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Introduction

“From her rose-colored glasses, womanhood was sweet as candy, only to find out that it wasn’t as saccharine as she thought it would be. But then again… she’s Barbie *wink*”.

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

∞∞∞

Barbie Sinclair, who just legally changed her name from Barry, yearned to accelerate her transition by undergoing surgery to inflate her knockers. Being the daddy’s girl that she was, she successfully convinced Conrad, her megamillionaire father… but on one condition.

She moved from her family’s Beverly Hills estate to Boston, honoring her promise to get a Master’s degree from Harvard Business School.

The boys loved her but sadly, most of the girls wanted nothing to do with her but pull her hair.

Meeting Ken was her only resolve until Sarah, his girlfriend shows up and dims her shine.

Will she ever see the neon pink light again or is she destined to suffer a grim fate?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, 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 Barbie Gurl.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

My First Gift For You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

IT WAS A LOVELY SUNNY DAY in Beverly Hills. Rows upon rows of daffodils, petunia, and lilies were thriving in the 30,000 square feet Sinclair estate. Thanks to its 47-year-old patriarch, Conrad Sinclair, the small family was set for a lifetime of living in the lap of luxury.

[image: beverly hills mansion]

With smart investments in stocks and bonds, properties across the United States, and lucky hands in the casinos in Vegas, looking for the next meal was non-existent.

Albeit married to a capricious woman the same age, Veronica, his wealth was oppressively abundant that ten more of her weren’t enough to finish it. Furthermore, his only child, whom he dearly loved, wasn’t as lofty.

But that child, who was born Barry, who’s now living as Barbie, had just one worldly wish…

“Daddy, I need to ask you something”, she shyly informed from the edge of the pool as her parents, donned matching bikinis, her mother in a white two-piece and her father in a white speedo, were absorbing their daily dose of Vitamin D and perfecting their tan on the rattan sunbeds by their Santorini-inspired swimming area.

As she emerged from the water, the golden Californian sunshine beamed on her 5ft. 7in. delicate frame, sapphire eyes, sun-kissed flawless skin, and damp natural long blonde locks. She carefully sauntered to her dad’s sunbed, followed by her white toy poodle Snuggles, in her pastel pink one-piece swimsuit as he tapped his lap—gesturing her to sit on it.

“What does my princess need? Hmm?”

She couldn’t get a word out from the tight hold of his brute body and playful tickles. As he shook his head with utmost aggression to splash her with wilful mists from his short brunette hair, her mother gently rolled her body and swiped her wavy blonde locks—exposing her back to get an even tan.

“Ha ha! Dad, stop it!”

“Woof! Woof!”

“No! You’re not getting away!”

“Aren’t you guys too old for that?”

“Sweetie, what do you need?” Veronica softly asked.
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“Well, you guys know that I’ve been taking hormone replacement medications for almost a year now and my boobs are still tiny”.

Veronica peered—trying to avoid the blinding sunray.

“It’s not that bad, you’re kind of like those Russian supermodels”.

Conrad leaned back to check her knockers from a distance.

“Hmm, but darling, she’s right. They are tiny. Us men prefer something that’s at least a D Cup. She’s gonna have a hard time finding a boyfriend”.

Please, daddy…

“Mom, I’m not happy with this size. I don’t feel confident”.

Veronica was a firm believer in botox and other skin procedures but one thing that she didn’t subscribe to was going under the knife.

“Well… I’m just worried about the possible side effects.”

“Mom, you know that we trans women grow things a little bit differently...”.

Please, mommy…

Realizing that her daughter made sense, she had no other choice but to succumb.

“Well, if your father says yes, I’ll support you all the way. I know the best doctor for that”.

Jumping on her father’s lap, she recited an influx of words of gratitude—causing Veronica’s visage to beam like it never had.

“Well, daddy?” She faced him with begging blue eyes as her mother supported her from a distance with the same look.

Daddy…

“Well, you’re 21 now, right?” he queried.

She nodded like a troll—confident that he would allow her as she was at the right age.

“Okay, let’s make a deal. You’re the only heir to my businesses dear, and men die first so you have to take care of your mother after I’m gone”.

“Ha ha, oh darling I highly doubt that with the amount of stress you cause me”, her mother playfully retorted.

“Oh dear, okay, okay, I will allow you to do so but promise me that you will get a Master’s degree in business from my Alma mater”.

That’s insane!

“But daddy! Harvard’s too far away and I don’t know if I could get in”.

“You have a 4.0 GPA and you have my brains, you got this!” he cheered—squeezing her arms to remind her of how capable she was.

“Yes dear, your father’s right. By the way, don’t forget that I was cum laude at Yale, so there’s that too”.

Her parents were right, but for her, it wasn’t a question of her capability. It was about her readiness to go through another possible round of bullying in school once more.

It’s only two years… and… boobs!

“Harvard? Piece of cake! Barbie’s coming!”

“Now that’s my girl!”

“I love you daddy!” she exclaimed—embracing him lovingly followed by hopping off her daddy’s lap, briefly blocking her mother’s sun for a grateful hug.

A week later, as Veronica fidgeted and clutched her Mikimoto pearl necklace in one of the waiting rooms of Dr. Garth Fisher’s clinic that looked like a five-star hotel in Beverly Hills, she couldn’t stop negative thoughts from flooding her mind.

Gazing at the crystal chandelier, she pondered, what if she comes out with lop-sided breasts? What if her nipples invert? What if her heart stops?

Back in the operating room, as soon as the anesthesia almost wore off, she gently opened her eyes. There he was, Dr. Fisher, the genius Adonis in his scrub suit. Along with him were three nurses who anticipated her awakening.

“Everything went well, congratulations!”

Off to his next patient, he gave her a thumbs up and a wink.

“Please take care of Ms. Sinclair”.

“Barbie, you look amazing!” a Filipina nurse in a blue scrub suit exclaimed as they assisted her from the bed to her wheelchair.

Shortly after, there she was, in front of a full-length mirror, staring at her picture-perfect breasts. They were round, big, and tight, just the way she wanted them to be. Because of the stretching, her pink areola looked bigger and thanks to the help of hormones, her nipples’ size was proportionate to her new knockers.
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“Oh my God! This is so major! Like, ugh, beyond!” she let out as she excitedly jiggled her body from her seat.

“Ouch!”

“Okay, no jiggling… for now, Barbie”. The nurses buttoned her pastel blue gown to transfer her to a recovery room.

As the wheels of her chair created a rolling sound against the marble floors, Veronica greeted her with welling eyes in her white Givenchy Sunday dress.

“How are you? Oh gosh, please tell me everything’s fine”. Barbie nodded with a visage painted with agony brought upon by the brief exhibition of her elation.

“She’s going to be fine. The anesthesia’s wearing off so we’ll have to give her painkillers”, the Filipino nurse reassured.

“So we’ll observe her for thirty minutes then you’re free to go home. Since this was done under the muscle, her recovery time will take around a month. It’s very important for her to sleep in an elevated position. Please come with us so we can explain further”.

After thirty days of muscle torture, healing, and living in her bedroom, she was finally ready to go out and reveal her boobs to her friends through a send-off party. Barbie was dearly loved in her neighborhood even before she came out as a transgender woman.

Cheerful, perky, positive, and kind are just some of the qualities as to why she made a lot of friends. If their neighborhood was a high school, she would be the prom queen without objections.

“What do you think?” she asked Snuggles, her pooch.

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” he seem to have agreed based on the tail wagging and exposed tongue.

Softly, she faced the white wooden floor mirror in her bedroom dressed in pink and crystal elegance to preen once more. The Herve Leger neon pink number hugged every soft curve of her body. Its tightness not only cinched her waist to the tee, but it also flawlessly compressed her breasts together, providing her a cleavage fit for a king, well, an Arab king’s liking.

Ugh, I’m so hot!

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!” Clara and Jenny, her BFFs, who were also transgender women screamed in unison after entering her bedroom without a warning.

“Barbie! This is so major!” Clara remarked as she curiously cupped Barbie’s breasts.

“I’m so jelly! I wanna get one too!” Jenny seconded.

As they made supermodel poses in front of the mirror…

“Ms. Sinclair!”

OMG!

There she was, her mother in utter elation in her pink bedazzled kaftan, holding a pair of hot pink Giuseppe Zanotti five-inches platform ankle strap heels.

“The party’s not complete with Sissyrella’s shoes!” pertaining to one of Barbie’s favorite Lilly Lustwood books, Sissyrella.

“Mom!” she exclaimed with a scarlet face.
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“Girls… SOS!”

Without thinking things through, Clara and Jenny proudly assisted her in wearing the shoes.

“Oh dear, look at that beautiful arch! You’re so lucky to have my genes”.

Barbie’s mini makeover was so contagious that they completely forgot that more than fifty people were waiting in the pool area.

“Come on Barbie, let’s go party!” her father invited from the doorstep in his pink tiki shirt.

“Mr. Sinclair!” Clara and Jenny exclaimed in utter excitement. Both of the girls had a thing for the hot daddy. As they scurried to race for his attention, Veronica was still in awe at how beautiful her daughter was but deep inside, she was somber from their impending separation.

“Awww, mommy, I’ll be home for the holidays”.

“Sorry dear, I’m just gonna miss you so much. That’s all”.

Mommy…

“Alright, let’s show the world your new boobies!”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

IT WAS THE SECOND WEEK OF AUGUST and Barbie couldn’t get her mind off being separated from Snuggles. Veronica requested for her pooch to stay and knowing that her mother needed him more, she succumbed.
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As she sauntered on the gray carpet of Harvard Business School’s modern residential hall with a sullen face as the four movers struggled to transfer her oppressive Tempur-Pedic mattress behind her, her mind was too occupied to notice that all eyes were on her.

How could anyone ignore a 5ft. 11in. blonde bombshell? Thanks to the additional inches from her pink Manolo Blahnik heels and a hot pink Dolce and Gabbana silk camisole dress that served as a megaphone to her erect nipples that greeted Hello.

Oh my God!

Almost all of the contents from her unclutched pink Hermes Kelly bag spilled on the floor. Frantically, she picked up her markers in different colors, pink post-its, and lip glosses in different shades. The movers instinctively dropped her mattress and raced amongst each other to help her.

However, they were a little too late as a man in his early twenties, who stood 6ft. 2in. dressed in a white t-shirt and Loro Piana beige cardigan and jeans ensemble already had half of her markers in his grasp.

OMG! He’s so cute…

Contrary to how she saw him, he wasn’t just cute, he was gorgeous. He had an uncanny resemblance with the late George Peppard when he played Paul Varjak in the cult classic Breakfast at Tiffany’s. Blonde hair neatly swiped to the side, a face absent of adolescent curses, and an athletic body, strong enough to carry her whenever she fell, were just some of the specifics that she missed seeing.

“Here you go”.

“Oh… thank you…”.

She extended her hand as they crouched face-to-face. That time, she knew that he wasn’t just cute. Luckily, it seemed like the attraction was mutual as his heart pounded just as fast as hers did.
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“Ken, I’m Ken Roosevelt”.

“Barbie Sinclair”.

Walking side by side, he completely forgot his destination. Not minding the people around, they failed to see how the other students gawked at them like they were a celebrity couple.

“Are you from Boston?”

“No, I just moved from L.A.”

She couldn’t look him in the eyes, she was afraid that if he stared more, he’d notice that she wasn’t like other girls.

“How about you?” she asked in a perky tone.

“I’m from Rochester”.

Ten feet away from her new room’s doorstep, there she was, Sarah Seymour, the petite brunette in a Brunello Cucinelli cream sweater ensemble, bossing her movers to take extra care of the boxes that temporarily housed her limited edition Jane Austen books.

“Babe!” she hustled as her ponytail bounced from her brisk walk to plant a kiss on her boyfriend’s cheek.

“Oh, hey babe!”.

Babe…?

“Who’s this?” she queried with a faux smile.

“Oh, this is Barbie”.

“Hi, Sarah Seymour, I’m Ken’s girlfriend. Nice to meet you”. As she shook Sarah’s hand that was in bad need of a hand cream and manicure, she couldn’t stop gazing at her Cartier love bracelet. She thought about how overrated, overdone, and basic it was. But she also thought that it was probably a gift from Ken.

Feeling her heart in the pit of her stomach, she abruptly entered her room, leaving them only with the sillage of her Versace Bright Crystal perfume.

As she looked at the city view from her room’s floor-to-ceiling windows, she overheard Sarah’s unintelligible fuming tone in the hallway.
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“Who the fuck was that?!”

“I told you, I just met her. I just helped pick up her things”.

“This is so embarrassing, don’t make a scene!” Ken retorted—pulling Sarah to her bedroom.

“I don’t ever wanna see you talk to that bimbo again. Ken, I swear to God! I will break up with you!”.

Ken could have any girl he wanted but being with Sarah since high school felt like he had a lot to lose. And knowing that his parents already want her to be his wife, he couldn’t do anything but bottle his feelings up.

“I’ll talk to you when you’re decent!” Moments later, Barbie’s heart jumped out of her sexy outfit from the resonant bang. Sarah took a deep breath and gazed at her bracelet before commencing bossing her movers around.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS LATER, Barbie couldn’t hide the excitement on her face from her first day in class. Her room had everything that she needed to increase her productivity—ceiling lights replaced with crystal chandeliers that she could dim and brighten with the sound of her voice, a rose quartz study desk that was imported from Italy to ensure that all her projects and homework were completed with finesse, ivory oak shelves that housed all of her favorite Lilly Lustwood Prima Femina Romances books and handsewn female dolls. Most importantly… her oppressive mirrored sliding closet that contained all of her pink clothing and for her to stare at her picture-perfect image and new boobs that bounced like a basketball.

Preening in the closet door with only her pink lace panties on, she couldn’t decide between a Dior and Gucci dress. Both were pink, both were pastel, and both were perfect, she thought.

I need to make the best first impression!

Noticing that a fragment of her member was bulging, she straddled and fixed her tuck to ensure that her crotch was as flat as a pancake.

She picked up the neon pink lace bra from her bed that was dressed in a pastel pink quilt and hooked it with utter excitement. The novelty of having big breasts hadn’t died down yet. With nothing but her lingerie on, she dialed Clara and Jenny for a group video call on her iPad.
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“Girls! Sorry to wake you but this is a fashion emergency!”

As Clara and Jenny struggled from their L.A. bedrooms at 4:00 AM to help her look her best in her 8:00 AM class, the two had opposing thoughts.

“I like the Dior one, it’s like serious with a hint of slut”, Clara recommended.

“But the Gucci one highlights her breasts better”, Jenny opposed.

Oh my God!

Perturbed and feeling bad for her friends, she dropped the call. Not knowing what to do, she consulted her Kasamba app for her daily horoscope reading.

“Libra, today’s an exciting day for you. To reap all the benefits, you should put yourself out there”.

And so she did and removed her bra. Putting herself out while her breasts jiggled freely from her braless pastel pink Gucci chiffon dress with a neckline that was low enough to expose her belly button on the bright residential hall, she couldn’t decipher why all eyes were on her.

Albeit knowing that she possessed good looks, strangers in Beverly Hills didn’t stare at her as intently as they did in Harvard. Paranoia started flooding her brain up until whistles and cat-calls resonated everywhere she went.

Oh, they like me!

Almost destroying the handle of her handbag from her tight grip, she sprinted in elation from enjoying the objectification to her class, accidentally giving the male students an 8:10 AM breast-jiggling show.

Sprinting from the residential building underneath the Boston sunshine, an influx of men in their cardigans started encroaching on her.

“Hey, what’s your name?”

“Where are you from?”

“Would you like me to walk you to your class?”
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OMG OMG OMG!

All she could do was return their yearning with a shy smile. She frantically took her sunglasses from her purse and wore them to feel somehow… protected. Wanting to know what her schedule was like, they followed her like bees to honey.

Finally, she was in her class where twenty other students awaited. Seeing Ken and Sarah seated together in their matching preppy ensembles instantaneously dialed her confidence down to zilch.

“Miss Sinclair, please return to my class tomorrow ten minutes earlier in proper attire. It seems like you’re still wearing your nightgown”, Shirley Abbott, the 58-year-old marketing professor who donned a black suit ensemble announced without batting an eyelash.

OMG! She’s so mean…

Everyone in class laughed at the slut shaming incident except for Ken whose face was painted with worry from a distance. Before she exited the all-white classroom…

“Oh, and please, no entourage tomorrow. Tell your line of gentlemen outside that they’re disrupting my class”.

She couldn’t do anything but nod. At the very moment she turned around, the floodgates of her tear ducts broke. Sobbing and sprinting back to her room to change, all she could think about was how she was going to move on from the embarrassment.

“Miss? What’s wrong?”

“Hello, miss?”

“Hey beautiful, are you okay?”

Deafened by their begging, she lifted her head.

“Do you have a car?” she queried, asking the lanky Korean guy in a black cardigan and black reading glasses.

“A Porsche 911”, he proudly replied. With feminine vigor, he took his wrist. The four men raised their white flags right after learning about the model of his car. They thought that their chances from slim turned to none and that the mysterious tearful girl was only into rich guys.

Inside his sports car, he couldn’t stop staring at her bountiful breasts. But he knew that it wasn’t smart to take the lady by force if he wanted to get into her panties. Catatonic with a pulsating manhood constricted by his blue jeans, his eyes were on the prize as she pondered.

“Take me to Macy’s”.

“At your service, beautiful!”

Ten minutes later, as he happily played the role of a chauffeur for the hottest girl in school, a vibrating nudge distracted his driving.
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“Hello?”

“Dude, you with that blonde chick?” his friend’s voice resounded in the car through a hands-free call.

“Yeah, bro, I’m taking her to Macy’s”. He briefly looked at her with a lascivious wink.

“That’s a dude!”

Oh no!

As the vehicle screeched from his instant effort to stop by the sidewalk, she felt like her heart just stopped. After dropping the call, he faced her once more to examine her womanhood from head to toe.

“Miss, not that I—“, but before he could finish his sentence…

“Yes, I’m trans!”

He wanted to tell her that it was okay but she stormed out of the car from humiliation.

“Come back inside, I’ll take you there, come on”.

Not knowing how far the store was, she agreed.

“But on one condition”.

Huh!?

“Give me a BJ”.

The moment that she heard the succinct yet loaded suggestion, she wanted to remove her sky-high ankle-strap Jimmy Choos to dent his car.

“Ugh, gross!”

“Come on, just a little up and down, and you’re done”.

Gahhh!

“Get away you perv!”

“Your loss!”

His lasciviousness was shortly drowned in anger. He accelerated his car and stepped on the gas then showered her with a thick belch of smoke.

“Ahhh!”

Could this day get any worse!?

Looking haggard, she queried the first person she came across, a middle-aged woman with a cane.

“Excuse me, do you know where Macy’s is?”

“There”, she replied before going her way.

Peered and squinted she did but all she could see was a blur of white buildings.

“Thank you”.

After fifteen minutes of enduring the pain from her shoes, almost getting a bunion, and almost getting lost in the streets of Boston, there she was, basking in the department store’s generous air conditioning. A few moments later, an unfamiliar sillage offended her nose.

Is that me?

Realizing that dried sweat plus smoke wasn’t exactly an alluring concoction, she sat on one of the benches of the department store and scoured through her purse.

She created a barrier of floral mists like she was creating an April shower.

OMG!

Her wallet was in her bag but her phone was nowhere to be found. With booking an Uber being her only knowledge when it came to public transportation, she just completed her bad day trifecta.

First, she was sent out of class, second, she was abandoned on the sidewalk by a random pervert, and third, she had to walk back home. Feeling like a failure, she thought that she didn’t deserve to wear Jimmy Choos anymore.

She sauntered towards the shoe department and perused the sensible selections. When she saw the pink Crocs, her stomach hurled. She felt like she was not that desperate yet. Finally, there it was, a pair of ballet flats.

With gung ho, she took a little black cart and placed her first purchase of the day. Moments later, she moved on to the workwear department. Lamenting on the matronly designs, she couldn’t take it anymore. She just realized that she wasted years at USC majoring in Fashion as her only idea of good clothing was anything with the color pink.

“Can I help you?” an elegant blonde store attendant in her early thirties queried. Suddenly, she burst into tears.

“Yes… yes please”, she softly said as she broke down on the floor.

“Aww, it’s okay. Don’t cry”, the attendant encouraged before taking her to one of the benches. After fifteen minutes of sharing her life in a girlish tangent, the lady was determined to do everything that she could to lift her out of her misery.

“Well, Barbie, I’m going to dress you up in the most beautiful and elegant clothing in the store!”

“But please… don’t forget, I only wear pink…”.

“Gotcha!”

Barbie looked great in everything, from sweaters, blazers, blouses with bows, silk pencil skirts, slacks, linen shirts, and more. But what made her exceptionally look like a straight-A student who didn’t completely neglect fashion was her last outfit, a pastel pink tweed jacket paired with a white round-collared silk blouse that has a dainty pink lace knot in the middle and a neon pink jersey pencil skirt.

OMG! I totally look like a Suma Cum Laude!

In awe of her new elegant style, as she preened in the mirror, she felt that great things were bound to happen. After all, everything starts with looking the part.

Two hours later, back in her slutty Gucci ensemble and into her new ballet flats with six Macy’s paper bags in tow, she tried waiting for a taxi just as the store attendant suggested. However, fifteen minutes have passed to no avail. Feeling that her new shoes weren’t like the ones that often gave her bunions, she started taking the first step.

As she walked the streets of Boston under the summer sunshine, her mood started changing. She began appreciating the brick architecture—rich in history that Beverly Hills lacked.

I bet it’s more romantic at night…

Thoughts of walking with Ken randomly entered her head—followed by Sarah’s bony wrist sporting a love bracelet.

“Barbie?”

Huh!?

Suddenly, there he was, Ken in his silver Maserati Quattroporte, convoying her glacial walk.

“What are you doing here?”

OMG OMG OMG!

“Oh, tee hee, I just did a little shopping”, she gingerly said as she lifted the bags.

“Jump in!”
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He turned his hazard light on and took all of her bags. As he placed her new fashions in the trunk of his car, she couldn’t get over how chivalrous he was, added to the fact that he had excellent taste in perfumes. He smelled just like her father—Creed Aventus.

Shortly after, there they were, side-by-side once more but at that time, in his car.

“By the way, why are you here? Aren’t you supposed to be in class?”

“It’s lunch break. I went to Macy’s. Sarah wanted this sugar-free, fat-free, dairy-free, gluten-free, organic, magical fucking salad.”

“Ha ha!”

He’s so gorgeous…

“I can’t believe Mrs. Abbott did that to you…”.

“Well, she’s right, I mean, I was late and my outfit’s very revealing.”

With a playful squint, he peered at her chest.

“Nah, it’s not revealing enough”.

“Ha ha, stop!”

“Oh yeah, uhm, how do I say this? Erm… rumors were spreading around that you’re…”.

Huh!?

“Is it true that you’re trans?”

At that very moment, she wanted to take the driver’s seat and perform a Fast And The Furious drift.

“I mean, not that it’s something negative.”

“Yes… is it obvious? I mean… do I look trans?”

He took his eyes off the road briefly to gaze at her.

“No, you’re all woman”, he softly said with his blue eyes that emanated only the absolute truth.

Ken…

“Someone saw your name on some bulletin board of the LGBTQIA+ rotary club”.

“Oh, maybe it’s the box that I checked on my application…”.

Back in the residential hall, after being chased by male attention in the morning, she turned destitute by the afternoon. Albeit the men were still in awe of her beauty, they only expressed their admiration through stolen glances—afraid that they might be labeled gay for associating with her.

Ken was her only resolve. He didn’t care what people thought of him, so much so that he carried her shopping bags for her and walked her to her doorstep.

“So, Sarah’s waiting for her lunch”, he let out—panting from the arduous walk and shopping load.

“Thanks, Ken, I super appreciate your help”.

“Don’t mention it. I guess I’ll see you in class!”

“See ya!”


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, in her more serious outfit, as she sauntered in the residential hall at exactly 7:45 AM, she started accumulating more female attention. In a unanimous mental agreement, they thought about how stunning and classy she was in her new ensemble.

Yes, it was still pink, an immature and vapid color for most of them who were intellectuals, but it suit her voluminous blonde locks and pinkish skin to the tee. They wanted to know where she got her tweed jacket plus her silk blouse, and wondered if her pencil skirt would fit them.

She also traded her sky-high heels with something more reasonable—to be able to run away as fast as she could if she came across another humiliation, a pair of white Chanel loafers.
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“Barbie!” Sarah exclaimed as soon as she saw her. Along with Sarah were her posse, Gemma and Ruth, who shared the same height, the same hair color with their queen bee, and the same headbands in their oversized neutral-colored sweaters and pleated black tights ensembles.

Huh?

“So, like, my boyfriend told me how sad you looked yesterday. I just can’t imagine what you’ve gone through, come here”.

With alligator tears, she reached for a hug. Barbie, feeling awkward, returned nothing but a faint smile as Sarah brushed her back. As Gemma and Ruth paced themselves to join the unfound embrace, Sarah pulled away.

“So, this is Gemma Lopez and Ruth Middleton, they’re also from Rochester”.

“Nice to meet you, Barbie”, they said in unison.

“Nice to meet you too…”.

“We’re gonna be late for class!” Sarah warned before hustling the three ladies.

An hour later, it was time for the announcement of their first project.

“So you can work in groups if you prefer, the first campaign will be for a tampon. Create the brand, conduct your market research, present the surveys, and the works. Make sure that you have your pitch ready in two weeks”, Mrs. Abbott announced—causing the men to giggle at the female sanitary-care suggestion.

“Take that jacket off, you look stupid”, Sarah said two seats away from her—referring to Ken’s electric blue leather jacket.

But it’s cute…

Ken rolled his eyes and took his jacket off, revealing his ecru sweater that matched his girlfriend’s.

After two more classes, she was done for the day. Determined to ace her first marketing pitch, she went to the library in hopes to find study partners.

The Harvard Business School’s library was like a museum. The high ceilings were lit generously by the oppressive windows with classic lighting fixtures and towering bookshelves made of high-quality oak.

At one of the tables were Ken with his friends Raul, a funny guy with a beefy body who borrowed his electric blue jacket, and Suk Mee, whose full name was Yoo Suk Mee, the pervert who dropped her off on the sidewalk for not giving him a blowjob, laughing at the corny slogans from old napkin commercials.

Ugh, they’re friends!

Suddenly, she saw Sarah’s group where piles of marketing and advertising books almost covered their petite frames.

“Hi, is it okay if I study with you?”
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Gemma giggled audibly at Barbie’s query causing Sarah to pinch her thighs. Ruth lifted her head and as the ceiling lights beamed on her smooth ebony face, Sarah squeezed her hand frantically in an effort to stop her from what she was about to say.

“I’m sorry Barbie, but we prefer doing this project with people who menstruate. You know, tampon and all”, Ruth announced like her voice box was installed with a megaphone.

Feeling like she just swallowed a boulder, as the people nearby laughed at her, she could do nothing but nod and make her exit. At that moment, she was extra thankful to wear loafers. She didn’t think she’d be able to take the extra seconds if she had to sprint through the winding aisle in six-inch heels.

“That’s not cool”, Ken let out with a disappointed face.

“Ruth’s just being honest”, Sarah responded in defense of her friend’s cruelty.

How can people still be this evil after college…

As she sauntered through the corridor from the library with a tearful and scarlet face, an ajar door with a rainbow flag caught her attention. There it was, the LGBTQIA+ rotary club. Finally, she found a place where she could be free… or she thought.

“What are you doing here?!” Linda Osmond, the 22-year-old president of the board who was also a transgender woman asked in utmost aggression.

“I was wondering if I could join your study group”.

She picked her 6ft. and broad frame up in her jeans and black t-shirt ensemble—confidently tucking her brunette bangs behind her ear—eager to give her a lesson about trans womanhood.

“Weren’t you the one who said that you didn’t want to join us because we looked as hard as bricks?”

Huh?!

As the rainbow members watched in awe from their wooden chairs, anticipating a comeback from Barbie…

“I didn’t say that”.

Linda looked at her from head to toe, judging her based on what she considered bimbo fashion.

“I don’t think Sarah would lie about that”.

Ugh! What is with that girl!?

The three effeminate gay men, two butch lesbians, a transgender man, and another transgender woman agreed.

“And you said that I should just give up womanhood and pursue dreams of being a quarterback!” Shareena Johnson added.

I would never!

“That’s so not true!”

“Well, I saw you guys in the morning chatting. Must be nice to be rich and passable. You don’t need us, you’re too good for this group princess”, Linda interjected.

Shareena stood up and pushed her out of the room.

“Let me exp—“.

“Bye, bitch, bye Felicia!”.

“Bang!”

At that very moment, her reputation was nowhere to be found. All she wanted to do was pack her bags and book a flight to L.A. But as the memory of her parents’ proud faces clouded her mind, she took a deep breath and went back to her room.

“I don’t know, people are just really mean…”, she sobbingly shared through a FaceTime call with her mother who was sunning herself by their pool.

Veronica removed the cucumber slices from her eyes and cried with her daughter.

“Dear, just come back”.

“Yes dear, forget about what I said”, her father added.

But if I do that…
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“You know what, I’m a Sinclair!”

Suddenly, her mother’s face lit up.

“If I can’t handle this super minor blunder, I won’t be able to run our empire. I’m going to be alright, just please show Snuggles one more time!”

With utmost determination to turn her humiliation into success, she kissed her iPad’s screen for her beloved dog and started clearing her rose quartz desk.

“Bye mom, bye dad, I have a product pitch to finish!”

“That’s my girl!”

After inhaling the Boston air from her floor-to-ceiling windows, she made a promise to herself. She will top the class no matter what it took.

“How dare you undermine me! I’m Barbie, I can be anything!”


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, there it was, the day of the product pitch presentations. Everyone belonged to groups except for Barbie, who slaved even on the weekends to come up with her pitch. As Sarah and her posse in their blazer and slacks attires proudly shared their product called Bestest Tampons in the media room that was only lit by a projector, Ken couldn’t help but gaze at Barbie from a distance.

After all, it was hard not to notice how brightly she glowed in her neon pink boatneck dress. Along with Ken were her other male classmates, secretly lusting over the abundant curve brought upon by her new knockers in a tight-fitting dress.
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“Bestest Tampons, top-quality tampons made with the most expensive materials to ensure fast absorption. Made by real women for real women! You go girl!”

Mrs. Abbott pursed her lips from the cringe-worthy and uninventive effort of the girls. She squeezed the collar of her black turtleneck sweater from disappointment and shook her head.

“Ms. Sinclair”, she said. Sarah and her girlfriends rolled their eyes at Barbie before exiting the podium.

You got this, you got this, you got this!

“Wingz Tampons, because every woman deserves to soar high”.

Sarah couldn’t take her eyes away from Mrs. Abbott’s positive reactions to Barbie’s presentation. Adding that her boyfriend seemed to have lost the joints of his jaw as he couldn’t close his mouth in awe at watching how Barbie eloquently presented her pitch, only fanned her fire. At that very moment, she wanted to pull Barbie’s blonde locks and drag her on the floor.

“From the survey and research I’ve conducted, I found out that not every woman shares the same experience when it comes to dealing with menstruation. So what makes Wingz stand out is that anyone can customize it according to their needs. Apart from the tampons, they can also have pads made. Moreover, Wingz ensures that people can choose the materials they want because people have different spending capabilities...

…Wingz, for women from all walks of life!”

“Woo hoo!” Mrs. Abbott cheered as the room resounded in thundering claps.

OMG OMG OMG!

“Great job Ms. Sinclair!”

“Nice job, Barbie!” Ken added.

“Thank you…”, she shyly said, avoiding his gaze at all costs from the harrowing threat that Sarah posed.

“That was great!” a male student added.

“Remember, it’s not about the product, it’s about the value. People will not buy your products just because you say that it’s the best. They will buy it based on how they will feel after using it, the value that it brings to their lives”, Mrs. Abbott explained.

Moments later, Barbie decided to go to Macy’s to buy some yarn to crochet more dolls. It’s the only activity that gives her peace of mind and the only hobby that she was passionate about. To her, creating a person and having their reality be malleable was something that she could truly relate to in a deeper sense as she was fortunate enough to live her dream life and live her truth albeit it not being perfect.

That time, she made sure that her phone was with her, and without thinking things through, she booked an Uber ride. An hour after a fruitless decision-making process in the Arts and Crafts section, she decided to buy yarn balls in all colors.

As she waited in line…

“Barbie?”

There he was, Ken, looking dapper than ever in a white linen shirt with his black suit hanging over his shoulder.

“Oh, hi Ken!”

“What are you doing here?”

“Old-lady hobby, ha ha”, she said, giving him a peak of what was inside her basket.

“You?”

“Oh, my sketchbook ran out of blank pages”.

Oh…

Couldn’t Ken be more perfect? She briefly thought.

“Excuse me”, she said before handing the items to the cashier.

“Barbie…”.

OMG!

Unsure if it was the right thing to do, but he couldn’t stop himself to at the very least… try.

“Are you going somewhere after this?”

Ken…

“Not really, why?”

“Would you like to have lunch with me?”

No! He has a girlfriend! She’s evil, have you forgotten!?

“Sarah might—“, but before she could finish her reasonable retort…

“We broke up”.

Her blue eyes that glimmered under the fluorescent lights looked like they were about to fly out of their sockets.

“Weren’t you two together earlier?”

“Well, we’re still friends but I’m not in a relationship with her anymore. I guess—“.

“Miss, it’s $32.50”, the cashier called for the third time.

OMG!

“Well, okay, I mean we could talk about it over lunch”, she murmured as she took her black credit card out of her pink Prada wallet in a frantic state.

“Great!”

Seated at the passenger side, a shiver from her spin coursed throughout her body. She didn’t know if it was from the generous blow of the AC or the effect that he had on her.

“You were really good today”, he complimented as he maneuvered the wheel out of the parking lot.

“Thank you, so were you”.

OMG!

Wondering why he was not stepping on the gas, she faced him. At that moment, her heart was beating a mile a minute.

“Seriously, Barbie, you’re a wonderful woman”, he softly uttered with an intent gaze, enough for her to know how much he wanted her.

Still in disbelief, she giggled.

“Why are you so serious?”

Sensing that she was unprepared, all he could do was blush from the embarrassment.

Moments later, after a fifteen-minute drive of her, trying to keep her eyes glued to the passenger window view and him, mustering all the control he had to not kiss her pink lips, there they were, in the al-fresco area of Harvest Restaurant, waiting for the menu as the Boston afternoon sunshine gloriously beamed on their mannequin-like perfect pairing.
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After learning that they both came from a family of entrepreneurs and that they enjoyed arts and crafts, her, making dolls and him, sketching, there were no words left to create another water cooler conversation.

“Wow, it’s refreshing to be with a woman who doesn’t eat salad on the first date”.

Ken…

“Hmm, is this a date?” she jested before taking a bite of her French fry.

“Yes, it’s a date. We’re in a fancy restaurant in these attires… eating steak, drinking wine—I’m staring at your beautiful eyes, holding your hand…”.

OMG!

As soon as she felt his soft hands hold hers, she stopped finding reasons to further resist his charms.

“Kissing you…”.

He leaned closer and planted a gentle kiss on her lips.

“I hope it’s okay…”.

It wasn’t just okay, it was everything that she wanted, and more. She opened her mouth once more and offered him her tongue which he rolled with his as if he was tying a knot of a cherry twig.

“Let’s get out of here…”, he said with warm breaths.

Moments later, just thirty minutes after two in the afternoon, there they were, standing face to face by her doorstep. Pinning her hands against the door was the very first thing that he did. As he painted her neck with warm breaths and wet kisses, her tuck started hurting from her sweet candy stick solidifying.

With a mixture of lasciviousness and anxiety, she couldn’t do anything but succumb. Suddenly, his other hand started trailing her torso. As he cupped her breasts with fervor, she kissed his lips once more as the novelty of his taste hadn’t died down yet.

He started grinding on her thighs—pressing his full-grown bulge and letting her know how much he wanted her. With full power, he lifted her dress away from her body, revealing her Double Ds hugged tightly by a neon pink lace bra.

Briefly, he opened his eyes and took a look at her in a two-piece pink lace lingerie combo, causing almost the impossible, to make his ultra-hard member even harder.

“You’re so hot”.
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“Mmm, you too”.

He drew her to him by the waist and started owning her with a deeper kiss—lifting her milky thighs and squeezing her butt. His hand wandered once more—wanting to roll the garter of her panties down.

No!

In utmost swiftness, she grabbed his hand and led it to unhook her bra. Shortly after, there they were, her round and perky breasts along with her pink erect nipples luring his optical sense like they were Medusa’s eyes.

“Fuck!” he exclaimed in a rabid state. He started cupping and squeezing them together before munching like he was a lion who hadn’t had a meal for three days on the Safari.

Every tongue flick and soft bite were so sensate that she felt like the nerves of her nipples were connected to the ones within her shecock.

“Ahh!” she exclaimed as Ken motorboated her breasts.

Once again, his hand slid to the garter of her panties.

No!

With feminine vigor, she pulled away and started unbuttoning his shirt, revealing his perfect pecs with errant blonde hairs. Like a tiger that has been released from its cage, she unzipped his black slacks and revealed his package dressed tightly in white briefs.

Like the virgin that she was, she sunk her face into his groin in utmost excitement and sniffed his testosterone like it was a line of drug powder.

“You smell so good”.

Slowly, she lifted her face and marveled at her view of his buff body and girthy arms that were unintentionally flexed from resting his head behind his hands.

Moments later, there it was, all of his clothing on the floor and his pinkish eight-inch girthy manhood flapping up and down her pretty face. She started licking the shaft like it was a popsicle stick on a tropical summer.

“Mmm, Barbie…”. Enjoying the novel salty taste of dick, she wanted more. Circling his mushroom head, she squeezed his tight butt, driving him into a euphoric state.

“I’ve never had sex before”, she shyly informed before opening her mouth and taking the girthy challenge of inserting half of his American pride.

“Fuck!”

“Mmmm”.

Not knowing what to do, she navigated fellatio using her basest instincts.

“Gwak!” she let out when his head knocked on her tonsil.

“Easy…”.

It may not look like she was having the time of her life with a smeared black eyeliner, scarlet face, and tearful eyes, but she wanted more.

Shortly after, she successfully consumed every inch of him and was elated to do so. Reaching for his hands for support, he interlaced her fingers with his as she bobbed back and forth. She may not have perfected a toothless blowjob, but he couldn’t care less.

“Keep doing that, ahhh”.

“Mmm, mmm”, she let out in guttural groans.

“Ahhh, Barbie…”

“Mmm, yeah, that’s so good”.

“You’re a good girl”.

I love you, Ken…

He unhinged from the hand-holding and started squeezing her blonde locks from the gusto that she exhibited. As she proved to him that she had no gag reflex, he thrusted backward and forward.

“Ahhh! Barbie!”

“Fuckkkk!”

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

After feeling his tight grasp and his joyful rocking, she couldn’t help but soil her panties with precum.

Mmm, it feels so nice…

“Wait!”

Huh!?

Feeling like he was about to explode, he pulled out of her mouth and lifted her from the ground. Pinning her to the bed, he trailed her body with his tongue starting from her nipples and down to her belly button.

“No!”

Finally, she vocally expressed her reluctance from another attempt at him, pulling her panties down.

“Ken… I don’t have a—“.

“Shh, it’s alright…”.

Oh my God…

Ken has mentally prepared himself for the possibility of pleasuring what was in between Barbie’s legs. He did so by watching tons of transgender porn which started from the curiosity that Barbie caused and eventually turned into his ultimate fantasy.

During her time at Harvard Business School, he was the only one who showed her kindness and he was the only one present when she needed a friend the most. Knowing that she could count on him, she relaxed and let go.

Moments later, there it was, her smooth circumcised pink seven-incher pulsating profusely in a myriad of directions. As soon as he saw it, his balls released a bubble of precum. If only he didn’t have better control of his body, he would’ve finished already just by looking at her in full glory.

He closed his eyes and blew stern heterosexual thoughts away along with his very first attempt at a blowjob.

“Mmm, you taste so sweet Barbie…”, he let out from licking the precum on her mushroom head.

“You’re so wet for me, I knew you like me too…”.

“Ken, I do, I really do…”

I love you…

Having zilch ideas as his mouth’s mastery only dealt with something that meowed, he emulated the ones he saw in adult films and serviced her the best way he knew he could.

She couldn’t believe what was happening. Her dream man was performing penilingus on her. Her first thought was him running away for the hills at the repulsion that her candy stick would bring.

But as she was throat-deep in him in utter euphoria, she started relishing the feeling of utmost acceptance and love.

“Ahhh! Ken!”

“Mmm, mmm”, he groaned.

Oh my God!

“I think I’m gonna pee!”

“No, that’s not pee, release it!” he briefly said before returning to his service.

“Ah!”

“Mmm!”

“Ahh!”

“Mmm!”

“I’m gonna—“, but before she could finish her exclamation, an unnerving yet pleasant feeling started coursing through her body. It was as if she was peeing but intensified. In a convulsive state, she shook her member as she filled his mouth like she was about to bake a cream pie. Pleasantly surprised at how sweet her estrogen-laced cum was, he swallowed.

As her unborn heirs swam through his throat, she kissed him with utmost gratitude for making her feel orgasm for the very first time.

For so long, she detested having a penis but right after that very moment, she started having doubts about her plans for surgery. Shortly after…

“It’s your turn”.

He grinned from the impending delight as she whole-heartedly bent over for him on the bed—giving him a peak of her extra-tight untouched pink hole and hanging ladyballs.

“So fucking hot!” he exclaimed as he jerked his yearning briefly. He pulled her body to the edge and without thinking things through, swiped his tongue on her sweet orifice along with dampening her walls of pleasure.

“Ken!”

There it was, another novel sensation that was as delightful as what she just had earlier.

“Please be gentle…”.
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“I will, just trust me, okay?”

After almost a minute of ensuring that she was amply lubricated, he spat on his circumcised manhood and softly grazed her opening with his mushroom head.

“It’s so tactile… what is that feeling?”.

“It’s how much I want to be inside you, Barbie…”.

Without a warning, he impaled her with half of his repressed sexuality.

“Ahh!”

She felt like she just took part in the reverse taking of the Excalibur. It was a sharp blow that she felt nobody would ever have anticipated.

“Everything’s gonna be fine”.

With his loving hold and reassuring voice, she squeezed her face and endured more.

“I trust you…”.

“Ahh!” she let out once more after he got sturdy six inches in.

“Shh, shhh, shhhh”.

“Mmm!” she let out in a guttural groan. Finally, there he was, enjoying her tight orgasmic embrace. At that moment, he felt like he just won the Powerball. It was the tightest and warmest confinement that his member has ever been in.

As much as he wanted to start pouncing carelessly, he didn’t want to hurt her. As he endured the torturous longing, she suddenly started circling her hips.

Why does it suddenly feel so nice?

At that moment, the harbinger of anal pleasure started rewarding her agony. Every rub from his mushroom head on her prostate sent tingling signals to her candy stick. As she thrusted backward and forward with accidental anal clenches, he started realizing why the deed was so forbidden.

It was insanely good and he couldn’t do anything but be bad. Sinking his fingers into her hips, he started joining her in a romantic rhythm.

“You’re so tight…”.

“You’re so hard, ah!”

As her breasts jiggled wilfully from his taking, she couldn’t stop her head from rolling.

“Fuck!”

Like a madman, he pulled her and started owning her at a faster pace.

“Yes, Ken, Yes!”

OMG! I think I’m gonna cum again!

Every thrust went harder and faster than the last one, causing her to grow a boner.

“Barbie!”

“Are you ready for me!?”

“Gahhhhhh!”

The veins from the temples of his scarlet face looked like they were about to pop. So overwhelmed with his pokes…

“Ken, I’m cumming!” she announced before creating a puddle of ladycream and soiling her bed. Her second cumming was more intense as he continued orgasmically poking her while she relished her release.

I love you Ken…

“I’m close!”

“Yes! Give it to me!”

“I’m close! I’m close!”

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

Proud of drying his balls out, she offered him an over-the-shoulder come hither look—inviting him for a loving kiss. As they locked lips and whispered sweet nothings, she clenched the muscles of her freshly deflowered orifice, letting him know that she didn’t want to waste a single drop.

“Oh Barbie, you’re the best”.

“Ken…”.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, after their sensual afternoon delight, Barbie couldn’t stop gazing at her image in a sweet pastel pink chiffon dress in front of her mirrored closet.

I can’t believe it…

She was no longer a virgin and she lost her innocence to someone she really liked. On top of that, he promised to take her to dinner the next day in a different restaurant, even fancier than the last one.

Preening in the mirror for the last time before applying her pink Dior lipstick, she picked up her purse that was resting atop her study desk for her first class of the day.

“I love you, babe, get well soon”.

There he was, Ken in a white cashmere sweater, exchanging saccharine words with Sarah who informed him that she was going to to skip classes the whole day from catching a cold.

Suddenly, her heart stopped. Wanting to vanish by closing her door, it was too late as he already saw her.
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“Barbie!” he frantically let out an audible whisper.

No!

“Don’t!” she retorted before closing the door. At that moment, he wanted to bang it to explain but knowing that Sarah lived next door, he flooded her iMessage inbox instead.

“Barbie…”

“It’s not what you think it is”.

“Something happened and she needed care”.

Fuming on the other side of the door. She texted him back.

“I heard you say that you loved her. You told me that you already broke up”.

Almost ruining her neon pink manicure and cracking her iPhone screen, she briefly let go of her phone but picked it up once more as soon as she could do nothing but rest her back on the wall.

“It’s not what you think, please, let me in, I can explain”.
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With a hand yearning to open the door and lips wanting nothing more but to give him a good morning kiss, her mind proved to take full control and commanded her to send another text message instead.

“If you don’t leave, I’m gonna scream in the hallway!”

With no more words left, he walked away, leaving her with nothing but the sound of his clacking leather shoes against the marble floor.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS PASSED and Barbie was still ignoring Ken‘s voicemails and text messages. All he could do was steal glances at her whenever they shared the same classes. On that particular day was also the announcement of their next project, a bazaar challenge that required them to sell the same cookies but with their unique branding.

The cookies will be sold at the yard of Harvard University and just like before, they had the option to work independently or be in a group. Knowing that nobody wanted to do anything with her most especially that the only nice person in school she considered disillusioned her, once again, she channeled her negative energy towards succeeding on the next project.

It was 8:00 PM and she has been in the library for four hours. Pensively reading the marketing theory about The Era of Relevance and grazing her chin, she suddenly felt an unwelcome tactile sensation, one that was similar to caressing a cactus.
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Eww, gross!

She has already completed ten sessions of Diode Laser Hair Removal on her chin but annually, she needed two booster appointments to ensure that she was flawless, not only to look at but also to touch.

Barbie was lenient with fashion emergencies. But when it came to beauty talks, it was a whole ‘nother story. She abandoned her marketing research to find the best laser hair removal clinic close to her school and luckily stumbled upon Alexandra Laser Skincare. Without thinking things through, she booked ten appointments in advance. Losing her virginity made her feel like she needed to be smooth everywhere at all times most especially on her pink walls of pleasure.

“Hey!”

OMG!

There he was, Ken in another boring muted sweater, begging for her ears.

“What are you doing here!?” she let out in utmost anxiety—intentionally bulging her eyes to scare him away.

“I got you something”.

Under the warm light of the dim Harvard Business School’s library was the unmitigable sheen of a $6,900 Cartier Rose Gold Bracelet on the table, the same model that Sarah got from him, only that Sarah’s was of a yellow gold tone.

Her heart was beating a mile a minute. No man has ever gifted her anything apart from her father. And what was in front of her, as special as she deemed it to be, was at that moment, out of bounds of what she was ready to accept.

“You have to stop this! Everyone already hates me. I don’t want them to find another reason to do so!”

Before walking out in her pastel pink cardigan and white pleated skirt ensemble, his sullen face, holding the bracelet etched deeply into her memory. She wanted to look back but a strong force caused her to sprint and release her lamentation through an influx of tears.

The day after, it was irritatingly hot in Boston and Barbie soaked in the cool central air provided by her skincare clinic discovery. She removed her pastel pink chiffon cardigan, revealing her tight-fitted collared pink sleeveless shirt and khaki white short-shorts ensemble.
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Fanning herself with her hand as she waited for her appointment, she adjust her seating position in a Cambridge Cross as the waiting sofa in the all-white clinic was too low for her five-inches wedge and long legs.

“Barbie!”

Oh my God!

There he was once more, in his taupe cashmere t-shirt, black sunglasses, and white cargo shorts, begging for her to listen to his side of the story. He blocked her view of the receptionist and looked intently at her.

“When I told you that we broke up, I was—“.

“I’m gonna scream!” she retorted in a frantic and audible whisper.

“Seriously, Ken!? Following me to my laser appointment!?”

“We’re really no longer—“.

“Miss Sinclair?” the middle-aged receptionist announced—signaling Barbie to follow the brunette aesthetician in a white scrub suit for her hair removal session.

“Sir? Can I help you?” she followed with a stern look.

Knee-deep in embarrassment, he shook his head and bolted out.

“Sorry about that”.

“Don’t worry Miss, I get that a lot too”.

With a faint giggle, she proceeded to her room. She booked two treatments for the day, one for her facial hair and the other for her sweet hole.

“What do you want done first Miss Sinclair? The face or the nether regions?”

Not wanting an ass-to-mouth situation, she chose the first option. Before laser hair removal, one was required to get a clean and close shave in the area. Since the laser could only distinguish the color of the hair and not whether or not it was under the skin or exposed, one cannot undergo a laser treatment without shaving first to avoid burning the skin.

Barbie always shaved her face before going out of the house. Usually, she would shake a little from the tingle brought upon by the cold gel application before the laser zaps, but at that particular moment, she couldn’t stop recalling the disappointment on Ken’s face before storming out of the clinic.

Ken…

Fifteen minutes later, the facial hair removal was done. She caressed her chin and jaw—elated by how smooth it was again.

“By the way, are you going to use that on my, you know?”

The aesthetician giggled from the funny yet common query.

“Of course not, we have another gun for that”.

Feeling relieved that she didn’t share the same gun with another clientele’s hole, she took a deep breath.

“Did you shave your bottom, Miss?”

Oh no!

“Uh… no, sorry”.

“It’s okay, please remove your bottoms”.

Oh my God…

“Sorry, what’s your name again?”

“Theresa, but you can call me Tess”.

“Thank you. Tess… it’s just, I’m a trans woman and I haven’t—“.
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“Girl, don’t worry, I have a lot of pre-op trans patients. It’s totally fine”.

Apart from her parents, for obvious reasons, it was only Ken who has seen her penis. Showing it to somebody else, especially a stranger, was one of her most harrowing fears.

After another deep breath, she removed her shorts and eventually, her pink panties. Covering her member tightly with her hand, she climbed the bed once more and bent over. Suddenly, as the shaving cream started covering her walls of pleasure, she released her agony through a profuse stream down her cheeks.

“Awww, Miss Sinclair, I haven’t started yet”, Tess informed—perturbed as she didn’t see a single trace of blood. She nodded and burst into more tears—followed by an audible squeal, scaring the patients in the other rooms.

“So-oh-orry”.

“It wa-was the g-guy ea-earlier”.

“Aww, Miss Sinclair, it’s okay, let it out”, Tess said as she brushed her back in consolation.

“I know how it feels, spill the tea”.

Thirty minutes later, after twenty-five minutes of sharing her love life’s story and five minutes of the actual laser procedure, Barbie was once more, hairless and smooth.

“Thank you so much, Tess”, she said before handing her a hundred-dollar tip.

“Oh wow, Barbie, this is too much”.

“No, this isn’t enough for your help. I’ll be back next week. Thanks again!”

It was almost dusk when she got out of the clinic. The irritating heat has cooled and the city started looking majestically lit. She decided to cancel her Uber booking and started walking. As the gentle Boston breeze brushed against her hairless skin and the city lights beamed on her candy-colored outfit, she couldn’t stop thinking about Ken’s lips. All she wanted to do was kiss him and believe everything that he had to say but her fear of being branded the other woman at that time consumed her innermost desires.

Why does this have to happen?

She started thinking how cruel fate was to her. Not even twenty-four hours have passed after it made her feel what it was like to be loved, wanted, and coveted, it already took the feelings back, stealing them from her like her happiness was just a cosmic blip.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAS PASSED and Ken has stopped following Barbie. Each time she checked her phone, she secretly wished that she would read his name in her inbox.

It was also the day of selling cookies and Autumn has finally arrived. As Barbie waited in her booth at Harvard University’s yard in her pastel gray cashmere scarf and pastel pink Burberry coat, Clara and Jenny, were skipping and hopping from a distance, elated in their Fall fashions that the climate of Los Angeles couldn’t allow.

OMG!

“Ladies!”

“Oh my God, you look so major and beyond!” Jenny exclaimed in her purple Prada jacket and black leather skirt attire.

“Ugh, you look like a serious businesswoman! The icon, the legend, the self-made billionaire!” Clara added in her red leather jacket and skirt ensemble.

“You girls look amazing. Thanks for being here!”

“Of course! OMG! There are so many cute guys here! Who’s Ken?” Jenny queried.
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“Shh, start decorating, we only have fifteen minutes!”

Moments later, the university’s famous yard temporarily turned into a flea market. Apart from the project involving cookies, students were also allowed to sell other stuff to donate to charity. Kiosks of sticker tattoos, pre-loved bags, custom-made bead jewelry, and more were scattered everywhere.

Linda Osmond, in her all-black jacket, shirt, and jeans ensemble headed the LGBTQIA+ rotary club, selling their inclusive cookies and offering body piercing services.

Ken, in his brown jacket and white cashmere sweater, with his two best friends, sold their family’s old sporting goods such as golf clubs, surfboards, and motorcycle helmets along with the cookies that they marketed to build muscles.

Sarah, in her white turtleneck sweater with her posse, had a minimalist kiosk. They marketed their cookies as top-quality and inspired by some Belgian patisserie. They also tweaked the price to the steep side to ensure that they’re targeting the right market. Along with their cookies were free CDs of Sarah’s song with her friends which they recorded on one drunken night using her laptop.

But what stood out the most was Barbie’s all-pink bedazzled kiosk. She marketed her cookies as saccharine and a perfect companion to improve one’s mood. After all, she thought, no matter how one felt, happy, sad, low, or uninspired, one could always use a choco-chip cookie. Along with her cookies were copies of Lilly Lustwood’s The First Lady book which she took inspiration from for her outfit of the day.

Mrs. Abbott, in her maroon turtleneck and black pants ensemble, excitedly opened the timer app on her phone. Holding her megaphone with the other…

“Okay Harvard, let the sales begin in Three, Two, One!”

OMG OMG OMG!

As soon as the countdown ended, Barbie and her best friends shared a knowing look. Shortly after, they removed their jackets, revealing their revealing bedazzled tube tops. They were colorful enough to cause traffic and true to her vision, they did. She has never sold a thing in her life but she knew that nobody could ignore the power of beauty. After all, she was one of its top subscribers.

An influx of men studying law, engineering, journalism, medicine, business, and more, including male teachers and staff encroached on the three hot transgender women—yearning and frantic to taste their sweet cookies.

Sarah and Linda glared at the three from a distance with unified thoughts of how unfairly slutty they were. Ken and his friends just gave up as their target market was more interested in pretty women than old sporting goods. As much as Ken tried to forget Barbie, seeing her get all the male attention sparked his need to protect her once more. However, he also thought that she has already moved on and he wanted to respect her decision.
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Not ten minutes have passed and Barbie’s group already sold everything. All that was left were the desperate hormonal men asking for their numbers. As the three women basked in their victory and the cuties that were waiting for their books to be signed with their phone numbers, Linda sauntered towards Sarah’s booth.

“Just scram! You’re too fat for a cookie!” Sarah let out—irritated by how only one person, a tubby female college junior went to their kiosk.

“How about the CD?”

“Here, it’s free! Just go! Ugh!”

“Sarah?”

“Oh! Hey there, hi there, Linda!”

“This sale is stupid. They should just rename it The Bimbo Bazaar”. Sarah giggled from her consolation but her ego told her she didn’t need it.

“Oh no, I think it’s great. We had to turn down so many customers. They wanted to finish everything too soon but we want more people to hear our music”.

Linda looked at their kiosk and gave her a smug look.

“Okay, if you say so”.

“I should’ve done this sooner but I think this is the right moment. Barbie doesn’t deserve all of her success. She’s a snake”.

“What are you—“.

Moments later, there she was, Sarah, playing a recorded video of Ken and Barbie kissing in Harvest restaurant on Linda’s phone. Without thinking things through, she airdropped the video on her phone and uploaded it on a Harvard Business School group chat.

“Barbie the Boyfriend Stealer!” she wrote as a caption.

Fuming and with no words left to say, she threw Linda’s phone on the grass and sprinted towards Barbie’s kiosk. All frantic and bored to no end, her posse followed not knowing what her rush was all about.

“Hey! That’s my phone!”

From a distance, Ken and his friends saw her vigorous saunter. Wanting to know what it was all about, they followed.

“If it isn’t Fencing Barbie and her bimbo posse!”

Huh!?

“That’s transphobic!” Linda yelled.

“Shut up Linda, this is a battle between women!”

“And who is this Marie Kondo wannabe?!” Jenny interjected.

[image: ((wearing pink bedazzled tube top + jeans)), Gorge]

“What do you want Sarah?!” Barbie asked without batting an eyelash.

“Why don’t you check your phone you slut!?”

“Woah”, the men said in unison.

“What the hell is going on?!” Ken queried with a face painted with confusion.

“I can’t believe you would cheat on me for a tranny!” she announced before handing her phone and showing him the video.

“We’ve broken up that time! Besides, you’re not even my girlfriend anymore, and don’t call her a tranny!”

“Okay, then, what about slut!?”

“She isn’t a slut, I tried one time with her but she jumped out of my car”, Suk Mee informed, painting Ken’s face with more confusion.

“Just saying…”, he added.

“I did not steal your boyfriend. You can have him all to yourself”, Barbie let out with utmost confidence.

“I can be your boyfriend”, a law student interjected.

“Me too, I mean I’m smart and I have a lambo”, a medicine student followed.

Green with envy, all Sarah could do was squeal and run away. Dying from embarrassment, Barbie asked Jenny to start her car. As they collected their earnings for the event and wrapped their kiosk, Ken tried to talk to Barbie, but watching the men encroaching on her and helping her pack, felt like he had no chance at her anymore.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

BARBIE’S BLUNDER became the talk of Harvard, not only the business school but the whole Ivy League. She was branded as a modern-day harlot and a bad representation of transgender women. Others saw her as an iconic goddess and a modern-day Helen of Troy.

It has been three days and Ken hasn’t showed up in any of his classes. Barbie started to worry about his welfare. Thoughts of him, getting flak for cheating on his girlfriend for a transgender woman, albeit not being true, felt like a sharp pain that tormented her.

Even at her worst times, she was still thinking of others’ feelings. As she crocheted her worries away, a rustling under her door filled the room.
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“A love letter for Barbie, Illustrated and Written by Ken Roosevelt”. There it was, a comic book made especially for her by the only man that she loved.

After flipping the first page, a scene of her arrival on the school walking side-by-side Ken greeted her. She flipped once more and another was the first day in class in her slutty ensemble when Mrs. Abbott asked her to leave the class.

Since the first day of their meeting, Ken documented all of Barbie’s outfits through drawings to the tee, including their run-ins, conversations, first kiss, love-making, and more. Catatonic and overwhelmed, her tear ducts seemed to be the only ones functioning in her body.

On the last page, Ken asked the readers not to judge Barbie and that she really did not steal him from Sarah and announced that he would be leaving but he wanted to make things right before he left.

Bursting into tears, albeit unusual for her, she ran from her room in her pink pajamas and a messy bun with only the comic book in tow. As the other students in the residential hall watched, there she was, Linda, sobbing and guilty, standing on her doorstep with the comic book.

“I’m sorry Barbie…”. She nodded and continued running—panting, hissing, and sobbing as she wasn’t exactly the paragon of athleticism.

“Barbie?”

A familiar voice resonated in her ear. She looked around and there he was, Ken in her blue denim jacket and a black backpack. There were no words left. She expressed everything she felt in a stream of tears. Without thinking things through, she hopped on his shoulder and planted his lips a wet and warm kiss.
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As the other students gathered around with their copies of the comic book, he proudly initiated another passionate kiss in the school’s courtyard. Ignoring the cheers and the leaves falling and brushing against their skin at the center of red brick buildings…

“I’m sorry Barbie…”.

“I love you, Ken… I’m sorry too”.

“I love you Barbie, I will always love you”.

With scarlet faces and tearful eyes, they started acknowledging the supportive crowd.

“Ken loves Barbie! Barbie loves Ken!” they said in unison—shaking their comic books in utter elation.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, there they were, Barbie in her neon pink leather jacket, pink corset, pink pleated skirt, and pink thigh-high boots ensemble, walking arm-in-arm with Ken in his blue sunglasses, electric blue jacket, thunder graphic tee, and skinny jeans.

“Hi, Barbie!”

“You look so pretty, Barbie!”

OMG OMG OMG!

The ladies who once gave her nothing but glares started greeting her cheerfully. At the back were Sarah and her crew, deciding to halt their strut to let the couple vanish before them.

“The perfect match!” Mrs. Abbott greeted.

“Thanks, Mrs. Abbott!” they said in unison before proceeding to their seats.

“Hi Barbie…”, Suk Mee softly said as he patted her shoulder.

With a puzzled face, she looked back.

“I’m sorry about what happened before. I was a jackass”.
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“It’s okay Suk Mee, I’ve moved on from that”.

Ken gave her a knowing smile and proceeded to their Era of Relevance lesson.

“Miss Sinclair, can you please share your thoughts about the Era of Relevance?”.

In a proud stance, she faced the class.

“Nowadays, people don’t just purchase anything just because the media says to do so—not because it’s dubbed to be the best. People are smarter in what they’re buying and they prefer something that they can relate to. For that reason, it’s very important to put other people’s feelings before the benefits of the seller”.

Head-on, she faced Sarah and her friends.

“It’s not about being the best or having a bunch of accolades. It’s about the value that you can bring to one’s life. The happiness that you can give and the genuine care that you have for the consumer”.

“Well done, Miss Sinclair!”

With a proud smile, she pressed her skirt and took a seat. Ken held her hand and gazed lovingly at her.

“You’re my best value”.

“Ha ha, you’re so corny, but I love you”.

“I love you more!”.

Later that day, as Ken and Barbie were feeding each other pizza in the cafeteria with the LGBTQIA+ rotary members and his posse, Sarah and her crew briefly interrupted their joy.

“Barbie…”.

Huh?

“I just want to apologize and give you this”. Sarah unscrewed her love bracelet and handed it over. Ken’s eyes widened from the rare kindness that his ex-girlfriend exhibited.

“Ken was right, he broke up with me a week before that. I created this lie about being sick and my dog dying to win him back. I thought that I’d be happy by following what my parents wanted, but the only value of him, being in my life was for theirs and not mine”.

Gently, she lifted Barbie’s hand and screwed the bracelet on her wrist.

“I’m not ready for marriage and I never wanted to be a businesswoman. I will pursue music with the girls”.

“We’re sorry Barbie, we didn’t mean everything that we said”, Ruth said with Gemma seconding her statement with a nod.

Sarah handed her the golden bracelet screwdriver.

“Thank you, girls, that really means a lot”.

“Stop crying, come here”, Barbie let out before giving them a group hug.

“Aww”, Raul jested and joined their embrace.

Shortly after, as they commenced their lunch, Ken took Barbie’s hand and locked eyes with her.
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“Barbie, with what just happened, I don’t know who else is the right guy for you”.

“Hmm, I don’t know, let me check my inbox from the bazaar. Let’s see, there’s Brad… Toby… Carlos…”.

“Ha ha! Touche! Come here!”

He drew her to him and kissed her once more as she soaked in his love and his promise of forever.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A LITTLE LESS than two years later, Barbie topped her class as she promised to do so. Ken moved from Rochester to L.A. with her to start a business. She opened her crocheted dolls shop and he started his comic book creation business.

Their parents have been nagging them to get married but they were both focused on being self-made billionaires. However, little did Barbie know, Ken always had her grandmother’s engagement ring heirloom in his pocket just in case he found the perfect time, moment, and… setting.
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After all, he was dating Barbie and everything had to be pink, frilly, and exhaustingly girly.

THE END <3

I hope that you enjoyed reading Barbie Gurl as much as I enjoyed writing it. Did you enjoy Barbie Gurl? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Girthy Girl

I’ve never lost a case and I topped the bar exams. Discipline came naturally but why was it so hard to resist the tactile feeling of silk and stockings brushing against my hairless legs?

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

He was the best cosmetic surgeon in the city and my career as a new nurse highly depended on his recommendation. In too deep, I allowed him to fill me in the most intimate places and completely change my wardrobe.

Story 3 – Island Princess

It wasn’t exactly a lovely day to go scuba diving, but it was the perfect day to be washed away and be rescued and feminized by a hunky prince.

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

I had to know her. I had to get her story. But I didn’t have the money to do so. The free way to do it was to dress up like her, I thought.

Little did I know, it entailed more than standing on the street corner in a long brown wig, a tight red dress, chewing gum, and marching in fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots.

Story 5 – Royally Switched

When my sister badgered me into going to Paris, I was fine with carrying her bags and pretending to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.

Little did I know, the trip that she had planned all her life would drastically change mine, with a bonus of chefs, chauffeurs, chambermaids, royal treatment, gowns, jewelry, the highest of high-heels, and a tall glass of aristocratic hunk that would show me how it was to be a woman… even just for one night.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

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

Read Maid for Love


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit The Sissy Store


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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

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

Read Femininely Possessed

[image: ]

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

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Barbie Gurl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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