and contempt.

"Dressing up like a Playboy Bunny and embarrassing the family name? What's wrong with you?"

His words stung, and I struggled to find a response. I had expected some backlash, but the ferocity of his attack caught me off guard.

"You're a disgrace," he continued, his voice dripping with disdain.

"Our parents are humiliated, and I can't believe I have to call you my brother."

As he hurled insult after insult at me, I could feel my anger rising. I had put up with his condescension for years, but something about his attack on my newfound passion and independence pushed me over the edge.

"Enough!" I shouted, unable to contain myself any longer.

"You think you're so much better than me just because Mom and Dad put all their money into your college education? And now you blame me for not going anywhere in life?"

I was shaking with fury as I continued, my voice growing louder and more forceful.

"You've never been a real family to me. You never supported me, never cared about what I wanted, and now that I've found something I'm passionate about, you just want to tear me down."

Jessica, who had been watching the scene unfold with concern, placed a comforting hand on my shoulder, trying to calm me down. I took a deep breath, my eyes brimming with tears as I struggled to regain control over my emotions.

"You know what?" I continued, my voice quieter but no less resolute.
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"I don't care what you or our parents think. I'm done trying to live up to your impossible expectations. I'm going to be happy and successful on my own terms, with or without your approval."

With that, I hung up the phone, my hands trembling from the intensity of the confrontation. She wrapped her arms around me, offering her support and comfort as I tried to process what had just happened.

"I'm so sorry you had to go through that," she whispered, her voice filled with sympathy.
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"But I'm proud of you for standing up for yourself. You deserve so much better than the way they've treated you."

As we sat there, her arms wrapped around me, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her presence in my life. She had shown me nothing but love and support, even when my own family had turned their backs on me.

We spent the rest of the day talking about the confrontation with my brother and the impact it had on me. She listened attentively, offering her insights and encouragement as we delved into the complicated dynamics of my family.

As we talked, I began to realize just how much I had internalized the negative messages my family had sent me over the years. Their constant criticism and lack of support had left me doubting my own worth and abilities.

But her unwavering belief in me had started to chip away at those damaging beliefs. Her love and support had given me the confidence to pursue my dreams, and I was determined not to let my family's disapproval hold me back any longer.

Six months had passed since that fateful confrontation with my brother, and my life had changed in ways I could have never imagined. As an Avon Lady, I was now earning more than I ever had at Genaro's, and my newfound confidence had spilled over into every aspect of my life.

One evening, as she prepared for a live stream in our bedroom, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. We had come so far together, and our lives were only getting better.

As Jessica applied her makeup and adjusted the lighting for her stream, I decided it was time to share some exciting news with her.

"Jess," I began hesitantly, "I've been thinking... I want to quit Genaro's and start my own cosmetics line."

Her eyes widened in shock, her makeup brush hovering in mid-air as she processed my words.

"Really?" she asked, clearly surprised by my sudden declaration.

"But you've always been so passionate about working at Genaro's. What made you change your mind?"

I took a deep breath, ready to share the thoughts that had been brewing in my mind for months.

"I love working at Genaro's, but I've realized that there's so much more I could be doing. I've learned so much about makeup and skincare, and I've seen firsthand how the right products can transform people's lives. I want to create my own line of cosmetics that can help people feel confident and beautiful, just like you've helped me."

Her eyes filled with tears as she listened to my passionate speech, and she reached out to grasp my hand.

"I'm so proud of you," she whispered, her voice filled with emotion.

"You've come such a long way, and I know you'll be amazing at whatever you set your mind to."

Overwhelmed by her support, I felt tears prick at the corners of my own eyes.

"Thank you," I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

"I couldn't have come this far without you. Your love and encouragement have given me the strength to chase my dreams, and I can't wait to see what the future holds for us."

We spent the rest of the evening discussing my plans for my new cosmetics line, brainstorming ideas for products and marketing strategies. Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I felt more excited and inspired than ever before.


All Made Up - Chapter 9

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, I found myself standing in Genaro's on my last day of work, dressed in a complete Avon Lady outfit, wig and all, as a way to commemorate the journey that had led me to this point. My coworkers, Tony, Lisa, and the others, gathered around me, sadness in their eyes as they prepared to say goodbye.

"Kyle, we're going to miss you so much," Lisa said, her voice trembling with emotion.

"Thank you for everything," Tony added, patting me on the back.

"We're all so proud of you and your new venture."

Although they were heartbroken to see me leave, they understood my reasons and supported my decision to pursue my passion. I had made deep connections with them over the years, and I was incredibly grateful for the friendships we had forged.

As a parting gift, I presented each of them with a selection of makeup products from my new cosmetics line. Their faces lit up with joy and gratitude, and I could see the pride in their eyes as they admired the fruits of my labor.

"You really did it, Kyle," Tony said, holding up one of the products.

"These look amazing."
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Tears streamed down my face as I hugged each of them in turn, thanking them for their support and encouragement throughout my time at Genaro's. As I stepped out of the restaurant for the last time, I felt a mixture of sadness and excitement, knowing that I was closing one chapter of my life and beginning another.

The next day, I found myself in a meeting with the laboratory team responsible for creating my cosmetics line. I was determined to make the most of this opportunity and create products that truly reflected my vision and values.

"Thank you all for meeting with me today," I said, addressing the team.

"I have some ideas I'd like to share with you, and I'm really excited to hear your input."

The lead chemist, Dr. Patel, nodded encouragingly.

"We're excited to hear your ideas. Let's get started."

The laboratory was buzzing with activity, the air filled with the scent of various ingredients and the sound of machines whirring. I felt a sense of awe as I took in the sight of the scientists and technicians working diligently to bring my ideas to life.

As we sat down to discuss my product line, I outlined my vision for a range of cosmetics that were not only high-quality and effective but also environmentally friendly and cruelty-free. I wanted to create products that made people feel beautiful while also being kind to the planet and its inhabitants.

"That's a fantastic idea," Dr. Patel said, clearly impressed.

"We can definitely work with you to develop products that align with your values."

The laboratory team listened attentively, nodding in agreement and taking notes as I spoke. They shared their expertise, suggesting innovative ingredients and formulas that would help me achieve my goals.

As the meeting progressed, we dove deeper into the specifics of each product, discussing everything from texture and color to packaging and branding.

"How about a lightweight foundation that provides good coverage but feels like you're wearing nothing at all?" I suggested.

"I love that idea," Dr. Patel replied.

"We can experiment with different formulations to achieve that perfect balance."

We spent hours poring over samples and prototypes, testing and refining each product until it met my exacting standards. The laboratory team was patient and accommodating, always eager to address my concerns and help me achieve my vision.

"I think we've finally nailed the formula for the lipstick you wanted," Dr. Patel announced one afternoon, presenting me with a stunning shade of red.

"It's long-lasting, moisturizing, and has just the right amount of shine."

I smiled, thrilled with the results.

"It's perfect. Thank you so much for your hard work and dedication."

As the day wore on, I began to see my dreams take shape before my eyes. The products we were creating were not only beautiful and effective but also imbued with a sense of purpose and passion that was deeply personal to me.

After a long and productive day, I left the laboratory feeling both exhausted and exhilarated. I knew that there was still much work to be done, but I was more confident than ever that my cosmetics line would be a success.

Over the next few weeks, I continued to work closely with the laboratory team, refining and perfecting my product line. I also collaborated with marketing experts and graphic designers to create a cohesive and eye-catching brand identity that would resonate with my target audience.

As the launch date drew nearer, I began to feel a mixture of nerves and excitement. I knew that I had poured my heart and soul into this project, but I also understood that success was not guaranteed.
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I confided in Jessica about my fears one evening as we sat together in our apartment.

"I just can't shake this feeling of uncertainty. What if this whole thing flops?"

She took my hand, her eyes filled with love and encouragement.

"Kyle, you've worked so hard to get to this point. I believe in you, and I know that you can make this a success. Just remember, no matter what happens, I'm here for you."

Her words of support meant the world to me, and I felt a renewed sense of determination and excitement as the launch day approached.


All Made Up - Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A FEW DAYS LATER, it was the launch day. Jessica and I were hovering around my laptop—both restless, exhausted, yet the most excited we’d ever been.

"Are you ready? The online store is about to go live!" I called out, practically bouncing with anticipation.

She looked up from her laptop, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"I'm ready, Kyle! Let's do this!"

We both huddled around my laptop, our hearts racing as we watched the seconds tick down. I couldn't help but think about how far we had come, from working in Genaro's restaurant to launching my very own cosmetics brand.

"Three, two, one… we're live!" I exclaimed as the site went live. We held our breath, waiting to see if anyone would actually buy our products.

Within moments, we saw the first order come in.

"Oh my gosh, Jess! Someone just bought our lipstick!"

She squealed with delight.

"That's amazing! But just wait—it's only the beginning!"

As the minutes ticked by, more and more orders poured in. It was almost too much to keep up with, but we couldn't tear our eyes away from the screen. It was like watching a dream come true right before our eyes.

"I can't believe this is happening!" I shouted, grinning from ear to ear.

"Our products are selling like hotcakes!"

She laughed, her eyes wide with wonder.

"Your video went viral! Everyone is talking about Kylie Causemetics!"

"Eight minutes in, and we're already halfway sold out!" I couldn't contain my excitement as I shared the incredible news.

Her eyes went wide, and she gasped, "We did it! We sold out in just 8 minutes and 8 seconds!"

We stared at each other for a moment before bursting into laughter and jumping up and down with excitement. Our hard work had paid off, and our products were in high demand.

"This is unbelievable! I can't thank you enough for everything you've done to help make this dream a reality!" I wrapped my arms around her, feeling a surge of gratitude for her unwavering support.

She hugged me back, beaming with pride. "I knew you could do it! I've believed in you from the very beginning. This is just the start of something amazing!"

As we continued to celebrate our incredible success, I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed with gratitude for the journey that had led us to this moment.

It had been a rollercoaster of emotions, but with Jessica by my side, we had managed to turn our dreams into reality. And now, with the launch of Kylie Causemetics, it felt like we were finally on the path to even greater things.

A year later, I stood in front of the mirror, taking a deep breath as I looked at my reflection. I could hardly believe that my brand was still thriving since its launch. Kylie Causemetics had become a billion-dollar success, and today, we were opening up to the stock market. It felt like a dream.

My hair, now long and flowing, framed my face perfectly. I had started hormone therapy six months ago, and the changes to my body and appearance were incredible. I felt more like myself than I ever had before.

After changing my name to Kylie Brenner and embracing my identity as a transgender woman, I finally felt like I was living my true life.

As I began to dress for the day, I carefully selected my outfit—a tailored, black blazer with a white, silk blouse tucked into a high-waisted, black pencil skirt. The ensemble was completed with a pair of black stilettos that gave me an extra boost of confidence. I couldn't help but admire the woman staring back at me in the mirror—a boss babe, ready to take on the world.

I then moved on to my makeup, applying a flawless foundation followed by a subtle smoky eye, a hint of blush on my cheeks, and a bold red lip. The finishing touch was a set of diamond earrings that sparkled as they caught the light.

"My love, are you ready?" Jessica called out from the living room, her voice filled with excitement.

I took a final look at my reflection, feeling a mix of nerves and anticipation.
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"I'm ready, my love!" I responded, my voice strong and determined.

As I stepped out of the bedroom, I saw her waiting for me, dressed in her own boss babe ensemble—a stunning burgundy pantsuit with gold accessories. She looked at me with pride, her eyes shining with admiration.

"You look incredible!" she gushed, taking in my appearance.

"Thank you, so do you!" I replied, feeling a wave of gratitude wash over me.

She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a tight embrace.

"Really, my love. I’m so proud of you."

I hugged her back, my heart swelling with love and appreciation.

"I know, my love. I love you so much."

As we pulled away from the hug, she looked deep into my eyes.

"Are you ready for this? Are you ready to make history?"

I smiled, feeling a surge of confidence.

"I'm more than ready. Let's do this."

With that, we shared a passionate kiss, sealing our bond and our commitment to this incredible journey we were on together. Hand in hand, we walked out of the apartment, ready to face the world as the unstoppable duo we had become.

As we made our way to the announcement event, I couldn't help but reflect on the incredible journey that had led us to this moment.

From our humble beginnings in Genaro's restaurant to launching a billion-dollar brand, we had faced countless challenges and obstacles along the way. But through it all, we had remained by each other's side, supporting one another and lifting each other up.

After the huge announcement, as we continued posing for photo ops at the stock exchange, I caught sight of my parents, brother, and sister-in-law, Josephine, walking toward me. I felt a mixture of emotions—shock, surprise, and a touch of anxiety—as they approached.

Jessica, sensing the tension, gently squeezed my hand before excusing herself to give us some privacy.

As they stood before me, I noticed the tears in their eyes, and I could feel the weight of the moment. My father spoke first, his voice cracking with emotion.

"Kylie, we're so sorry. We never should have treated you the way we did."

My mother chimed in, her own tears streaming down her face.

"We're so proud of you, sweetheart. You took the nothing we gave you and turned it into something incredible. You've shown us that you're strong, capable, and resilient."

My brother, clearly struggling to find the right words, finally spoke up.

"Kylie, I'm sorry too. I know they favored me because I was the firstborn, and that was wrong. You deserved better, and I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive us."

Josephine, holding my niece's hand, looked at me sincerely.

"Kylie, I apologize for how I treated you that day. We both do. We accept you for who you are, and we want to be a part of your life if you'll let us."

I felt overwhelmed by their words, tears welling up in my eyes. It was a lot to process, and I couldn't bring myself to hug them after all the pain they had caused. But I knew that they were making an effort to change, and that was a start.

Instead, I turned and gestured toward Jessica, who had been waiting nearby.
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"I'd like you to meet Jessica, my girlfriend. She's the one who has been by my side, supporting me and helping me become the person I am today."

My family looked at her, and I could see the recognition in their eyes—the understanding that she had played a crucial role in my success and happiness.

My mother smiled warmly at her.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Jessica. Thank you for being there for our daughter."

She returned the smile, stepping forward and extending her hand.

"It's nice to meet you all as well."

As my family exchanged pleasantries with her, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of emotions—relief, hope, and a bit of sadness. I knew that their apologies and acceptance were important steps toward healing, but I also knew that it would take time to rebuild the trust that had been broken.

With a deep breath, I excused myself and Jessica, explaining that we had responsibilities to attend to. As we walked away, hand in hand, I felt a sense of closure. My family had finally acknowledged and accepted me for who I am, and that meant more than I could have ever imagined.

I turned to her, my eyes filled with gratitude and love.

"Thank you, my love. For everything."

She smiled, squeezing my hand.

"I'll always be here for you. We're a team, remember?"

I nodded, feeling a renewed sense of purpose and determination.

"Yes, we are. We’re also soulmates, don’t you ever forget that," I said with a wink before leaning in and kissing her with all my heart’s love.


All Made Up - Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS PASSED, and Kylie Causemetics continued to thrive, becoming a household name in the world of beauty and cosmetics. I, ever the visionary, decided to launch a new venture—Kylie Ladies. Inspired by my own experiences as an Avon Lady, I wanted to create opportunities for others to earn a living while sharing their love for makeup and empowering others.

Alongside the growth of my business, I felt a strong desire to give back to the community that had embraced and supported me during my own journey.
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I founded a charity dedicated to helping transgender women, crossdressers, and anyone in between. Through this charity, we provided resources, support, and a safe space for individuals to embrace their true selves and find a community where they were celebrated and loved.

As the launch of the charity approached, I couldn't help but feel an immense sense of gratitude for everything that had happened in my life.

I was especially thankful for the unwavering love and support of Jessica, who had been by my side every step of the way. I knew in my heart that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her and decided to plan a public proposal during the charity launch event.

I searched high and low for the perfect ring and finally found it—a rare, stunning pink diamond that symbolized the powerful femininity she had helped me discover within myself. I knew this ring would be the perfect embodiment of our love, and a reminder of the journey we had taken together.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Sweet Femboys? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

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

Story 2 – Old Maid

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

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

Story 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

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

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

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“You’re my idol but… I don’t think I can dress up like a girl for you.”

Read Fan Girl


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


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: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]

	[image: A person in a pink corset  Description automatically generated]	[image: A cartoon of a person lying down  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with long hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person sitting on a bench holding a lantern  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in red dresses  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a white lingerie  Description automatically generated]



Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

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

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


Find Femboys

[image: A person taking a selfie  Description automatically generated]

Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl

[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]

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

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

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Sweet Femboys – Illustrated Feminization Romance Bundle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)

OEBPS/image_rsrc3RD.jpg
Uity Dmn I\Jllb

D16y,
O, r/l






OEBPS/image_rsrc3PZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3NY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UP.jpg
JAREL UCTANT EEMINIZATION & EXORCISM ROMANCE





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3ST.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PA.jpg
AdD tH Zas
) 69 ERE
= 2D R )Y

D @) BN

Poevroeet Bops¢

1880
= 2060

(I BE
#1149 e SRI
Az eqes
=10 COT

L IV 779 e
wPas

I3 @8q

©LHS6
< ORI6

CIEFSE
g 4 /5
6D R P |
333 Q09
A e@0f”
24100 @ BN
AT o0

OUD G &

—
N
=
(e}
<
)
Q
LY
7]
(7))
9
©
7))
3
o
-

© Udeo
26190

185960 BT
A9 A ORG

Hivaed)

A ] 0 G sy
\0 L 0 & 2 g o — () ~ O Y™





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc3P9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U0.jpg
Roys

ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE BYNDLE





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UM.jpg
IEOMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTA|






OEBPS/image_rsrc3UB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TH.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc3TZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3NZ.jpg
BRIGHTLUCKY PRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SW.jpg
AR AN





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PW.jpg
R )
N\ 4 AN
Yt

H{\)p.q/g @






OEBPS/image_rsrc3P5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P1.jpg
)
NT: FEM\ixzm ION AN





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SJ.jpg
I

RAMOAIL

sl
Lo R






OEBPS/image_rsrc3UH.jpg
volighe

MMWVOO@





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UC.jpg
COSPLAY Fi INIZ f O\ ANCE

\ ILLY LUSS h D






OEBPS/image_rsrc3RS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PM.jpg
11C/0 |






OEBPS/image_rsrc3RJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U1.jpg
BY THE PiUNKY ROCKSTAR





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SR.jpg
FIRSTANMEFEMINIXATION & TRANSGENDER ROMANCE
}ILL\/ LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P0.jpg
FREE SISSY fimosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved _?A %S TA GE
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved -P § s

a lot of money just to travel to New York to see e Sup ers i
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour i tar’s
perform for free in Madison Square Garden. ( C

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love
for him in this tale of

The Superstar's Sissy Secret?

Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by Worlc Top Erotic Hypnotist v
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)






OEBPS/image_rsrc3RX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U9.jpg
TRANSGENDER AND SISSYIROMA|

Ly LU
g






OEBPS/image_rsrc3SN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U4.jpg
AN [LLUSTRA

ED FEMINIZATBNIRCMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

ILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3US.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UA.jpg
MMTWOOB)





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S1.jpg
= 7
.gﬁ'm'- ._,,,::u». _--... s
ARG we i
| g B





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3P8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3SH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UE.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3T2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3UN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3S6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3RC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3TR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3U3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3PF.jpg





