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Introduction

“In an underground T-Girl Brothel lies the dreams of transgender women, only to find out that they were all disillusions. Will her newfound Beauty and Bravery emancipate her sisters from the harrowing confinement?”

Jillian Jenner was contemplating getting a student loan to pursue college. But a daily dose of argument resounding in their home brought upon by her parents’ debts and financial woes, compelled her to start a career as an online adult entertainer.

Albeit having supportive parents, spending on surgeries and hormone replacement medication felt out of reach as the earnings she made went straight to finance their daily needs.

Sadly, what she made was not enough to support their expenses… and her parents’ gambling addiction. One fateful day, she met a director who promised her the world, only to find herself in an underground brothel with other desperate transgender women days later.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance and Feminization Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, drama, suspense, transgender lesbian, and straight tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m an Asian 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 curvy physique enjoys silk dresses

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

✓    My friends tell me that I look like Haifa Wehbe, Google her

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

It’s November 28, 2022, and 03:30 PM in the Philippines. It’s scalding and I’m wearing a floral Sunday dress.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Beauty In The Brothel.


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

In their raggedy two-bedroom apartment in Carrizo Springs, Texas, Jillian, who has been living as a transgender woman for less than a year pensively stared at her laptop screen. Not having a desirable GPA for a scholarship, she needed to take a student loan.

A voracious consumer of film and TV shows who enjoyed acting in front of a mirror before brushing her teeth, she dreamed of finishing a course in Theater, Arts, and Media. Her 45-year-old mother, Maria, would often tell her that God must’ve given her doe eyes because he knew that she needed them for her insatiable appetite for movies.

Her parents had no qualms when she declared that Julian, her old persona, was dead. That was something that she held dearly as it was a rarity for people like her to be accepted by their families from where she lived. However, apart from the acceptance, if there was one thing she truly wished she could have from them… 

“If you didn’t bet it all, I could’ve at least gotten our capital back from the slots!” her mother yelled from the living room as her 48-year-old father, John, overfed their goldfish once more, hoping that it’d bring them luck the next time.

“I’m Texan! We go big or go home. Something you’d never understand!” her father retorted.

“Bang!”

Feeling like every nerve in her body was about to pop from his door shutting, she hastened to the kitchen to pour herself some iced water.

“Well now we’re home and I’d have to beg my sister for a loan again. You know how much I hate that puta!”

Not again…

“Mom, lower your voice. I don’t want another complaint from Mrs. Johnson”.

And just like that, Maria burst into tears. Jillian moved her bar stool close to hers and offered a consoling embrace. As her mother drenched her navy blue sweater in tears, she couldn’t do anything but brush her back.

“I don’t know what happened to our lives. How did it get to this point?”

“Everything’s gonna be alright. Ya’ll have to stop gambling…”, she begged as she squeezed her mother’s brown jacket with feminine vigor.

“I’m trying. It’s just, your father…”.

She leaned back and sunk her fingertips into her mother’s chubby arms. With an intent look from her sapphire eyes into her mother’s earthy irises, she made a promise.

“I have a plan. I’m going to pull us out of debt. Do you promise to stop gambling?”

Unsure if she could fulfill her child’s wish, she nodded. Not because she planned to do so, but because it was the very first time that she saw such a look from Jillian’s visage.

Once her mother calmed down and retired to her bedroom, she went back to her sanctuary, her bedroom that she decorated in pastel gray and crystal modernity. She envisioned that someday, somehow, their family could spend at least a week without financial woes.

For a 22-year-old, Jillian already had a mature outlook on life. Knowing that money didn’t grow from trees at a young age and that they could be eating steak for dinner and ramen noodles the whole day on the next, she put her medical and surgical transitioning plan on hold.

However, there were times, like that particular Summer night in her bedroom, when she once again thought of what-ifs. Staring at the wooden floor mirror in her bedroom with a lifted sweater and just white cotton panties on, she wondered how sexier she’d look with a pair of Double Ds.

With long caramel locks, a tiny waist, skin that blushed like a pink gardenia, twinkling blue eyes, and a face absent of adolescent curses, she was thankful that albeit not having anything done on her body or taken a single estrogen pill, she was passable.

But she pondered as to when the lucky hand would stop. Thoughts of not having scientific help and her, looking like a brute as she aged flooded her mind.

Sweet Jesus… here goes nothing!

Glacially, she removed her panties, revealing her smoothly-shaven five-incher. With only her lifted sweater and gray leg warmers, she took a selfie.

“Photo successfully synced”, a message popped from her phone. Shortly after, she went back to her laptop atop her pastel gray mattress. In an Indian seating position, as her heart raced as it never had, she closed her student loan research tab.

There it was, an unfinished profile for a cam site. All of the details were filled out, except for one last thing… her avatar.

“Click”.

Taking a deep breath, she closed her laptop and cleared her bed. Thoughts of her application being approved kept creeping into her head until she drifted off to sleep.

Three days later, there she was, in her mother’s cream oversized nylon bra and panties, waiting for someone to avail her private show.

“How are you bb?” a stranger asked in her chatroom.

“Fine, you wanna see more?”

“Yes bb, I’ll start the PVT show now”.

“Ding!”


Chapter 2

Jillian had a way of ensuring that she got the most money out of her private shows. Having the genes of her mother who used to be a professional backup dancer in music videos, she leveraged her skill to drag her shows longer. After all, she got paid $2.99 a minute, and one song usually lasted around three minutes, which meant that she would’ve already made almost ten bucks without having to show or do anything sexual yet.

As the stranger marveled at the sight of the gorgeous trans woman swaying her hips from side to side and circling them like her body was only made of flesh and muscles, she couldn’t stop thinking about her first paycheck.

After making more than a hundred dollars on her first day, she went on a shopping spree for scintillating attires—from bras, panties, garter belts, and stockings, to different fabrics that spanned from lace, nylon, and down to leather, they were already on their way to her home.

As she rubbed her member and flashed him the mark of her short yet girthy shecock, the viewer begged for more. Playfully, she winked at the camera and pulled the garter of her panties down, offering the lascivious watcher a half view of her girthy delight.

“Say please”, she uttered in a slutty tone.

Five minutes in, she finally ended the viewer’s torturous longing. There she was, straddling and proudly pulsating her penis in a myriad of directions. Albeit having a voracious appetite for sex, she knew that the industry she entered would entail the need for her to ejaculate multiple times a day. It was exactly why she made a promise to herself that she only had her ladycream reserved for anyone who promised to watch her for more than thirty minutes.

“You like my girltoy?”

“Mmm, I know you’re dying to suck it”.

Bored to no end after five minutes of stroking her member, she bent over and gave the stranger a peek at her tight, plump, and milky ass.

For a virgin, she seemed like a pro. From the come-hither looks, coquettish giggles, and lustful recitations, she had everything covered—a natural artist.

“Ouch!” she softly let out after spanking her butt cheek.

“Look, daddy, it’s so red now. I’m such a naughty girl”, referring to the hand mark brought upon by her self-spanking. She wanted to play with her orifice but being a virgin and with the delayed dildo delivery, she attended to her member once more.

With a generous spit, she lubricated her shaft. The vision of her, stroking with one hand and tweaking her pink nipples was enough for the viewer to release. But he was eager to see if she lived up to her profile’s promise… that she was a squirter.

“Ahhh”.

“Mmmm, it’s almost thirty minutes, I love your patience”.

“Mmm, ahhh, I’m so hard, so wet, so warm, if only I had your mouth instead of this boring hand, daddy…”.

Seeing the timer reach the 29-minute mark, she started stroking with gung-ho. She choked her member like she was chasing a chicken as she pinched her nipples aggressively.

“I’m so close, ahh!”

Rolling her head in utter euphoria…

“I’m gonna!”.

“I’m go—“.

“Ahhh!”

There it was, her abundant babygravy that just shot out from her solidity. As soon as her cream created a splatter on her gray quilt, the viewer exited the private show.

Yes!

Jillian couldn’t hide the beam on her face. She just broke her record. It was her most profitable day as a camgirl. Albeit she would only get half of what she made after taxes and commissions, she was elated to be a novel taxpayer.

The night was still young, at 11:00 PM, she thought. She took a little break by smoking topless beside her window. As she gazed at the stars, she kept imagining how her mother would react after receiving some money from her first paycheck.


Chapter 3

It has been three months and Jillian realized that the earnings of a camgirl were as volatile as the graphs of cryptocurrencies. But at the very least, she had something to give her mother every month whenever they needed money for the bills.

Once she started helping them out, their gambling addiction just worsened. Having the sense of security that no matter what happened, someone would pay the bills, caused even her mother to start going all-in.

It was the beginning of Texan autumn when she received an obscure email. The address contained a domain that she hadn’t come across in her life.

“You could make so much more. I can make you a star”, the e-mail subject wrote. After learning that the e-mail came from a fan who used to send her monetary gifts through PayPal, without thinking things through, she replied.

Three days later, there she was, in her denim jacket and red dress number, waiting in the Hampton Inn’s lobby. As she fidgeted and preened in her Maybelline compact powder’s mirror, she practiced sexy faces to ensure that she got the part.

“Jillian?” a 5ft. 11in. buff Mexican man with a glorious tan in his early forties queried. In awe of his dapper looks in a white tuxedo ensemble, she accidentally dropped her makeup on the wooden floor, causing the pan to crack and spill a blur of flesh-colored powder.

“Ye-yes”, she greeted back as she shook his hand in utmost anxiety.

“Hablas Espanol?”

Fuck!

“Un poco, my mom didn’t teach me a lot, sorry…”.

“It’s okay, shall we?”

At that very moment, her face couldn’t hide the excitement she felt from the novel feeling of being escorted by a handsome man in public. As the guests gawked at them in the modest hotel decked in pastel gray modernity, her heart couldn’t stop beating a mile a minute.

His hand was on her lower back, almost grazing her behind, as the sillage of his Dior Sauvage perfume left trails in the lobby. The Texan afternoon beamed on them like a spotlight that seemed to follow them on the way to the hotel’s restaurant.

Seated at one of the round tables, the man couldn’t hide his disposition. Evident with his lascivious gaze and constant hand rubbing, she knew that he wanted her as much as she wanted him.

“Is Fox your real name?”

“Ha ha! Ayyy no chica. I’m Luis”.

What a sexy name…

“Wow, you’re very handsome”.

“Not as sexy as you, guapa”, he let out as he planted a kiss on the back of her hand.

“Thanks for the gifts you sent me”.

“You’re welcome. I just wanna make you happy. I can give you more and that’s why we’re here today”.

She wanted to jump out of her seat at the promise of more money, but she didn’t want him to think that she was only excited to meet him because of his offer. Discreetly, she removed her right white sneaker and playfully trailed her toes on his legs.

“Chi-chica”, he quiveringly let out.

Soon after, it landed on its destination, his tightly constricted pulsating package.

Sweet honey bunches! Ding ding ding jackpot!

“I guess our lunch can wait”, he jested with a scarlet face. Not minding the wasted food…

“Charge it to 207”. As soon as the waiter verified his identity, he whisked her away for an afternoon delight.

“Ahh!” she softly let out from his aggressive kisses in the elevator.

“You have no idea how many times you’ve made me cum you little naughty puta”. As she basked in her euphoric state, thoughts of whether or not she was ready eclipsed her mind. She was a virgin and her only idea of sex was the ones that she watched on porn.

Pinning her hands against the mirrored wall, he started licking her neck like it was gelato.

“Ding!”

Moments later, there they were, inside his abundantly lit luxury room decked in white and gray modernity.

“Can we close the shutters?” she queried gingerly.

“No, I want to see you in full color. This is part of your audition”.

Seeing the verdant view instead of parallel building windows, she blew her anxious thoughts away and focused on him. As she removed her denim jacket, he teased her by glacially unbuttoning his white tuxedo. He brushed his short brunette bangs to the back of his head and undressed some more. Shortly after, it was just her in a sweetheart-cut red frilly dress that ended just before her knees—making her look like a sultry flamenco dancer.

Sweet Jesus!

His body looked like it was crafted in Photoshop. Oppressive pecs, girthy arms, broad shoulders, and six-pack abs. At that very moment, she felt like it was him who should be a star and not her. But at the same time, she thanked her lucky stars.

“Oomph! You look so hot in that red dress chica”.

“Luis…”.

As he unzipped his white pants, he couldn’t wipe the confusion off his face.

“Yes, chica?”

She wanted to warn him about her virginity but as soon as she saw him looking like an Adonis in just tighty whities and white socks…

“Fuck me!”

“I’m on it”, he said as he jiggled his manhood. In a coquettish manner, she lifted her dress just like how she usually did in her cam shows. Halfway through doing so, she turned around and gave him a view of her plump alabaster behind dressed in red lace panties. Her breasts may have been humble but she was gifted with two naturally saccharine scoops of vanilla ice cream at the back.

Like a rabid dog, he couldn’t take the wait anymore. After all, it wasn’t him in her private room but it was her. Without thinking things through, he threw her to the bed and started kissing her mouth.

“Oh!”

“You’re so fucking hot, I have to have you now”.

Gosh…

“Hold on! I’ve never… can you please let me suck your dick first?”

He rolled around and placed his hands behind his head. Seeing his girthy arms and thick armpit hairs caused pain on her shecock that fought hard to fight her abrasive and constrictive lace panties.

Papi…

“Ahhh!” she let out as she sunk her face into his armpit and drenched it with her saliva.

“Mmm, muy macho, papi”.

“All for you, chica”.

Soon after, her tongue trailed his chest, and once more, like a row of cocaine, she sniffed his bulge and relished the sillage of his testosterone.

Jesus, take the wheel!

Shortly after, there it was, his uncut girthy eight-inch brown burrito flapping on her face. Jillian had a thing for body hair, his lush crotch carpet was enough to get her off, but at that very moment, she tucked her shecock once more and swiped his veiny shaft with her yearning tongue.

Ding dang dee lish!

“Mmm, you little puta, ahh…”.

As she circled her tongue on his pink mushroom head, he squeezed her butt like he was playing with squishy balls. Favoring the new salty delight, she wanted more. Without thinking things through, she opened her mouth and consumed half of him.

“Gwak!”

“Ha ha! Don’t get too excited. You’re dealing with a monster”.

Carefully, she tried once more.

“Dios mio! Hijo de puta maricon!”

She may have been a virgin at that time but nobody could deny how competitive she was. As tears from choking and gagging trickled down her delicate cheeks, his body signaled for him to grab her long and luscious caramel locks.

“Mmm, you like that papi?”

“Si, keep doing that you little whore”.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

“Very… mucho… bueno, ugh”.

Bobbing up and down like she had no gag reflex, they filled the room with moans and groans up until…

“Stop!”

He flipped her body and started pinning her hands on the bed with one hand. Using the other, he unhooked her scarlet A Cup bra, revealing her pink and perky nipples.

“Damn!”

As his teeth playfully grazed her pointers, she brushed his head with her fingers with utmost lasciviousness. Slowly, he navigated from her nipples to her flat stomach and circled his tongue in her belly button.

“Tee hee”.

“Ahh, you’re ticklish”. She giggled and gave him a coquettish gaze, solidifying his yearning further. Moments later, there it was, her untucked penis peeking through the sheer red lace panties.

Like a tiger that has just been released from its cage, he started licking her yearning, not minding the abrasion brought upon by the fabric.

“So cute and small. A girlcock”.

When she first transitioned, she thought that men would be repulsed by her, having a member. But when she started working as a camgirl, she found out that it was their kryptonite.

Like a Christmas present, he unwrapped her with gusto. Not letting her pace herself, he consumed all sweet five inches of her like he was relishing a popsicle stick on a hot summer day.

“Mmm, so sweet, chica”.

“Luis…”.

If their little activity came with a grading system, he would’ve gotten an A+. Not only did he suck her like a Dyson vacuum cleaner, but his service was also toothless and his tongue went in a myriad of directions.

“I’m so close!”

“Yes, give me your milk mami!”

Briefly, he gasped and commenced his service.

“I’m gonna!”

“Mmm!”

“I—“, but before she could finish her recitation, she squirted her babygravy in his wet and warm throat. As her lady liquid streamed down his throat, he tilted his head and gazed at her before sharing the remnants of the sweet cum that he had harvested.

“Mmm…”.

Tastes sweet…

Still in a dazed disposition, he flipped her once more and swiped his tongue within her walls of pleasure.

“Ahh!”

As she squirted what remained of her longing, he devoured her sweethole like groceries. His fervor was unmitigable. Try as she might, she couldn’t stop him from drowning in her pink hole.

“It feels so nice…”.

He bit her right butt cheek and generously spat on her hole—cueing her that it was time.

Sweet Jesus!

Wanting to impress him, she hid the fact that she was a virgin. As he targeted her hole like his eyes had crosshairs, an inexplicable look started forming on her face.

Motherfucker!

“Whoo!” he let out as he shook his body in a deliriously delicious disposition. Only three inches were in but she already felt like she was being drilled and about to be renovated.

“I’m a virgin!” she let out. His eyes appeared like they were about to fall off from their sockets.

“Okay, I’ll be gentle”.

“Thank you…”.

Once again, squeezing her face as he lifted her body to have a better aim, she spread her legs to perfect her begging dog position as she crumpled the white Egyptian cotton sheets.

“Ahh!”

“Luis!” she screamed after two inches were added.

“Gwoah!” he let out, trembling in utter euphoria. As she endured what was like the reverse taking of the Excalibur, he held her tight and whispered encouraging words in her ears.

Wanting to push him away, she felt powerless as every profuse warm breath and pulsation deep inside her made her appreciate how much he wanted her.

It’s so painful…

“You’re so hot, Jillian, you’re the hottest girl I know”.

“Luis…”.

Shortly after, the pain started to fade away and a novel and pleasant sensation started coursing through her body.

What the?! Mmm…

Virginally curious, she thrusted gently—poking her prostate and relishing the tactile and tingling feeling that extended to her shecock.

“Mmm, you like that don’t you? You little slut”.

“Yes… your dick feels nice inside me”, she let out in a needy moan.

“I wanna see your face”.

Without unhinging, he maneuvered her body to mount him, relishing the view of her hard dick and pretty face. He sank his fingertips into her hips deeper and started thrusting aggressively—causing her delicate body to bounce and choke his member with her tight orifice.

“Play with yourself”.

At a romantic pace, she bobbed her ass up and down as she played with her sweet candy stick.

“Oh my God, this is insane...”, she let out—staring at him lasciviously. Seeing the satiated look on her face from his member, he couldn’t take the yearning anymore.

Like a jackrabbit, he pounced fast and hard.

“Fuck, yeah!”

She kept up with him by clenching her anal muscles from excitement.

“Papi!”

“Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Yes, little puta!”

“I think I’m gonna cum again!” she informed in elation and euphoria.

“Yes, let it go!” he cheered.

“I’m close too!”

“Ahh, yes, ahh, yes, here comes papi!”

The very moment she felt his warm cream explode inside her, she squirted messily on his belly.

“Oh my…”.

“Whooo! You’re one hot chica!”

Mmm, so good.

“You got me sweatin’ like a whore in church, papi”.

As his babygravy streamed gently inside her, he lifted his head and grabbed her face for another passionate kiss. She couldn’t have asked for a better first time. He was everything that she wanted in a man and at exactly 1:34 PM, she happily declared the death of her virginity.


Chapter 4

A week later, Jillian was ready for her contract signing and abrupt career move to another state. After an hour of struggling to get out of her house from her parents begging her to change her mind, she was finally in the meeting place.

That quiet afternoon in one of the patios of Starbucks Carrizo Springs, as she frantically absorbed the mess she made with tissue on her cowhide leather boots brought upon by her careless drinking of Pumpkin Spice Latte, she couldn’t stop her heart leaping out of her chest.

Luis promised her that she would be paid $500,000 within three months as an advance, and another after a year for a contract that would require her to shoot fifty videos as an adult video star.

From a distance, a man in his early twenties in a maroon t-shirt smiled at her. Another, two patios away on her left, who was in his late twenties in a brown leather jacket did the same. Feeling butterflies fluttering in her stomach from the male attention, she discreetly checked her looks by pretending to take a selfie.

It wasn’t hard to understand why she was subject to affectionate stares. With her denim jacket, pink floral boho dress, and cowboy boots, she looked quintessentially country-girl pretty. Added to her beauty were her caramel locks in big curls flowing charmingly with the gentle Autumn breeze.

Los Angeles…

As a Texas native, dreams of living in the city were non-existent. She liked the country lifestyle and culture. But the promise of stardom and ending her family’s financial woes was too strong to escape. After all, she was young, blonde, and beautiful, she was exactly what Los Angeles needed.

“Jillian?” a Mexican man in his late forties in a red lumberjack shirt who donned a cowboy hat queried. Gingerly, she nodded. He tipped his hat and took her brown luggage for her.

“Where are we going?”

“To the contract signing”.

Moments later, there it was, a white bus with a red bold text that wrote TGB. Her anxiety blew the very moment she stepped inside and her ears were filled with loud gossip and chatter. In it were ten other transgender women of the same age with different body types and from varying ethnicities.

“Hey girl!” a lanky black trans woman in a tube top greeted.

“I don’t like her, she’s too pretty”, a chubby trans woman in a pastel pink dress jested.

Oh wow, so it’s not just me…

Seeing that there was only one seat unoccupied as the others were filled with their bags, she sauntered towards it—struggling as the bus started shaking from the rocky road.

“Hello”, the only man, apart from the driver who took her luggage, beside her, greeted.

“I’m Jack”.

“Hey! Paws off from Jack, he’s mine!” the lanky black trans woman announced.

“Ha ha! In your dreams, Lacresha”.

“She’s really nuts, anyway, what’s your name?”

Jillian had an instantaneous idea as to why she was protective of him. He was tall and masculine, and his deep and expressive brown eyes created a stunning contrast against his alabaster skin.

“I’m Jillian, Jillian Jenner”.

“Jack White”, he returned with a handshake offer. Shivering from the cold AC, he covered his head with his brown hoodie.

“So, uhmm… are you also a, you know?” she queried.

“A performer? Yeah”.

The very moment she heard the information, she felt her dick twitch inside her pink cotton panties.

“I see, cool. Why are you the only guy?”

He shrugged and took his iPhone from his jeans.

“Beats me”.

As he returned to playing his mobile game and stole glances at her thighs, she couldn’t take her eyes away from the window’s verdant view. Imagining the possibilities and crafting plans on how she was going to allocate half a million dollars started occupying her head.

“Man, I need to take a leak, we’ve been on this bus for hours”.

Huh!?

“What do you mean?”

“They picked me up at Lousiana. The others were from as far as Virginia.”

“Hey bro! I need to pee, can we stop for a while?”

The driver acknowledged his request by throwing him an empty water bottle.

“Guess not…”.

That’s rude…

“Do you mind?” he asked as he unzipped his jeans. She shook her head and looked away.

“Shwushhhhhh”.

There it was, his girthy flaccid pinkish delight releasing a gentle stream of urine in a 1000ml Aquafina bottle.

“You can look at it, I don’t mind”, he jested.

Sweet baby Jesus…

At that moment, she wanted to grab it… but hesitated as it was not very ladylike. Instead, she settled with a peripheral view.

“Ha ha. You done yet?”

“Mmm hmm”, he let out as he twisted the cap with an exposed flaccid Loch Ness monster.

“No, you’re not”, she retorted with a scarlet face. He playfully winked at her before zipping his pants.

“I’m so tired. Can I sleep on your lap? It looks comfortable”.

Jack…

She barely knew the young man but he did exhibit exhaustion. Gingerly, she adjusted her seat and offered him more room to rest.

“Thanks, mommy”, he jokingly said as he playfully sucked his thumb.

Lacresha and Gemma, both black, modelesque, and lusted after Jack, glared at her as soon as they saw him find comfort on her lap.

After an arduous six-hour journey, the bus finally stopped. It was around 8:30 PM and all of the passengers were fast asleep. Suddenly, the blinding fluorescence of the bus’ overhead lighting poked her unconsciousness—disrupting her sleep.

“We’re here now”.

Huh?

Softly, she woke Jack up as she took her phone from her pastel blue Kate Spade purse.

“Aren’t we supposed to be in California?” she queried the driver after seeing the phone’s location pinned in Texas.

“This is the headquarters. This is where you sign the contracts. Out out out! I have somewhere to be!”.

Moments later, there they were, struggling to see each other deep in the woods. As the driver maneuvered the bus, a group of six men in black suits emerged from a burrow opening with electric light sticks in tow.

What the!?

“Welcome to The Grand Burrow. This is the headquarters of Squirters Inc. and where you will sign your contract and receive your training. I’m Harold Hunt, the Operations Manager of TGB and I’m happy to be in the presence of future adult superstars. Come!” a man with silver hair and a brute physique announced in elation before leading the group of hopefuls down the tunnel.

“Sure, Zaddy!” Gemma jested.

“Mmm, naughty girl, I like that”, Harold quipped before grabbing her by the waist. As their luggage created rolling sounds on the tarmac ramp, the burrow was alight with bright sconces.

“Thud!”

From where they entered, there were two steel doors with exteriors camouflaged by verdant patches. Everyone’s image, forms, and ages appeared clearer and it was the very first time she was able to truly appreciate Jack’s 6ft. 2in. matinee idol looks.

“This is so cool!” Jack exclaimed as soon as he saw the basement-like parking that housed luxury cars with obscure plate numbers. Lacresha, from her friend’s abandonment caused by the hot daddy manager, anchored Jack’s arm to hers.

“I know”, Lacresha playfully replied while glaring at Jillian. As everyone gossiped and waited for the oppressive elevator to open, she couldn’t help but marvel at how huge the parking area was.

All of this under that lil’ hole?

Soon after, her amazement multiplie tenfold.

“The first floor, well, technically, this is the top floor, ha ha! Anyway, I digress, this is where all the makeovers happen. Skin clinic, hair and nails salon, plastic surgery, and the works. All sponsored by TGB. This is the favorite hangout of Millie Marbles, you gals must know her, she’s the top trans star on PornBank”.

Hearing the star’s name caused the ladies to look at each other in utter excitement.

“Yep, definitely need a little work with this one”, Harold added as he playfully squeezed Gemma’s butt.

After the arduous tour of the multileveled facility that was divided into floors for Makeover, Health Clinic, BDSM Studios, Vanilla Studios, Private Studios, Backend Offices, Editors,  Sports and Recreations, Staff Quarters, Superstar Quarters, and the TGB Executives, there they were, in the Backend Offices floor.

“Jillian mi amor!” Luis greeted the group in his black suit ensemble before sinking his fingers firmly into her waist.

“Gentlemen, this is the new superstar I’m talking about”. Surprised by the compliment, she was too oblivious to see the other girls’ eye rolling and the men’s lascivious looks and lip-licking on the floor decked in black and chrome modernity.

Luis…

“Treat her well, I gotta bounce”, he murmured before planting her chee swift kiss.

“So this is where you’ll surrender your phones and sign the contract”, Harold followed.

Huh!?

“How will I contact my parents?!” Camille, a blonde chubby trans woman retorted.

“You can, we just don’t like them affecting your training. You’ll have a schedule in rotation to communicate with your loved ones”.

That’s odd…

“I’ll take you guys to your sleeping quarters right after the contract signing”.

“Oops, sorry”, Lacresha let out after intently bumping her hips against Jillian’s.

“I’ll go first, daddy Harry”, she sluttily suggested.

“Mmm, an ebony menage a trois, I’m already loving this batch”.

“Hey!”

Oh!

“Oh, hey Jack”.

For some reason, Luis’ kiss evoked Jack’s jealousy.

“Was that your boyfriend?”

Jesus…

“No, umm, he was the one who I guess, discovered me?”

“Oh, okay, I just, that was weird. He kissed you”.

“Yeah… it caught me by surprise too”.

“Well, he’s not wrong. You have that superstar quality going on”.

With a scarlet face, all she could return was a faint giggle.

“Thanks for letting me sleep on your lap earlier. I had a really good nap”.

“Next!” a black middle-aged female clerk announced from her glass desk in a room covered by oppressive black bookshelves that housed folder organizers in different colors and Lilly Lustwood Crossdressing and Sissification Fiction selections.

“Oh, it’s my turn”.


Chapter 5

“Beep! Beep! Beep!” At exactly 10:30 AM, a vexatious sequence of alarm sounds resonated on the floor. Jillian usually woke up before eight but for some reason, her circadian rhythm failed her. In their identical pink satin pajamas that were provided the night before, half of the group struggled to get up.

“I’m starving!” Camille let out. Jillian instinctively checked for her purse in the bedroom decked in pastel pink and bunny tapestries that had fifteen identical double-sized beds to give her a Snickers bar but she couldn’t find it.

Oh right…

Shortly after recalling that they surrendered their belongings to the office the night before, she turned her attention to check how Jack was doing. However, she was three seconds too late as Lacresia has woken him up already.

“Good morning, honey!” Lacresha playfully greeted as she yanked him out of his dazed disposition. Moments later…

“Millie!” Lacresia exclaimed as soon as she saw the trans superstar in the hallway, swaying her birthing hips from side to side as her breasts and auburn ponytail bounced like a basketball with her slutty march.

“Oh, hello girls! I’d love to chat but my breakfast is waiting. Muah!” she blew a kiss and rushed to the elevator as a dapper Mexican man in a black suit escorted her.

As the ladies gushed in the grey and white hallway, a handsome Japanese man with a clean haircut in his early thirties in a black suit sauntered towards them.

“Hi, Ladies, and one gentleman? I’m Ichigo, Please follow me. We’ll have to check your stats before you take your breakfast”.

Stats?

“Stats?” Jack queried Jill.

“I’m not su—“, but before she could reply, Lacresia interjected.

“Maybe it’s vital statistics for the boobs and stuff”.

Yeah, she’s probably right…

Moments later, there they were, in the lobby of the Health Floor, all naked, all equally vulnerable, and all equally clueless.

“Jillian Jenner”. Moments later, as the Thai nurse in a pink scrub suit took her body’s measurements in the room decked in white and oak…

“Lift your arms please”.

Gosh…

“Oh wow, 24-inch waistline…”.

After getting all the measurements, the most important one needed to be known.

“Jillian, I’ll give you some time to get hard. Here”, the nurse said after turning the television mounted on the wall and showing her a porn clip of a pansexual orgy.

“So-sorry, but what’s this for?”

“We measure the dick sizes here to determine which group you’ll belong to”.

“What do you mean?”

“The girls are divided into two, hard tops and hard bottoms. If your size is below seven inches, you’ll be in the bottom group”.

“But… I, yeah… I already know my size”.

The nurse peered at her semi-erect shecock and giggled.

“It’s a five isn’t it?”

Oh wow, she’s good…

She shyly nodded and covered her crotch once more. Half an hour later, there they were, divided into two rows. On the left were the other nine transgender women, including Jack, and on the right were Jillian and Camille.

“So, Hisuka will take you to the Top Wing and I’ll take the two ladies to the Bottom Wing”, Ichigo informed, referring to the other Japanese man in a suit and auburn shaggy locks.

“Wait!? So what happens after that?” Jack interjected.

“Well, you start your appropriate training based on your role.”, Ichigo clarified.

Jack…

What Jack really wanted to ask was how far the wings were from each other but he settled with a nod.


Chapter 6

Moments later, there they were, Jillian, Camille, and Ichigo in the cafeteria of the Bottom Wing on the Superstar’s Quarters floor that looked like a five-star hotel’s restaurant.

“New meat!” an icy blonde transgender woman in her mid-twenties announced as her breasts jiggled in her pajamas while she sprinted toward them.

So gorgeous!

She wasn’t exactly Millie Marbles material but she looked like a supermodel.

“Now, now, be nice Anya”, Ichigo said.

“What are you talking about, I’m always nice”, Anya gently retorted in a slutty tone as she grinded her behind on his crotch.

“Come on, save it for later, I’m hungry”, he softly said.

“Hi, I’m Anya, the next Millie Marbles”, she informed as she extended her hand.

Her hands are so soft…

“I’m Jillian”.

“I-I’m Camille. OMG you’re so gorge—“, Camille complimented like a groupie.

“Awww, you too. But I don’t think you’ll be here for long”.

Ichigo cleared his throat from Anya’s unfound comment.

“I-I mean, it’s your first day and all… you know, lots of training”, she clarified.

“Anyway, I’ll show them around Ichi-baby, leave them to me”.

What does she mean?

Moments later, there they were, in their new wing that shared different rooms, including Millie Marble’s VIP Boudoir. Albeit having just met Jillian and Camille, they’ve grown on Anya swiftly, evident with how she dangled their arms like they were handbags.

OMG!

Jillian and Camille gasped in unison as soon as they entered their new sleeping quarters. It had twenty identical pastel pink queen-sized beds and the ceilings were plastered with mirrors along with an oppressive luxury bathroom with cubicles for showers and number twos.

“Okay, this is insane! What’s with the mirrors?” Camille queried.

“Well, it’s their way for us to help maintain our looks, and there’s a rumor about a new rule that pajamas won’t be allowed in the bedroom anymore. It’s kind of their fucked up way to spark competition and put a sense of urgency for us to watch our diets…”.

Anya’s explanation made zilch sense to Camille as she was clearly plus-sized and just signed the same contract with ten other trans women who didn’t fit her clothes.

Once their butts found a cushion on Anya’s bed, she looked at Camille intently.

“So… okay, don’t tell anyone…”.

“The plus-size girls are given six months to lose weight. But if they fail to do so, they’ll be transferred to the BDSM floor… along with other chokers”.

“Chokers?” Jillian interjected as she squeezed her collar in tremor.

“So there are like these videos made by plus-size stars choking their partners with their thighs and sitting on their faces—almost suffocating them”.

An influx of tears started streaming down Camille’s cheeks.

“I can’t even kill a fly let alone hurt another person!”

“Yeah… sorry about that, Cam”, Anya let out as they brushed her back in consolation.

“I think I’m just gonna quit!”

“Well, you might as well get the perks first. They perform the makeovers for newbies a week after their stay. Boob job, facial feminization surgery, salon, you know, like an overhaul!”

Wow!

“You could’ve said that earlier. Ha ha!” Camille jested as she wiped her tears.

“Anya… how long have you been here?” Jillian queried shyly.

“Almost two years, well, if I could recall correctly. To be honest I’ve lost count haha! I only get to check the dates whenever I make video calls”.

“Wow, you must’ve made a lot of money already!”

“I’ve been fortunate enough. My husband and I just bought a house in Tennessee, five bedrooms, 20,000 sqft., can’t wait to visit!”

“Oh, you bought a house without visiting it first?”

“My husband showed it to me through a video call. Besides, don’t tell anyone I told you guys this but Millie’s views are dropping and I’m rumored to replace her… so yeah, I can’t leave just yet, I don’t want to waste the opportunity”.

Wow… she’s so lucky.

“Anyway ladies, I have an appointment for my estrogen shots. Don’t let the other girls bug you! Stay on my bed so they know we’re friends. See ya!” she said before blowing a kiss.


Chapter 7

After a month, as the leaves started turning brown on the surface, Jillian’s looks started blossoming. She didn’t need much help as she had a naturally feminine visage, but the 550CC breast implants, laser hair removal treatments, and butt augmentation greatly helped solidify her femininity.

Meanwhile, Camille had to go through a lot of work and was having a harder time recovering. Apart from the 1000CC breast implants, the doctors did a series of smart liposuctions and Brazilian Butt Lift on her. They took the fat from her double chin, arms, thighs, and stomach, and transferred most of them to her hips and butt.

Albeit still mummified in their compression bandages, they were elated for their next makeover.

“You have striking blue eyes. I’m gonna give you an ash blonde to complement your cool tone”, the Mexican masculine male hairstylist in a peach apron and tight-fitted black shirt informed in the TGB salon that resembled the lobby of Paris’ Plaza Athenee.

“As for you, my darling Camille, my sweetheart, we’ll turn you into Poison Ivy. Your green eyes will thank me later”.

As the assistants shampooed their hair in adjacent gilded basins, Camille couldn’t stop talking about lasagna.

“Girl, you know what Anya said if you don’t lose the weight in six… well, you only have five months left”.

“Ugh, it’s so hard. I’m in constant pain and I can’t even eat carbs”.

“Sorry about that… I wonder how the other girls are doing… and Jack”.

“Awww, you’re still thinking about him? That’s sweet. He’s probably in a different wing, like something for men”. The salon assistants looked at each other from Camille’s suggestion.

“Ouch!” Camille let out from the accidental aggression of the assistant's shampooing.

“Sorry, miss”.

“It’s okay”.

Five hours later, after enduring the burning scalp from the bleach and dye combo, green with envy from Camille’s flirtation with the stylist, and endless thoughts about her family and Jack, there she was, in her satin pajamas with her voluminous ash-blonde hair, standing in front of the floor-to-ceiling mirror, basking in her beauty. She looked just like Anna Nicole Smith in her early modeling days.

Camille couldn’t stop touching every dangerous curve of her body in the same ensemble. As Hector, the stylist held her from behind and playfully rubbed his yearning on her lower back, Jillian knew that she was going to walk back to the quarters alone.

Moments later, it was already past eight in the evening and Ichigo was chatting with a tubby middle-aged Mexican man in a corduroy suit by her quarter’s doorstep.

“Que guapa! Who’s this?”

“Oh, hi Jillian!” Ichigo greeted.

“This is Jillian Jenner. She’s new”.

“Hello, good evening”.

Oh!

Without a warning, the man took her hand and planted a soft kiss.

“Is she available?”

Huh!?

“No. She’s still recovering”.

“Wait what do you—“, but before she could gratify her curiosity.

“Oomph! Still hot as ever, my Anya Dosvedanya, hee hee”.

“My boo boo bear!” Anya greeted in a sparkly pink tight dress that Ichigo provided her before kissing the man on the lips and giving her a kiss-to-kiss cheek.

“You’re stunning!” Jillian added, in awe of Anya’s doll-like beauty.

“Okay Arturo, say buh-bye now!”

“Bye Ichi! Bye Jillian!”

Shortly after, it was only Ichigo and Jillian and the sillage of Anya’s Baccarat Rouge 540 perfume in the hall. Still perturbed and looking for answers…

“Anyway, you’re going in?” he queried. All of the bedrooms were guarded by men in black suits. The steel doors could only be opened by their fingerprints.

No!

“Wait… what did he mean by asking if I was available”. Ichigo grabbed her wrist with fervor and drew her away from the doorstep.

“Uhh, you’re not supposed to know this until after your debut but… anyway”.

He cleared his throat and checked if other guards were looking. After learning that the cost was clear…

“TGB has patrons who offer $5,000 per night to a star, well, it really depends. Anya makes twice that and Millie even charges higher”.

Oh…

“That man you just saw owns a chain of Motels in Texas, Arturo Ayala. He’s one of the nicest guys. Someday, you’ll have your own patron”.

Jillian shook her head and returned a faint smile. She was more than happy with her contract and thought she didn’t need to sleep with old men for extra bucks.

“Anyway, please don’t share this with the new girls. It might scare them away. It’s optional so you know…”.

“I won’t. Thanks, Ichigo…”.


Chapter 8

The next part of their training was hormone replacement therapy. Jillian had been taking estradiol valerate shots weekly and a daily dose of spironolactone for a month. Her skin looked firmer, thinner, and softer. Her eyes had less aggression and she looked more docile.

She also lost her morningwood and was less interested in sex. Meanwhile, Camille lost fifteen pounds and was hungrier than ever. The new rule was also implemented. They weren’t allowed to wear anything in the bedroom anymore.

As they both fidgeted and a group of eight stars, including Anya, cheered them in the bedroom, she couldn’t stop having negative thoughts flooding her brain.

Sweet baby, sweet baby, sweet…

“Stop worrying, the training’s very easy”, Malee, a Thai trans woman in her late twenties said in support as she brushed their backs.

“Yeah, it’s just fucking. Not like you haven’t done it before”, Anya jested.

“You girls have to start cleaning up now”, Janelle, a black trans woman suggested—referring to their pre-anal enema preparation.

“Can I go first?” Jillian requested. Camille nodded, not because she didn’t want to do so but because she already cleaned her insides as Hector have been boning her on a daily basis.

Moments later, there she was, in one of the rooms on the Vanilla Studios floor. It was all white and cameras were set up in every corner along with a male cameraman, three male makeup artists, and a male TGB director… all in black shirts and blue jeans.

“Take off your pajamas”, the director ordered as he smoked his Cohibas from a distance. As she gingerly removed her garments, two ladies entered, Lacresha, with her new Double Ds and a longer ebony bone-straight wig and…

“Jack!?”

Jillian felt like her heart fell to the pit of her stomach as soon as she saw Jack in a wavy brunette weave. Though it was hard to recognize him at first, the thunderbolt tattoo on his forearm was a dead giveaway. Embarrassed, Jack could only return a faint smile before removing his red satin pajamas.

“It’s Jacqueline now”, Lacresha added.

Oh my God…

She couldn’t believe her eyes. The two of them were already hard with their girthy eight-inchers pulsating in a myriad of directions. With Jack’s every step toward her, her disbelief and awe grew. Just like her, Jack also sported new breasts.

Seated beside each other in the makeup area, she still couldn’t stomach his revelation. He was promised to star as a male performer but he was told that TGB only did trans lesbian porn. The money was too good to pass up and he felt like he had nothing to lose.

“So yeah, we’re always hard and horny because we take testosterone shots. But we also get laser treatments and so many skin procedures to maintain a feminine look and a functional cock”.

Oh…

“Oh, it’s the opposite for us. We take estrogen and most of the girls in my room don’t even even mention the word sex anymore…”.

“Awww, poor you. We do a fuckfest almost every night”, Lacresha interjected as she playfully jerked Jack’s dick. Green with envy, she returned a faint smile.

“Well, good luck with tonight. You better be clean!” Lacresha warned.

Jeez…

Moments later, there they were, in a Menage a Trois training session. Hovering by a California King-sized mattress, Lacresha grabbed Jack’s mouth and forced a kiss as she glared at Jillian.

What is her problem!?

Albeit abundant in testosterone medication, Jack knew that his stiffy didn’t come from the tablets. He couldn’t let Jillian’s 34DD breasts, erect nipples, delicate physique, and flaccid shecock escape his sight. With a beating boner, he sauntered closer and started tweaking Jillian’s pointers and softly painted her neck with warm breaths and wet kisses.

“Is it okay…”.

“Mmm, yes Jack”.

“Can I kiss you?”

Jack…

Shyly, she opened her mouth and closed her eyes. Albeit Jack’s lipgloss was thicker than hers, his kiss didn’t feel any less masculine. A warm rush coursed through her body, making her feel safe, coveted, and yearned for.

Feeling his long red nails sinking into her arms only made her feel how deep in euphoria he was. All the while, Jack thought that Jillian would be repulsed by his new image, only to find out that she was still into him—evident with the boner she grew albeit under testosterone blockers.

Lacresha didn’t like how the scene panned out. She knelt and serviced him as they exchanged tongues. With gung-ho, she sloppily consumed him, letting Jillian know how it was done. Sadly for the possessive t-girl, Jack was more interested in tying a cherry twig knot with Jillian.

“My turn!” Lacresha pushed Jillian to the bed and started kissing Jack.

Fucker!

“Tops don’t kiss each other!” the director yelled in exasperation from Lacresha’s insolence.

“Jacqueline, sit on the edge, Jillian, do a doggy style and suck her dick, and Lacresha, you know what to do with your BBC”. Lacresha flipped her hair and grinned at Jillian.

Oh no…

A few seconds later, as Jillian relished the taste of Jack’s fullness, Jacqueline impaled her without a warning… and lubrication.

“Ahh!” she screamed with a face painted with agony.

“Rim her first dammit!” the director yelled once more.

“Sorry…” Lacresha let out a fake apology.

“Are you okay sis?”

Fuck you!

After brushing Jillian’s hair gently with her fingers, Lacresha grabbed it and pushed her head to choke on Jack’s cock as she spat on her tight pink hole.

“Gwak!”

Seeing Jillian tearful and in pain, Jack had enough.

“Look bitch, you know that this scene requires me, fucking you. If you keep hurting Jillian I’m gonna fuck you dry like a jackrabbit”.

Jack…

At that moment, Lacresha was like a dog that had just been chastised by her master. Gently, she spat on her BBC and slowly invaded Jillian’s ass.

She does know how to fuck…

Although Jillian and Lacresha shared nothing but hate for each other, they couldn’t deny their chemistry in bed. With every poke of Lacresha’s head on her prostate, she felt like she was being tickled by an orgasmic god. Added to the fact that she was munching on Jack and marveling at the view of him, looking satiated and delirious, she couldn’t have asked for more.

As Lacresha’s breasts jiggled with delight from pouncing her rival’s wet and warm confinement, she started feeling signs of eruption.

“This tight bitch!” Lacresha let out as she rolled her head in euphoria.

“Mmm!” Jillian let out in a guttural groan.

Not wanting to break character, Lacresha pulled away. As soon as she unhinged, Jillian sat on Jack’s yearning as Lacresha climbed the bed.

Oh my God… Jack…

“Jillian, you’re so tight…”, he softly said.

Jack’s dick was extra girthy, just how Jillian liked it. She circled her hips and clenched her anal muscles to let him know how much she wanted him. As Lacresha grazed Jillian’s face with her mushroom head, she started looking away from the disdain of seeing the two make love.

“You’re so beautiful”, he let out with warm breaths as she jumped up and down.

“Ahhh!”

“Mmmm… Jack…”.

Her hold on his neck tightened as he hastened the pace.

“Ahhh! Jillian!”

The burning, yearning, and her body hopping brought upon by his vigorous upward thrusts made her feel what it was like to truly be taken by man.

“I’m close!”

Lacresha took his warning as a cue to jerk her member at a rapid pace.

“Mmmm… Jack!!!”

“Jillian!”

“Ahh! Ahh! Ahh!” the three let out in an orgasmic chorus as Jack released his babygravy like he has never before. With open mouths, the two anticipated Lacresha’s cumming, and shortly after…

“Fuck!” she yelled as she squirted all over their scarlet and sweaty faces.

“That was wonderful, Jack…”. He had no words, all he could do was kiss her. For some reason, he couldn’t unhinge from her orgasmic embrace.

“Good take!” the director cheered.


Chapter 9

Four months later, the Bottom superstars have already warmed up to Jillian and Camille. So much so that albeit being rookies, they were already invited to join their exclusive circle. They all vowed to each other that once their training was over, they would buy houses in the same area so they won’t be apart. Sadly for Camille…

“Miss Sheldon?” Ichigo announced. Although Camille tried her best, she only lost seventy pounds and her target was a hundred.

Camille…

The women burst into tears from the impending separation. As they watched Camille wear the black and red pajamas that Ichigo handed, Jillian couldn’t stop herself from panting and hissing. Anya squeezed and embraced her as they soaked in the sorrow of seeing their friend go.

“It’s okay, you’re still gonna see each other”, Ichigo reassured. But the girls knew that the possibility was slim to zilch. They had different eating, workout, beauty, phone call, and makeover schedules. The only time they get to meet girls from the other wings was whenever they did a shoot together.

Without thinking things through, Jillian embraced Camille once more. Shortly after, the other girls joined.

“We love you, Cam”.

“I love you, girls”.

“She’ll be alright, I’ll tell Hugo to take good care of her”, Ichigo said—referring to the guard of the BDSM quarters.

An hour later, Jillian’s spirits were lifted from the FaceTime call with her parents. They informed her that they received the check and moved into a better apartment in Carizzo Springs. As she sauntered back to the quarters...

“Mi Amor!” Luis greeted in his brown suit ensemble.

“I have great news for you!”

Huh!?

“Isaac Levy saw your videos and asked me several times about you. I told him that I was gonna tell you as soon as I arrived from Cancun”.

“Isaac Levy?”

“The founder of LevyMart!”

Perturbed by the information that a multibillionaire who owned a popular grocery chain was interested in her, she felt like she had just dry-swallowed a boulder.

“$10,000 baby. Just one night!”

Just as fast as her heart beat at that moment was the swiftness of her dignity’s downfall. After filming ten adult movies, she felt like adding another notch to her bedpost wasn’t a big deal.

“Well, okay…”.

“Now, I can’t deny that I’m a little jealous. After all, I was your first. But I know that you could use the money”.

Jack… Camille…

“By the way, Luis, is there a way for me to meet the other girls from the other wings? Our friend Camille just got transferred to the BDSM floor…”.

“Oofff! Well, you know how TGB is, training is very important and you can’t have distractions chica. You’re the third most viewed trans adult star in PornBank now. Don’t waste this opportunity!”

“Well… yeah, thanks. I’m going to bed”.

“Alright, nighty night!”

Three days later, there she was, in a form-fitted neon pink bedazzled dress, inside one of the rooms on the Private Studios floor. She couldn’t stand the sight of Mr. Levy. Albeit the 83-year-old entrepreneur had billions to his name, her face couldn’t hide her utter repulsion.

It wasn’t about how old he was, but something about him looked harrowing. Frizzy raven hair contrasting with his alabaster skin with icy eyes that had an empty gaze, made her feel like she was in the presence of a geriatric version of Count Dracula.

His lowcut silk black shirt exposing his graying chest hair and tight leather pants of the same color hugging his opulent 6ft. frame weren’t helping either.

After crouching and taking a fifteen-inch dildo from the room that was decorated in the 1600s Castellan-inspired bedroom decked in burgundy and oak, all she could do was gasp.

I can’t do this…

“Mr. Levy… that’s too big”.

“Isn’t your asking price too big?” he replied with a smug look and a tone that seemed like he was in a constant loss for oxygen.

“It's okay, I’ll just tell them to refund you”.

But before she could reach for the steel door…

“Slap!”

“Nobody rejects me!” he let out.

Oh my God…

In disbelief of how strong the man was, all she could do was release her tears. At a glacial pace, he walked to her back and started sniffing her neck.

“Sweet… almost a virgin”.

“Ahh!” she yelled right after he grabbed her hair and forced her to bend over by the edge of the bed. Moments later, after enduring the pain, she was numb. As her tears dried while the billionaire relished stretching her on the floor, she saw a strip of white shade under the bed.

What is that?

“Mmm, yes”, she let out a fake moan as she tilted her head to get a better look. She moaned, groaned, and rolled her head—giving him a live performance of her antics in her films.

As soon as the old pervert created a puddle of unborn billionaire heirs on the wooden floor, she snatched the thing and squeezed it under her tight dress.

A notebook…

Soon after, he crawled to her and begged for a kiss.

“Thank you, Jillian…”.


Chapter 10

Two weeks later, the notebook, written by Patricia Palermo, one of the most renowned transgender porn stars in the world who had a relationship with one of the owners of TGB, became the talk of all the superstar hopefuls. The old pages with messy black ink revealed the harrowing truth about what TGB was.

TGB didn’t stand for The Grand Burrow, the acronym meant T-Girl Brothel. It was established in 1971 by members of America’s elite.

The last floor called TGB Executives was non-existent. What it truly was is The Graveyard Below. The stars weren’t allowed to escape the burrow apart from the patrons and the staff. All the stars that chose to leave were poisoned and buried. The surgeons in the brothel had revoked licenses and were operating illegally.

Los Angeles, the final destination, was an empty promise. The contracts they signed meant nothing. The video calls with their loved ones were done with deep-fake technology. Many of the girls were disowned by their families and it was the reason why their disappearance didn’t cause a national panic.

Lastly, the rotation was for if a girl didn’t choose to quit after turning sixty, she’d be sent to the Geriatric Wing, an obscure corridor that housed middle-aged prostitutes and the key to revealing the truth behind TGB.

It was the day of the planned escape and every sleeping quarter had a leader assigned. The Bottoms were led by Jillian, the tops, Jack, and the BDSM girls by Camille. They were able to exchange information during their cross-film shoots. Sadly, for the Geriatrics, they’d have to wait for the rescue team. As for Millie, her boudoir wasn’t too far from the Bottom’s quarters, and she would be rescued by the girls on the way.

“It’s almost time”, Anya—showing Jillian the Patek Philippe watch that she stole from Arturo informed. Shortly after, she sauntered towards the doorstep.

“Ichi-baby?” Anya softly said as she pressed the door messaging button at exactly 2:00 AM. Ichigo, who couldn’t resist her charms, pressed his index finger on the scanner and opened the steel door.

“Toot”.

With feminine vigor, Anya, with the help of Jillian, pulled Ichigo inside.

“Huh!?”

After learning about the revelation, he agreed without questions asked. Shortly after, there they were, in front of Millie’s VIP Boudoir.

Several attempts and ten minutes later, there was no response. Ichigo checked the girls’ schedule on his phone and realized that Millie was with a client. He couldn’t open the door as the only thing that could open it was Flavio’s fingerprint, from another guard who escorted Millie to her appointment.

As they stealthily navigated to the elevator…

“Wang! Wang! Wang!”

The burrow’s alarm system blasted the building. Hisuka, the Top Girls’ guard alerted Harold Hunt, the operations manager as soon as Lacresha told him about their plan. Everyone in the Top quarters was held hostage as all the guards had handguns in their pockets.

As the BDSM and Bottom girls rushed to the top of the burrow with the guards who agreed to the plan…

“Ahh!” Hisuka let out from the sharp pain brought upon by Lacresha’s deep bite on his arm. As he struggled, Jack jumped to him to steal the gun.

“Bang!”

Moments later, there she was, Lacresha, lying on the floor with a gunshot in her leg.

“Cree!” Gemma yelled in exasperation.

“Fuck you!” Jack let out. The girls picked Hisuka up and forced him to press his index finger on the steel doors’ button.

“Are you okay?” Gemma queried with a tearful face as she comforted her naked bloody best friend on the floor. All Lacresha could offer for a response was a gentle nod. Jack carried her body as Gemma pointed the gun into Hisuka’s temple as they rushed to the top floor.

“One wrong move and I’ll blow your head off!”

“You fucker! How could you do this to my best friend!?”

“You have no conscience!”

“Gahhh!”

Moments later, there they were, waiting on the Makeover floor.

“Where’s Jillian!?” Jack asked the Bottom Girls. Gemma undressed Hisuka and wrapped Lacresha’s wound with his white linen shirt.

“She went to the Private Studios to get Millie”, Anya said as she helped Gemma attend to Lacresha on the plush beige carpet.

“Take care of Lacreesha”, Jack announced before running to the stairs.

“I’ll come with you!” Camille suggested.

“Stay here, Cam! The guards will be here soon, we need to outnumber them”. Jack threw Hisuka’s gun at her.

“He’s right. Be careful, man”, Ichigo followed as he and Hugo, the BDSM guard, held Hisuka at gunpoint. Shortly after, Camille queried the two guards on how to use the weapon.


Chapter 11

Jack hasn’t been to the Private Studios before, all he knew was that its corridors were decorated like a luxury Casino. As he sprinted in full glory…

“Millie!” Jillian screamed as soon as she saw her emerge from one of the rooms on the Private Studios floor. She spat her gum on the floor and sprayed perfume all over her body.

“Who are you?” Millie queried as Flavio covered her from the exasperated and naked Bottom girl.

“I’m Jillian Jenner… well, there’s really no time to waste. This place is not a studio! It’s a brothel prison, we will all die here and the money, contracts, and video calls are all fake!”

Oh my God!

Without thinking things through, Flavio pointed his gun at her.

“No!” Jack screamed from a distance.

Jack!

As Flavio pulled the trigger, Millie tackled him with feminine vigor.

“Bang!”

Shortly after, there she was, laying on top of her personal bodyguard, motionless and gasping for air.

“No!” Flavio screamed with a tearful and scarlet face. He was her lover and they planned to live in the burrow until death. Jack took the gun as Flavio trembled from his harrowing mistake.

“She liked it here with me! She knows everything. There’s nothing waiting for us up there. We have everything we need here!”

Frantic but dying to escape, Jillian begged him to take her upstairs with them.

“She’s going to survive. We’ll take her to the hospital!”

“You don’t understand. She’s wanted by the police. She will rot in jail out there!”

“Get a hold of yourself, man! At least take her to the Health Clinic floor!”

In tears and desperation, Flavio carried the struggling superstar with them. As soon as he reached his destination, he wished the two good luck.

Hand-in-hand, the two of them rushed to the Makeover floor. Jillian couldn’t hide the elation on her face as soon as she saw that lady luck sided with them.

There they were, three senior transgender women, four more guards, the welcome committee, and Harold, kneeling in the center with their guns held by the BDSM girls and their hands tied to their backs with furry handcuffs.

“They’re coming. You will all die!” Harold announced with a smug look before spitting on the floor. Camille, who had a newfound love of being an expert dominatrix, swung her arm and slapped his face with the handgun.

“Here you go…”, she said right after her roommate handed her a medical saw from the plastic surgery clinic.

“This looks easy to use”.

“Should I decapitate your head, or maybe your fingers? I don’t know what the gate scans but either way’s fine by me”.

Not wanting to experience how Marie Antoinette felt from the guillotine, Harold nodded.

“I can’t believe I slept with you!” Gemma added.

Moments later, after the oppressive elevator to the parking lot opened, there he was, Luis, in his black suit with a handgun in tow.

“What the fuck is this?!”

“It’s over, Luis!” Jillian let out.

“I can’t believe you made us participate in this bullshit! I thought the girls got paid!” Ichigo added.

“Well, to be fair Ichi, you kept boning Anya and we all know that a man in love can’t keep secrets”, Luis retorted.

“Move out of the way if you don’t wanna die here!” Jack said. At that very moment, Luis knew that winning a battle against more than fifty people was useless.

“I am… relax Ichi, don’t be so tensed mijo. I’ll start the bus, Harold, sir, you know what to do”. Shortly after…

“Toot”.

And just like that, the burrow’s opening was filled with sunlight. It was past seven in the morning and almost everyone shivered from being naked in the cold from the first day of Spring. As the wind blew its last snowfall of the year, one by one, they entered the bus.

“Ahh, the face then”, Camille jested.

Lovingly resting her head on Jack’s shoulders on the bus, Jillian was happy to witness sunlight once more.

"You must be cold. Take this”, Luis said as he maneuvered the wheel and undressed his jacket to hand it to Jillian who was seated behind the driver’s seat.

“Sorry about that, no hard feelings, chica”. Jack grunted, in disbelief at Luis’ audacity.

“Yeah… I don’t think sorry won’t cut it”, she jested.

“But if you didn’t con me, they’d still be living under the burrow…”.

“How did you find out?”

“Ugh, I don’t even wanna remember the gross story”.

Jack drew her face and planted a soft kiss on her mouth.

“And you and I wouldn’t have met… I love you, Jillian”.

“I love you, Jack…”.

An hour later, there they were, at the McDonald Observatory where police, reporters, and paramedics await. As soon as Luis got off the bus, he surrendered himself.

Shocked by the naked and bloody passengers, the cameramen scurried to get a closer snap.

“Mam, can you undo your cuffs so we can use ours?” a police officer said. After a playful giggle, Camille ordered her girls to uncuff the guards.

“I guess this is the end…”, Jillian softly said to Jack.

“No, this is just the beginning”.

As the breeze blew and the camera click sounds resounded in the area, Jack and Jillian shared a passionate kiss as if they weren’t naked, nobody was around, and no one was watching.


Epilogue

Everyone behind TGB was imprisoned for life and the patrons were investigated on whether or not they knew that the t-girls were sex slaves.

Lacresha and Millie survived but unfortunately, the latter went into hiding with Flavio as she was wanted by the Texan police for selling drugs in the past.

Jack got his breast implants removed and reverted to his old male form. Patricia Palermo’s notebook was published online by the government and a movie studio bought the rights from her family to make a film.

Two years later, the fans demanded a sequel and petitioned Jillian to play her role as herself. That was the first real acting contract that she signed.

Along with emancipating the girls, she also freed her family from debt.

Jack gained a lot of popularity on social media and became a celebrity in his own right as a bodybuilder on TikTok. Jillian promised to marry him after she finished shooting Beauty In The Brothel.

The End <3

I hope that you enjoyed reading Beauty In The Brothel as much as I enjoyed writing it.
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Now, for something more fun and girly, why don’t you check one of my favorite transgender transformation books?

“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*”.

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?

Read Barbie Gurl


Other Titles
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My Cherry No More is a coming-of-age and intimate telling of Lilly Lustwood’s first transgender romance. It is split into three romantic books of real and raw experiences from her memoirs.

Read My Cherry No More
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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."

Aaron, who’s now Amanda, is basking in the perks of her genuine self. Wielding her newfound feminine power, she elevates to the top of the corporate ladder through corruption and exploiting men’s deepest desires.

Read The Office Gurl
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Looking for something spicy? Top T-Girls And Sub Sissies Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Short Reluctant Feminization Fiction Selections series.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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Romantic Sissies Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections Books One to Six Collection.

It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first-time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One
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Stanley Wetthole AKA Stacey, will stop at nothing to achieve her dreams of transitioning to a transgender bombshell and living the lap of luxury.

She isn't like any other femboy. She is cunning, manipulative, and knows how to play her cards right.

Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey.

Read Stacey The School Sissy
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"With nothing but his ballet shoes, laser focus, and mastery of the fouetté, he braves the new dance of his life. Will these be enough when he is dealt with the conundrum of the Royal Winnipeg Ballet, requesting him to exchange his tights for a tutu?"

Being twenty years old and without access to his trust fund, he ends up renting a shared apartment in North Point Douglas, Winnipeg, with a transgender woman named Daisy, a fresh graduate who interns for a fashion magazine.

Read Prima Ballerina
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Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s collection of beautiful sissies with magical fairy tales. It encapsulates three stories of feminization experiences with romantic transgender women and gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Beauty In The Brothel – A Transgender Transformation and Trans Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
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