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Introduction
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“Everything was set in Chez Femme. All she had to do was stick to the plan. However, fate had something else prepared for her… something shinier than a diamond ring.”

Natalia was taught at a very young age that stealing was wrong. But sitting idly and watching the dreams of orphans crumble from stolen opportunities by fraudulent non-profit organizations wasn’t something she could ignore.

The transgender lady promised herself that she would go back to Prague and give the orphanage where she grew up, enough money to improve the facilities and ensure that all the children had the best education… and the solution that she found was a 10-carat diamond ring.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance and Feminization Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, feminization, drama, and straight transgender love. 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 curvaceous 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 December 02, 2022, and 05:09 PM in the Philippines. It’s a bit chilly and I’m wearing a white Sunday dress.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Diamonds Are A Gurl’s Best Friend.


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1
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It was Christmas Eve and sevenish at night in Prague. The busy streets, majestic castles, buildings, and cathedrals that dated back to the Roman, Gothic, Renaissance, and Baroque ages were covered in opulent snow.

As the ice built up, so did Natalia Pivovarova’s anxiety about the accuracy of her Christmas shopping list.

Sister Anya, Sister Flavia, Volodymyr, Yulia, Vladimir…

The 24-year-old blonde transgender woman transitioned when she turned eighteen, as soon as she got out of Domov St’astnych Deti, the orphanage she grew up in.

She found a job as an usherette and chambermaid in Prague’s Madam Brossart Finishing School, a modest academy that taught young women elegance, style, and taste… particularly, for rich men.

Albeit enjoying her independence, the orphanage still felt like her home and it was the reason why she volunteered to teach the children the basics of using the computer every Saturday.

As she stared at an abundantly Christmas-lit kiosk selling the latest nesting doll in Prague’s Old Town Square’s Christmas Market that resembled the Winter Wonderland, she couldn’t get the sweet voice of Yulia, one of her orphan students, out of her head.

Teacher, I want a doll for Christmas, pretty please…

Stealthily, she checked her surroundings to see if anyone had their eyes on the kiosk. Luckily, everyone’s attention was on the Prazska Sunka, a famous Christmas ham. The queue for the meaty delight was endless, which provided her the perfect opportunity to proceed with her plan without being noticed. Seeing that the store attendant was too busy watching TikToks…

Three, two, one…

There it was, a pastel pink nesting doll inside her black reusable shopping bag. As soon as she got what she needed, she sprinted towards the ham store and pinched a leg being roasted on display.

“Hey!” the tubby butcher in a blue thermal jacket yelled.

“Pay for that!”

At that very moment, relishing the savory taste was not an option. Without thinking things through, she started running—with the butcher behind her in hot pursuit.

Grumpy old man!

“Come back!”

Her long legs from her 5ft. 7in. frame proved useful, not only aesthetically but athletically as well.

“Hey, lady!”

After two blocks he couldn’t keep up anymore. She sprinted towards a small street, hiding behind a cathedral where the twinkling Christmas lights were non-existent.

As she tucked her disheveled blonde locks behind her ears, she happily panted—releasing willful fogs in the air.

Hmp! So greedy! They make so much money every night and still want me to pay for a pinch! It’s not even that good.

Five blocks more, there she was, in the orphanage just in time for Christmas eve dinner.

“Teacher Natalia!” the kids greeted as soon as she stepped foot in the dining area that had four separate rectangular tables in a dingy room decked in cracked ecru paint and religious tapestries.

“Are those our gifts!?” Yulia asked in utter elation.

“Not until after dinner! Now help me with these”, she ordered as the children took her bag and her raggedy brown fur coat.

“So happy to have you here!” Sister Flavia said.

“I love that color on you”, Sister Anya added, referring to her crimson turtleneck shirt.

“Please put these under the plates”, Sister Flavia requested as she handed her dried fish scales. It was common for Czechs to place fish scales under their plates on Christmas eve dinner to experience abundance the following year.

The orphanage housed 8 kids and all of them were under the age of twelve. It was run by the two nuns who were both in their early sixties.

They were caring and kind but they lacked the technical knowledge to teach the orphans how to keep up with the modern world. Their small wish was to provide the orphanage with full-time teachers and modern gadgets.

Sadly, fraudulent and heavily advertised non-profit organizations owned by multimillionaires to write their taxes off and to scam more money into their already opulent bank accounts stole opportunities from real organizations like theirs.

Moments later, after a scrumptious feast made possible by the donations of the locals to their church and the meager salary of the nuns, there they were, in the lobby as the kids opened their presents by the fireplace on the wooden floor.

“Wow! This is awesome!” Volodymyr exclaimed as he waved his airplane toy and hovered around the other children.

“The doll! Thank you, teacher!” Yulia followed as she sprinted to embrace Natalia with a tearful face.

“Aww, this is beautiful. This must be expensive... you didn’t have to”, Sister Flavia added—referring to the pastel pink scarf.

“Oh it was on sale, don’t worry sister”.

“Look! We’re like twins!” Sister Anya let out proudly as she wore the identical scarf over her gray sweatshirt.

“I knew you’d like it!”

Vladimir, the boy who didn’t say much, sauntered towards Natalia with his sketchbook and a new set of crayons. Speechless from the elation, he hugged her as tears flowed down his delicate cheeks.

“I promise, teacher, I will be the best artist in the world and I will marry you when I grow up!”

Ha ha! Cute!

“Ha ha! Okay, I will wait for that!” she jested.

“No! I’m gonna marry her. I will be a President and she will be my First Lady!” Volodymyr retorted. Shortly after, the other boys chimed in and bickered amongst themselves for the teacher’s attention.

Someday, all of your dreams will come true. I’ll do my best to make them happen!

“Oh, it’s midnight!” Sister Flavia announced.

“Merry Christmas!” everyone greeted in unison as they exchanged warm and loving embraces.


Chapter 2
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It was after Christmas day and Helena Brossart, the 62-year-old heir and headmistress of the Madam Brossart Finishing School, gently laid down a selection of dresses on an ivory marble table.

The options were extensive and varied for every occasion. From Sunday lunches and cocktails, down to casual and private affairs with each being as elegant and expensive as it can be.

As Natalia preened in the floor mirror in her blue nylon bra and black cotton panties in the wardrobe room decked in pastel blue walls and gold trimmings, she couldn’t stop obsessing about her breasts… or the lack of them.

Still too small…

“Natalia, my dear, not all men like opulent breasts”, she reassured as she amusingly watched Natalia squeeze her growth spurt together to force a cleavage. Helena pressed the creases of her pastel pink dress suit and tucked her silver hair behind her ear.

“How were you able to get those anyway, dear?”

“From Sirikit”. Sirikit was her Thai transgender friend whom she met in a chatroom. She was five years her senior and worked illegally as a prostitute in Prague. Sirikit gave her oral estradiol valerate and spironolactone in return for her, posting the Thai lady’s escort ads online as the latter wasn’t adept with computers.

After soaking in the novel information about how estrogen and anti-androgens feminized the body, Helena motioned her to try a Loro Piana cashmere dress in a muted color.

As the velvety fabric touched her alabaster skin, she started understanding as to why some clothes were priced ostentatiously. It was thick enough to keep her warm but sewn to anatomical perfection—making it seem like it was intently created for the young trans lady.

“Look at the perfection of the shoulders and sleeves. Lift your arms”.

She’s right!

“No resistance and not too loose. Simply magnificent, my dear!”

Briefly, she pondered how advantageous it was for her to have little breasts. If her knockers exceeded a C Cup, she wouldn’t be able to fit any of Helena’s offerings.

“Notice the wives of billionaires, they don’t exactly have a perfect hourglass shape or have big breasts. Always remember, these are high-profile men. They need to maintain a puritan image. Bombshells are just… too beautiful for their own good.

Helena showed her a coffee table book of elegant women which featured an array of celebrities who were married to powerful figures. The majority of them didn’t exactly fit the Victoria’s Secret model archetype. Some of them even looked like Plain Janes.

”The key to attracting them is by looking elegant and confident albeit not exactly being the most universally attractive woman in the room”.

Makes a lot of sense…

“Now… the secret weapon of a billionaire wife”.

She lifted a tan Burberry trenchcoat and there it was, a neon pink two-piece lace lingerie with crystal studs on the edges. As Natalia caressed the scintillating undergarments, Helena took a matching garter belt and stockings of the same color from the other side of the table.

“Lady in the streets, freak in the sheets”, Helena jested.

Ha ha!

“Try them on”.

Natalia has never owned lingerie. Most of her undergarments came from 5-in-1 cotton panty packs from department stores and bras that she got from clearance sales. With unmitigable elation, she grabbed the opportunity and went inside the fitting room.

Like a prisoner of raggedy clothes, she emancipated herself, unleashing her perky pink nipples and uncut flaccid six-inch candy stick. She straddled and tucked her member—creating an illusion of a vagina and gently covered it with the Agent Provocateur pink lace panties.

With her long legs and tight torso, she looked exactly like an undone mannequin. Albeit finding the fabric abrasive, she couldn’t care less as the design made her feel like she was worth a million euros. She commenced by hooking the bra and wearing the garter belt on her waist.

Gorgeous!

Her tiny waist and stunning face were enough to make a statement of beauty. She didn’t need more… but she wanted to feed her novelty. Gently, she stretched the right pair of pink nylon stockings and wrapped her right leg. The mundane task felt neverending as she was blessed with long legs.

Moments later, there she was, looking like a lingerie runway model decked in a luxurious and sultry number. She fluffed her blonde locks and checked her backside—admiring her plump milky cheeks as she blessed the wall mirror with a come-hither gaze.

“How do I look?” she queried gingerly after emerging from the thick pastel blue curtain. “Oh, dear! Perfection!”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” she exclaimed as she squeezed the old lady’s hand from elation.

“Now, now, you can’t exhibit too much excitement. It’s not lady-like”.

Helena led her to the marble table once more and unfolded her MacBook’s screen. As Natalia examined her old photo proudly sporting a 10-carat round-cut diamond ring that was briefly offered to her by her past lover and The Baron Billington of Stamford, Lord Andrew Billington, the old lady couldn’t stop from blushing and reminiscing about her close encounter with becoming part of UK’s aristocracy.

“Remember, you’re not just playing dress-up. The success of this plan heavily depends on you and Sirikit. Stick to the plan”.

Andrew Billington was set to attend the Royal Hearts Auction, a charity auction that would be held in Chez Femme, a world-class resort frequented by billionaires and golddiggers.

It was said to be a night of generosity, aid, and exotic cocktail drinks. The proceeds were promised for the benefit of starving children around the world and the auction’s highlight was one of the Billingtons’ tiara heirlooms with a starting price of ten million euros.

However, it wasn’t the crown that Helena was after. News about the baron’s affairs with transgender prostitutes was widely spread and Natalia was the perfect pawn. She offered the young transgender lady one million euros if she could get her the ring that she felt she deserved.

After Andrew divorced his wife, it was said that he reclaimed the ring and often sported it everywhere he went. His stay in Chez Femme was the perfect opportunity for Natalia and Sirikit to seduce him into a menage a trois heist, with Sirikit, taking the ring as Natalia kept him busy in the bedroom.

“Just imagine that ring on my finger…”.

As she stared at the photo with a dazed disposition, Natalia intently looked at the shining beacon of how she was going to help the children of the orphanage.

“Don’t worry, madam, you hired the best girl for the job!”


Chapter 3
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A day later, there she was, Natalia in the black taxi that she rode from the airport on the way to Chez Femme. It was a snowy afternoon in late December and she ensured that her scarlet rogue was perfectly lined. As she gently fixed her pout with the help of her black Chanel compact powder…

“Tch, tch, tch”.

The driver in a black coat couldn’t do anything but scratch his ebony buzzcut from the car failing to start halfway through their journey.

“I’m sorry madam, but I have to check it first”.

Staring at the snow-covered trees and icy zigzag road that didn’t prove friendly for her two-layer Burberry coat and pastel pink cashmere turtle neck ensemble, she opted to stay inside and wait for resolve.

“Madam, I’m sorry but we have a flat tire. I don’t have a spare and the nearest I could get one from is in Chez Femme. I’ll call another car from the airport”.

“How far is Le Grande from here?” she queried, referring to Chez Femme Grande, the hotel of Chez Femme’s main resort.

“Not too far, around two miles”.

Time for some exercise!

“But it’s very cold out, madam”.

“I’ll manage, please open the trunk”.

Without thinking things through, she hopped out of the vehicle and took her oppressive silver Rimowa luggage from the perturbed driver.

“Nothing a high-quality scarf can’t weather”, she proudly informed as she pulled a heavy pastel gray cashmere scarf from her luggage. As she counted some cash from her wallet…

“No, please, I wasn’t able to get you to your destination”.

Realizing that he made sense, she left him with a cheerful smile before taking the first step from her Ralph Lauren boots. Cab fares were ostentatious in the city where Chez Femme was located. The minimum fare from the airport was a hundred and fifty euros.

I guess this is my first bonus.

She had no qualms when it came to traveling by foot. A training of several hot pursuits from her petty thievery ensured that her legs weren’t only aesthetically pleasing, but served purposefully as well.

However, carrying a suitcase that contained 60kg worth of dresses, toiletries, cosmetics, accessories, and shoes, was a whole ‘nother story. Close to walking half a mile in her 4-inch-heeled boots…

“Kurva! (Bitch!) Why did I get out of that stupid car?!”

As she pulled her burden with a face painted in agony and despair, a familiar sound resonated in the area.

“Neigh!”

There it was, a horse-drawn sleigh driven by a man in his mid-twenties. As soon as he hopped out of his red seat, he sprinted towards her in his black thermal jacket and blue jeans ensemble.

As the snowfall piled up on his black beanie, ear muffs, and raven locks, she felt as if the 6ft. 2in. man was just a result of her hallucination induced by dehydration.

She reached for his face with her hand dressed in a brown leather glove before passing out on the icy road.

“Miss!”

In a frantic state, he carried her and her belongings to his sleigh.

“Wa… water—“, she begged as she briefly regained her consciousness on the scarlet seat. After gulping every drop that was in the man’s silver thermal water bottle, she thanked her lucky stars for what seemed to be her second life.

However, before she could hallucinate more, his piercing sapphire eyes caught her attention. With smudged lipstick and disheveled locks, she pulled herself up as her eyes widened.

“Are you okay now, miss?” he queried.

“Ye-yes, thank you”.

“I’ll take you to the hospital, hold tight”, the man added.

“No, it’s fine. Do you happen to be going to Le Grande as well?”

“Not the hotel but also in Chez Femme, I have to return Popo to the stable”.

“Oh, that’s great! That’s my destination too, I mean, not the stable… you know”.

Fifteen minutes later, after several inquiries regarding what the activities Chateau Femme, the ski resort atop the Queen Mountain offered and being encouraged to ride the cable car and to watch out for the New Year’s Eve fireworks, there they were, on the luxury hotel’s gilded gate wrapped in wreaths, bows, and bells.

“Sorry, but I can’t take Popo to Le Grande”.

“Oh, it’s fine”. He hopped out of the sleigh and offered his hand to assist her. As she struggled to find the correct pocket of her coat where her wallet was, he started maneuvering Popo to the stable.

“Thank you so mu—“, and just like that, her savior vanished. Perturbed as to why nobody seemed to accept her payment in Chez Femme and regretting not having the opportunity to thank the man, she shrugged.

The people here are so nice…

Moments later, a tall male attendant in a navy blue uniform took her luggage for her.

Oh my God!

Natalia was used to beautiful architecture, she was from Prague after all. But the way Le Grande was decorated at that time made her feel like she was Gretel who just saw the gingerbread house for the very first time. Holiday-themed trimmings of green, red, and gold were abundantly sprinkled on the walls and ceilings, along with two candy canes by the two main doors with gingerbread men figures that looked like they were opening boxes of Christmas presents.

“Good afternoon, madam”, two doormen greeted.

“Good afternoon”, twelve ladies in their festive uniforms greeted in unison.

As she entered the twelve-story ivory building, she felt like she was attending a movie premiere night with the seemingly neverending red carpet.

They’re not looking, they’re not looking…

Contrary to what she convinced herself, everyone was looking. Not only because of her stunning looks but because most of the guests were from high society and already knew each other. Her apparition was as if she was some sort of new meat in the market.

All she could return was a shy smile as one lady ushered her to the reception area. She has never experienced that kind of hospitality in her life and she was unsure how to deal with it.

Right after reaching the white and gold marble partition behind the gigantic erected Christmas tree in the middle of the lobby, there she was, Cynthia D Meredith, the concierge in a black suit ensemble, mindlessly fixing her brunette locks.

“Oh, hello there! Do you have a reservation?” she queried with a beaming face. Shortly after, the manager with icy blonde pixie hair, Camille, stood beside her—offering the same elated look.

“Ye-yes, let me get it”.

As she crouched to open her luggage, Cynthia leaned into Camille’s ear.

“Another Russian hooker”. Cynthia let out. Camille wanted to burst into laughter but her disposition was distracted by the white Himalayan Birkin bag that Natalia drew out of her luggage.

“Definitely. How could she afford that bag at that age?” Camille whispered back.

“Here you go”, she let out with a nervous smile.

“Oh, you also have a pass for the auction”. After examining her reservation and passport, beads of sweat formed on Cynthia’s neck amidst the winter’s chill. A double booking was made as Sofia Schiaparelli, a pop diva who was set to appear at the auction, needed three adjacent rooms, two for her glam team and one for herself.

“Will you excuse us for a minute?” Cynthia requested before explaining the conundrum to Camille in the backroom. Natalia nodded and briefly wondered about the man who saved her earlier.

Too bad, he’s really cute…

Moments later, Camille emerged with a face painted with anxiety.

“Madam, I’m so sorry but will it be okay with you if we transfer you to another room? You will have the same amenities and the same floor. There’s a little blunder on our end—“.

“—on top of that, we will give you three days' worth of free meals in the bistro and an extra night, free of charge”.

Natalia didn’t mind. She would’ve taken the room without the apologetic additions but she also knew never to say no to blessings.

“Sounds great!”

Moments later, there she was, on the eleventh floor, on the way to her designated room.

“You! Molto stupida! Why did you put this in the washing machine?! I said dry clean!” Sofia Schiaparelli filled the corridor with the sound of her soprano-toned complaint towards one of the hotel’s chambermaids, Leticia.

As the bellman opened the door, she couldn’t stop herself from watching the worker be called different names brought upon by the diva’s entitlement.

Leticia was on the verge of tears as she blankly stared at the beige carpet.

What a bitch!

Without thinking things through, Natalia sauntered towards them and glared at the pop diva.

“You don’t have to talk to her like that”. Sofia threw her blue gown on the floor in frustration before pressing the creases of her silk red nighties. Shortly after, she took two steps and faced Natalia head-on—trailing her existence from head to toe.

All Leticia could do was watch as she squeezed her pastel blue maid’s uniform.

“And who the fuck are you?!”

“I’m the one who booked the room you’re staying in—". Without batting an eyelash, Natalia stared back with crossed arms.

“—and I’m in the mood of taking it back”.

The thought of her main door opening and closing endlessly sent a shiver down the pop diva’s spine. Swallowing her ego—she smiled at Natalia like she was posing for a photo with her fans.

“You know…”, she let out—dangling Natalia’s arms.

“That won’t be necessary. I’m just having a bad day.”

Gently, she turned to Leticia and offered her a sweet embrace.

“Okay dear, you may go now. I’ll just ask my couturier to bring me another one”.

Ha ha! What a clown.

“Well, it was lovely meeting you, miss?”

“Natalia”.

“I’m Sofia, Sofia Schiaparelli”, the diva let out before flipping her golden locks and carefully closing the door of her suite, leaving Natalia and Leticia mystified with the swiftness of her disposition’s switch.

The two ladies shared a victorious giggle as Leticia recited an influx of words of gratitude.

“Thank you again, madam, if you need anything, just ask for Leticia”. Natalia nodded and sauntered to her suite’s doorstep.

“Here’s the key, madam”, the bellman said.

“Thank you”.

After ten seconds of awkwardness brought upon by the man not leaving her doorstep like he was guarding a post, she shortly realized that she needed to tip him.

Oh, God!

“Sorry about that, here you go”, she let out as she handed him a euro bill. The bellman wasn’t sure if he’d feel confused or insulted. The lowest tip that he received from the guests staying on the same floor was a ten and that only happened twice.

“Thank you”, he insincerely said. Once the lock clicked…

“Ahhh!” she exclaimed as she hopped and skipped from the foyer to the grandiose living room of her suite decked in pastel gray and crystal luxury. She sauntered some more and on her 180-degree view from the floor-to-ceiling windows was the blue sea and Le Village De La Mer on the west and the icy Queen Mountain and Chateau Femme on the east.

“This is the life!”


Chapter 4
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Her rumbling stomach prematurely woke her up after a three-hour nap in her California-king-sized bed dressed in olive silk pillows and Egyptian cotton sheets. As she marveled at the twilight view of the Chez Femme…

“Ring, ring!”

“Yes, I’m here. I fell asleep, sorry”, she murmured after picking up her phone frantically from the mirrored nightstand.

“Sirikit got her fake passport. She’ll be arriving there in two days. Explore the resort my darling. Eat well, mingle, know what it feels like to be a millionaire”, Helena encouraged from the other line.

“Thank you, madam!”

“Remember to look for your escape routes just in case… you know”, the old lady reminded before hanging up.

Moments later, there she was, in the lobby, waiting to be assisted to the cable car in her pastel pink Brunello Cucinelli coat and white pants ensemble. That time, she ensured not to wear anything with heels up until the night of the planned seduction—urging her to complete her look with a pair of pink UGG boots.

“This way please”, a bellman said before motioning her to a wing that led to where the cable cars were.

“Have a pleasant evening, Miss Natalia!” Cynthia added.

Wow!

The cable car waiting area looked like it came out of a Christmas picture book. Rows upon rows of Sitka trees were wrapped with solar Christmas light garlands and snowmen were dressed in colorful scarves and hats.

As soon as she stepped foot in one of the blue cable cars…

“Oh! The lady that fainted!”

OMG!

“The horse guy!”

Natalia’s appreciation for the man increased tenfold as he looked dapper under the faint yellow overhead light in just a tan thermal jacket without the beanie and earmuffs.

“I’m so glad to see you here”. In frantic gratitude, she scoured her bag for some cash.

“You disappeared too soon and I wasn’t able to give you the payment. Please tell me if this isn’t enough”, she informed with fifty euros in her hand.

“Oh, haha! No, please, it’s nothing”, he said with a scarlet face.

“Please don’t say no. How will you survive if you don’t charge your customers… and you saved my life!”

Chuckling audibly from the brazen assumption—her face was painted with oblivion.

“That’s not my job. I mean, well, Popo’s my horse but, yeah. Anyway, that was nice, what you did earlier…”.

Huh!?

“What do you mean?”

“The way you handled Sofia, I was there earlier. That’s very brave and kind of you”. A warm rush coursed through her body from the saccharine compliment.

“This one’s ready”, a cable car staff said before closing the door.

“I don’t even know your name”, he followed as the car started moving upward.

“I’m Natalia. How about you?”

“You can call me Abram”.

“Nice to meet you”, she let out. As she marveled at the verdant view covered on ice on the window, he couldn’t deny the mesmerization brought upon by her cat-like visage. She barely had any makeup but her delicate features and skin looked as if she was crafted from the same material used in creating porcelain dolls.

“So, what brings you to Chateau Femme?” he queried.

“I’m hungry and my friend told me that hotel food is shit no matter where you are—”

“—and… I saw that Wapiti Lodge was rated 5 stars on Yelp haha!”

“How about you?” she queried back—causing every follicle in his body to solidify from her feline-like gaze.

“I’m meeting my friend, Henry. He’s the bartender there”.

Oh my God!

The cable car rocked—accidentally forcing her onto his chest. She was supposed to scream from terror but for some reason, his sturdy hold and the sillage of his Creed Aventus perfume compelled her to stay still and lock eyes with him. Both their hearts beat a mile a minute but they felt catatonic to do anything. At that very moment, being close and staying still seemed like the only right thing to do.

Moments later, there they were, at their destination.

“I—I, I’m sorry about that”, she let out before picking herself up.

“No, it’s fine, it happens a lot”.

True to the reviews, the Wapiti Lodge was indeed a paradise on earth. Apart from the majestic views of the forest, sea, and mountains, the lodge was equally decked festively with how Le Grande was.

“Good evening sir and madam”, a waiter greeted them as soon as they entered the oppressive lodge decked in oak and Christmas cheer.

“So, it was nice meeting you”, she said—hoping that he wouldn’t hear her stomach rumble.

“Why don’t you join me for dinner?”

And just like that, her face turned redder than her coat.

“I thought you were meeting a friend”.

“Well, yeah, that’s fine, we could have dinner by the bar”.

“Do you drink?”

Haha? Do I drink?! Tch tch…

“I’m Czech, what do you think?” she informed with a smug look.

“Well, I’m British, but I’ll try to keep up!”

Oh, that explains the accent…

Moments later, there they were, by the bar of the packed lodge with Clyde serving them beer and vodka as they waited for their fish and chips and kebab orders. Henry couldn’t have chosen a better day to catch a cold as his absence provided Abram a better opportunity to focus on Natalia.

“What are you doing in Chez Femme?” he asked.

“I’m here for the auction and New Year’s Eve party”.

“Why’s a beautiful girl like you doing it alone? Where’s your boyfriend?”

She wasn’t used to getting compliments from men as her work entailed her, being in the company of ladies all the time. Not that she was a virgin but freshly transitioning made her feel like her beauty wasn’t ripe yet, at least compared to Sirikit who was shaped like a Coca-Cola bottle.

“My friend will be here soon”.

“Oh, I knew it, you already have a boyfriend”, he jested with hopes of being proven wrong.

“Girl… friend. A friend who’s a girl, not a girlfriend, you know, haha!” Realizing that she sounded ridiculous by overfeeding him with the information that she was indeed single, she took the wheel and swerved to the other side of the mild interrogation.

“Where’s your boyfriend?” she jested.

He playfully picked up his beer mug with a lifted pinky finger and rolled his eyes.

“Well, you know, he’s busy with work, ugh!”

“Ha ha! You’re crazy!”

“And you’re very beautiful…”, he said out of nowhere with a look that emanated sincerity and lust. She wanted to kiss his moist, yearning, and full lips, but she couldn’t have any distractions and she wasn’t sure how he’d take the truth about her gender identity.

Hours later, after good food and chatter, there they were, tipsy and stopping themselves from locking lips in the cable car waiting area.

“I had a lovely night”, she said. He wanted to say something smart but he was out of words. Without thinking things through, his fingertips sunk into her waist—drawing her to him for a wet and warm kiss.

Abram…

“Mmm”, she let out as she squeezed the back of his jacket with feminine vigor.

“They might see us”.

“I don’t care”, he softly said before leading her into one of the cable cars. As the vehicle gently trailed down to the hotel, they continued locking lips and soaking in the warmth of their bodies. As the stars twinkled brightly in the sky and the full moon glowed luminously on the verdant view of Chez Femme, every caress of her hand on his scalp and his on her back delivered jolts of tactile delight.

“I could stay like this forever”, he let out with warm breaths.

“I feel the same”, she whispered before biting his earlobe.

Soon after, there they were, in her suite, mindlessly gobbling each other’s mouths like they haven’t been doing it for twenty minutes. Like a Christmas present, he unwrapped her pink coat—revealing her white cashmere turtleneck and white trousers ensemble.

Fighting the pain brought upon by her growing yearning tucked between her legs, she rewarded him with the same gung-ho by removing his jacket at a hustled pace.

Moments later, there he was, standing in her living room with nothing but his tighty whities and a body that looked like it came out straight of a photo-editing software. As her tongue trailed his mouth to his smooth and protruding pecs, his hands helplessly needed to emancipate her from her all-white wrapping.

“No!”

“I mean, not yet…”, she said—causing him to abandon his plan of taking her shirt off. She sunk her face in between his thighs and sniffed his testosterone like it was her only source of oxygen.

“Mmm, you smell so nice”, she let out—referring to his dried-up precum and a lush carpet of pubic hair. Her knowledge of social graces was extensive but at that very moment, her only resolve was only reachable by being unladylike.

Without thinking things through, she rolled his briefs down, and there it was, the Eiffel Tower attached to his burly crotch. Uncut, nine inches, girthy, and pinkish, everything that she wanted in a man’s manhood.

“Ah!” he softly let out as he felt the first flick from her tongue that soon circled the moist head of his yearning.

Tastes so good…

“Mmm”.

“Mmm… mmm”.

“Natalia!” he let out after she embraced half of his penis with her wet and warm mouth.

“Gwak!”

Feeling like she went over her capability, she paced herself once more. After relaxing her throat, she consumed more than half of him—letting his head poke her tonsil walls and invade her passage with utmost hospitality.

She curled his shaft gently with her fingers and jerked it as she squeezed his balls with her other hand. With rotating strokes, squeezes, and ticklish licks, he felt like he was about to explode.

Oh my God!

Not wanting to end the romantic night with fellatio, he crouched and took her shirt off—revealing her neon pink lace bra. He carried her and pinned her hands on the bed then painted her neck with warm and deep kisses.

“Abram…”.

With utmost vigor, he slid his hands behind her back and unhooked her bra.

“Abram!”

Looking dazed and confused, he leaned back.

“What’s wrong?” he queried softly.

“I’m…”.

Goodbye, Abram…

“I’m a transgender woman!”

Suddenly, his face beamed and presented the exact opposite of her expectation.

“I don’t mind”. He commenced his neck kisses as he unhooked her bra—revealing her almost flat breasts and extra erect nipples.

“Abram…”.

Every lick and soft bite on her nipples felt extremely tactile, dampening her thighs with bubbles of precum. Wanting to get to know her better, he unzipped her pants and unleashed her pink lace panties. At that moment, it was his time to treat the sillage of her yearning like it was his only source of oxygen.

“Mmm, Natalia”.

Oh my God…

“I’ve never done this before but you make me wanna do so many things”. Gently, he rolled her panties down as she trembled from fear of him, being repulsed by her member. As soon as her underwear reached the floor, he carefully spread her legs, unleashing her solid pink uncut six-incher from her milky thighs. If it had the ability to talk, it would thank the lascivious man for its freedom.

Not wanting to see his reaction, she squeezed her eyes and turned her head away.

Fuck!

However, as soon as she felt him devouring her estrogen-laced candy stick, she released her bated breath and relished his acceptance.

“Mmm, it tastes so sweet”, he let out as he sloppily practiced penilingus.

“Are you sure… it’s okay? You don’t have to do that…”.

But please don’t stop…

“I could do this all night”, he said. Seeing his handsome face throat-deep in euphoria was all she needed to explode.

“Mmm”.

“Mmmmm”.

“Yes, keep doing that”.

Softly, she grabbed his hair as he did his best to service her.

“I’m gonna—“.

Swiftly, he unhinged his mouth and carried her to the center of the mattress. He pinned her hands once more and trailed his tongue from her lips to her shecock.

“Is it okay if I make love to you?”

It wasn’t just okay. It was all that she wanted and more. She picked herself up and planted another warm kiss then nodded. Feeling like he just hit the jackpot, he seized the opportunity by leaning into her tight pink hole.

“Ah!” she let out from his first swipe that electrified every fiber of her body.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm”. He couldn’t get a word out. All he could do was lubricate her walls of pleasure and let his dick twitch in a myriad of directions. Seeing him struggle, she took a pillow and placed it on her lower back to provide him with better aim.

Witnessing her tight hole in a better light drove him nuts—as if his eyes had crosshairs. Target locked, he thought, before grazing her hole with the head of his oppressive manhood.

“Oh, Natalia!”

“Are you ready?”

Albeit wanting to feel him inside her, she has never encountered someone that possessed the size that he had. However, she was already knee-deep in his passion and caught up in the rapture of his love. All she could do was nod and succumb.

Generously, he laced his member with saliva as he watched her provide him with a come-hither look. Even in her horny state, she was still picture-perfect, he thought.

“I’m coming in…”. With bated breath, she grabbed the Egyptian cotton sheets for support. With utmost gentleness…

“Ah!” she screamed for what just felt like the reversed taking of the Excalibur. He wasn’t even halfway but his solidity and girth compelled her to rethink her decision.

“I’m sorry…”, he let out as he pulsated inside her—mustering all the control he had not to carelessly go in and out. As he quivered from the tightness and warmth of her orifice clenching and embracing him orgasmically, he dared to get in two inches more.

“Ah!”

He’s so big…

“T-tell me, if you want t-to, stop…”.

Knowing that he wanted more, she drew out all the energy from her delicate body and hugged every inch of his lucky nine.

Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!

After moments of him, enduring the torturous longing and her, enduring the pain, the harbinger of prostate pleasure arrived just on time. Every beat from his penis felt like a ticklish tactile delight on her prostate. As the pain faded and the pleasure kicked in, she circled her hips coquettishly—inviting him to commence the taking.

“Gwah!” he let out right after the second impalement as he shivered with delight from the orgasmic embrace.

“Mmm! Nobody has ever been in me this deep…”.

He pulled out once more and started romantically thrusting her. With locked eyes as they shared the penetrative joy, he started licking her feet and sucking her toes as he mindlessly pounced her with fervor.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

Abram looked like the veins in his temples were about to pop. Natalia enjoyed the view of his girthy arms, broad shoulders, and hairy armpits, supporting her legs and sucking every toe from her feet.

“You’re so sexy”, she let out.

“You’re a goddess”, he said briefly before commencing his pleasurable offer.

“Ahh!”

“Natalia!”

“Yes, Abram!?”

“I’m so close!”

“Me too!” she seconded as her solid candy stick jiggled with delight.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!” he let out in a guttural groan. She clenched her orifice tighter—choking his member in hopes of drawing out every drop of him and making him feel like only she could provide such a sensation.

“Nat—“, but before he could finish reciting her name, he released a stream of babygravy that overflowed inside her.

Abram…

“Natalia….”.

As she relished every drop of him, she accidentally released a puddle of ladygravy on her belly. He leaned closer and exchanged tongues with her once more.

“That was amazing, thank you”.

“No… Abram… thank you”.

Shortly after, as butterflies swarmed in her belly while laying her head on his burly chest, she gazed at his face as he rested. From her experience, she had zilch expectations that he would see her again after what just happened. The men she slept with in the past only experimented with her.

While you’re still here…

However, at that very moment, she felt like basking in every minute that she still had him on her bed.


Chapter 5
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It was the day after Natalia and Abram made love. Prematurely, she was woken up by the beaming sunlight of a Chez Femme winter’s day. From the masculine chest that she dozed off on, feeling the Egyptian cotton sheets and seeing the emptiness when she opened her eyes felt all too familiar—in yet another heartwrenching way.

I knew it…

According to the digital clock on the nightstand, it was 7:30 AM. As much as she wanted to soak in the sadness of feeling discarded once more, she had to explore the resort. Sprinting to the breakfast buffet was at the top of her list but she had to stick to the plan.

Helena specifically instructed her never to go out of the room without looking immaculate as the baron may just be around the corner.

After almost two hours of showering, scrubbing, applying makeup, and fixing her hair ala Veronica Lake, there she was, in her Snow Queen ensemble—a white double-breasted fur coat and crystal buttons, white trousers, white UGGs, complete with Helena’s white Himalayan Birkin bag.

She looked extra pristine that nobody would ever know that she took part in a rowdy rendezvous the night before. Thoughts of Abram slowly faded away as her hunger rose.

“Good Morning!” Abram, in his gray thermal jacket and blue jeans ensemble, greeted her as soon as she opened the door.

Oh my!

Taking pride in being right brought Natalia the utmost joy but at that very moment, she was glad to be wrong… very wrong.

“Sorry about last night. You looked so peaceful and I wasn’t able to tell you that I had to go”.

With a tight hold, he drew her to him for a sweet good morning kiss.

“I brought you some breakfast”.

As they shared a generous serving of a variety of breakfast rolls and pastries in her suite’s fancy dining area, her scarlet face stood out from her ivory-wrapped body.

“You look all-dressed up, what are your plans today?”

Kiss you then look for escape routes then kiss you once more…

“I’m gonna do a day tour”.

“Ah, this is your lucky day. I know every nook and cranny of this place”.

Judging from the conversations they had before, she knew that he had extensive knowledge of the ins and outs of Chez Femme. As she relished her blueberry-laced croissant, she also knew that it was the perfect opportunity.

“Don’t you have work today?”

“Nah. Finish your food, we have lots of places to go to!”

In her giggly disposition, she chewed her pastry as he enjoyed watching her cute reaction.

There wasn’t much to see in Le Village De La Mer in winter. She didn’t mind his suggestion of skipping it as it was widely unhinged from where the auction would be held.

He toured her starting from the Grecian-inspired Le Grande Spa on the twelfth floor—continuing down to the fourth floor where the Le Grande Casino was. Albeit having witnessed its grandiose beauty decked in ancient Egyptian elegance, she didn’t enjoy that particular part of the tour. It only served as a reminder of why her parents turned derelict and gave her away to the orphanage.

The next stop was the Le Grande Galleria which housed three floors of entertainment and gastronomic delights—and what she enjoyed the most. She was one of the lucky few who could chow down more than ten thousand calories a day but still managed to look like a Slavic supermodel.

As they strolled in the lobby, the image of him driving a horse-drawn sleigh crept into her mind.

“Where does Popo live?” she queried gingerly.

“He’s in the Le Grande Derby but that area is closed right now”.

Derby?

“I thought he was a carriage horse”.

“Oh no, we just used him for this Royal Auction photoshoot thing. By the way, you’re going to love the view from the cable car at this hour”.

Moments later, there they were, in one of the blue vehicles once more.

“So on the south’s where the beach is at and when you look on the far east, you’ll find the town. Further up there beyond Chateau Femme is the city and on the west is where I first met you”.

At first, she thought that he would serve as a deviation from her plan, only to find out later that he had all the information she needed.

“Screech”.

Crazy!

“What are you doing?!” she frantically asked as she watched him vandalize the car’s interior with a key.

“I’m writing our initials. See? N and A”.

“Why!?”

“To commemorate our first sober kiss”.

Without thinking things through, he drew her to him, kissing her like they haven’t done much of it the night before. As the afternoon sunshine beamed gloriously on their romantic exchange, her heart raced as it has never before.

Please don’t let it end…

“I think I’m falling for you, Natalia…”.

“Abram…”.

Clinging to his strong shoulders, she closened the already tight gap between them, ensuring that she absorbed every warmth from his body.

Moments later, as soon as they landed on Chateau Femme…

“Do you ski?”

“No…”.

“Well, now you do!”

With gung-ho, he sprinted towards the lodge—grabbing her by the wrist like he was an excited kid that was about to show his brand new toy.

As she squeezed into a neon pink ski suit in one of the dressing rooms in the ski rental area, a familiar voice resonated in her ear.

“No! I told you, I can’t go when there are other people! Tell them I’ll only take an hour to shoot my Instagram story!”

There she was, Sofia Schiaparelli, hammering the lodge’s caretaker Eric Holliday, with her unrealistic demands. Confidently, she emerged from the fitting room and walked towards the exasperated diva.

And with just one look…

“Hmp!” the diva let out before flipping her locks and exiting the room in her crimson coat attire.

“Are you okay?”

Speechless by how she shooed the complainant with just one stare, all he could do was blush and stutter.

“Y-yes. L-let me help you to the snowboards”.

Moments later…

“Wow! Look at you!” Abram exclaimed as soon as he saw her snow bunny look. He sprinted towards her as she trembled from the harrowing possibility of her, sliding all the way down to Le Grande.

“I don’t know about this…”.

“Come, come, it’s easy”, he reassured as he handed her a pair of neon pink snowboards.

Hand-in-hand, he guided her but with her unstoppable quivers…

“Ah!” she yelled after landing flat on her butt.

“Just relax. Slow and easy. Wait, look at me”.

Straddling and crouching slightly, he pulled his body with his ski poles and slid down a short slope.

“See? It’s very easy”.

No…

“That’s so cool!” she let out as she stayed seated on the icy ground.

“Try it!”.

Profusely, she shook her head and let out a giggle.

“It’s fine! I’ll just stay here and look cute!”

“Just try it! I will catch you! I promise!”

That was the very first time a man has made a promise to her. Normally, she wouldn’t trust a man, especially somebody who she just had sex with. But at that very moment, her emotions took over her baser instincts.

“Okay…”.

“Three, two, one!” she let out—with eyes closed and a crumpled face that resembled a messy Monet painting upclose.

Here goes nothing!

“Ah!” she screamed as she mindlessly slid down the slope.

“Thud!”

Abram…

“Ha ha ha! Wasn’t that great!?”

With a scarlet face, she nodded.

“Ugh! You’re so damn cute!” he exclaimed before planting her lips a soft kiss. Unsatiated, she grabbed his nape and drew him to her, kissing him with her unbridled passion like nobody was around.

“I think I’m falling for you too… Abram”.

Hearing her romantic utterance, all he could do was return the favor. As the sun beamed brightly on the icy mountains of Chateau Femme, they exchanged every bubbling emotion from every fiber of their bodies.

Abram…


Chapter 6
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It was the day of Sirikit’s arrival and Natalia couldn’t contain her excitement. With her developing relationship with Abram and the days getting closer to the auction, she felt like everything was going according to plan.

As she lazily stared at the hotel’s custom channel showing a poster of Lord Andrew Billington’s arrival and Sofia Schiaparelli’s upcoming New Year’s Eve performance on Chateau Femme on the television…

“Ring ring!”

“Hello?”

“We have a problem”, Helena said.

Oh…

Suddenly, that sunny afternoon turned grim as she squeezed the collar of her pink satin pajamas.

“Sirikit got deported back to Prague. The immigration found out that her passport’s fake. You have to do this on your own”.

Kurva! (Bitch!)

“How am I gonna do it!?”

“You have no other choice but to do Plan B. I have to go now,  I need to talk to some people in the airport to escort Sirikit and hide her from the immigration”.

I can’t do Plan B…

Albeit having agreed to steal a ten-carat diamond ring, she still had morals. Plan B entailed her, lacing the baron’s drink as soon as she got into his private suite. In need of the reward for the orphanage and worried sick about her friend, she wore her Burberry coat and exited her room.

As she walked the aisles of the casino—letting her anxiety drown in the sound of free spins and desperate gamblers slapping the slot machine buttons…

“Natalia!” Abram greeted, perturbed as to why she was performing a destinationless pilgrimage.

“Oh!”

As soon as she saw him, her knees felt like Jell-O. She had no words but she had plenty of tears.

“What’s wrong?”

Moments later, there they were, in the Pearl Café that resembled the lobby of Paris’ Plaza Athenee, sitting across each other in their brown coats.

After sharing her conundrum and opening up to him, including the dirty details of the planned heist, she was sure that his options were to run for the hills, ski as far as he could, or ride Popo into oblivion.

“I’ll help you”.

Huh!?

“Haha! You’re silly, but how?”

“Well, I can’t help you with the bedroom part, but you can give me the ring while you distract him as planned”.

“But, you might scare him away. I mean, he’ll think you’re my boyfriend”.

“Oh yeah, that’s right…”.

Aha!

“I can dress you up!”

Feeling like his eyes were about to fly from their sockets, he almost spit his black coffee out.

“Ha ha! Dress me up with what!?”

“I saw some really nice boutiques. Finish your coffee and let’s start shopping!”.

Moments later, there they were, back in her room with five black shopping bags on the floor.

“This is crazy, you know how tall I am right?”

“There are women taller than you. It’s gonna be fun, I swear!”

With feminine vigor, she unwrapped him off his masculine garbs and marveled once again at his Adonis-like body.

“Mmm, such a stud!” she let out as she playfully tweaked his nipple. One by one, she took each item that she got out of the bags. Shortly after, there they were, black lace bra and panties, a black silk camisole dress that ended just before the knee, a double-breasted brown fur coat, and knee-high patent leather brown boots, curated flawlessly atop her bed.

“I still can’t believe it, I had a feeling that you were a little crazy but not THIS crazy”, he jested.

“And for the finale, ta-da!”

With a bone-straight long brown wig in tow, she tickled his nape with its synthetic fibers as she carefully covered his short brunette locks.

“Hmm, not bad. Come with me”.

Feeling uninspired but wanting to help, he succumbed to her request. Moments later, there they were, in front of the mirror of the bathroom decked in white marble and gilded fixtures.

“No! I can do it”, he let out as soon as she saw her opening a pack of yellow razors.

“I’ll do the chest then”, she playfully retorted.

Natalia was heavily into body hair and shedding off her fetish proved to be disheartening. With every crunching sound brought upon by the razor gliding through his skin, she pondered if his follicles were prolific.

“There, as smooth as a baby’s butt”, she said after patting his pecs.

“Hmm, I look innocent”, he replied as he preened in the mirror right after successfully removing his facial adolescent curse.

Shortly after, only his pubic hair remained. She wanted him to have a full-on feminine look but she simply couldn’t compromise her little joy in life.

She picked up the bra and hooked it on his back. Playfully, he squeezed his pecs together and gave her coquettish looks.

“Don’t do that, it’s turning me on”.

Crouching on the floor, she stretched the panty’s holes and motioned for him to insert his legs. Her point of view of his balls from the bottom made her candy stick twitch in a myriad of directions but she needed to focus on the prize.

“Wow! Very sexy!” she exclaimed as she proudly looked at him from a distance.

“Very nice”.

“Oh, shush it, I probably look like a butch crossdresser”.

“Ha ha! No, you’ll see”.

After wrapping all of him in her elegant ensemble selection, it was time for makeup. As he patiently sat on the plush pastel gray vanity chair, he couldn’t stop quivering from fear of losing his optical sense.

“I agreed to do this to help the kids but you can’t use the eye thing on me”.

“Please be specific”.

“I don’t know, the one that looks like a pencil and the one with the metal, looks like a clamp, the—“.

“Oh, the eyelash curler?” she clarified as she picked up a Shu Uemura eyelash curler from her leopard-printed makeup kit.

“Yes, that one!”

Hmmm…

“Sure, I’ll just apply false eyelashes”.

“Thanks”.

Abram has never imagined how relaxing makeup application could be. The careful patting of the under-eye concealer using her ring finger, the lulling feeling of the eyeshadow brush strokes, the gentle fibers of the foundation brush, and finally…

“Open your mouth”.

Hmmm…

His visage had pretty intense features—dark and thick eyebrows with just the right arch angle, piercing sapphire eyes, a strong nose, alabaster skin, a squarish jaw, and full lips. Picking between the colors ruby and mauve proved to be a conundrum. But remembering that he only had to pass and not make a statement, she chose the safer option.

Moments later, there he was, staring at his image, in disbelief at how feminine he looked.

“You look just like Amanda from Lilly Lustwood’s book The Office Gurl!”.

“I don’t know what that is but—“.

“—yeah, I kinda look like I’m ready for some overtime”, he jested as he softly caressed his face in a playfully narcissistic manner.

“So, what would be my name?”

“Well… you don’t look like a Sirikit. Let’s just do… Mandy”.

“Mandy… watch out girls! I will steal your man!”

“Haha!”

She didn’t know if it was Abram’s novel girly looks or the gratitude that she felt from his willingness to help execute her plan, but something solidified between her legs.

Fuck it!

Without thinking things through, she drew his face towards hers for a passionate kiss.

“What about the lipstick?” he jested.

“Fuck it!”

Seeing Abram in a vulnerably feminine ensemble made her channel her inner masculinity. She removed her pink satin pajama shorts and fed him with her glory.

“Gwak!” he let out after the last inch of her candy stick knocked on his tonsils.

“Ahhh!” she exclaimed in tremor as he performed his best take on a slutty blowjob.

So good…

Being in female clothing and something about the air in Chez Femme ignited his inner coquette. As he bobbed backward and forward while his wig brushed and tickled her shaft, she yearned for more.

“Yes, keep doing that! Ahh!”

Taking her top off as he continued feasting on her penis, she then tweaked her nipples and rolled her head in euphoria.

“It’s weird to call you Abram. Tonight, you’re Mandy, and you’re my girl”, she let out in a horny tremor.

“Mmm, mmm”.

It’s time…

Moments later, as the carpet was drenched in his saliva from the sloppy eating, she motioned for him to follow her to the bed.

“Remember when you told me that I make you wanna do things?” she queried as she sat on the edge of the bed.

“Natalia… what are you up to?”

With a scarlet face, she swiped her tongue on his thighs then turned him around. Glacially, she rolled his black lace panties down and threw them on the bed.

Too hot and bothered by the sight of his milky ass, she bit his right cheek and started darting her tongue in his walls of orgasmic pleasure.

“What the!?” he mildly retorted.

He likes it…

“Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Mmm, it does feel good”, he reassured as he relished the first time experiencing someone rimming his pink hole with errant brunette hair.

“You taste so good”.

With her ass-eating and profusely pulsating penis, he started stroking his cock as he bent over and looked over the shoulder to marvel at the gung-ho she was exhibiting.

Shortly after, she took a breather by lubricating her penis with an abundance of saliva.

“Let’s try it… sit on me”.

“Natalia!”

What about…

“Please, look at how hard I am. I’m just gonna put the head in, I promise!”

For a brief moment, she chuckled on the inside—in disbelief at using the same line that men have used on her over and over again. She knew very well that she didn’t only want her head in…

Squeezing his face in anticipation of her solidity, she interlaced her fingers with his to calm him down.

“It’s going to be alright… Abe”.

As soon as her head entered his premises, she felt an orgasmic quiver on her spine. Apart from using an old line, she was also in disbelief that she had it in her to top somebody. But at the very moment that her candy stick felt what it was like to enter a tight hole, all of her stern feminine thoughts blew out of the hotel’s window.

“Natalia!” he screamed as he tightened his grip on her hands.

“My God! I’m going crazy!” she said.

Slowly but surely, he embraced three inches more as he panted and gasped for air.

“Shh, it’s gonna be alright”.

Seeing him with nothing but a black bra on and a feminized face complete with a wig while his nine-incher solidly pointed towards the sky was enough to make her cream, but she wanted the full experience. With bated breath, she tried not to finish too quickly by avoiding his cum-inducing presence.

“Ahhh! There we go”, he softly said as soon as he landed nicely on her lap. She started kissing him once more as he enjoyed the comfort her thighs brought—letting her girltoy freely pulsate in him.

“I really love you, Abram”.

“You must know by now how much I love you, Nat”.

She did know, and she was elated to feel how warm and tight it was. Shortly after, as their kisses started intensifying, the harbinger of prostate pleasure started arriving.

The pain started fading away and his agony was rewarded with a delicious tactile sensation.

“What is this feeling?” he queried.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, it’s just”, he said as he started circling his hips on top of her.

“Woah!” he followed after releasing a bubble of precum.

Like a curious cat, he started bouncing on her cock to confirm if she had just converted him to a happy bottom.

“It’s so intense!” he let out as she tried her best to contain her ejaculation.

“You’re so warm and tight! I’ve never fucked anyone before!”

With utmost excitement, he started jumping up and down on her shecock as he played with his member, not minding the labels associated with people who enjoy taking penises in the ass. He thought that pleasure ended the moment he came inside someone’s hole but her dick poking his prostate was on another level.

“I’m gonna cum!” she let out.

“Me too!”

“You like how I ride you, Nat?” he queried with an intense gaze.

“Mmm! Yes! The best ride ever!”

“Abram!” she yelled as she thrusted upwards and held his waist.

“Nat!” he screamed as he choked his cock.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cu—“, but before she could finish her orgasmic declaration, she filled him with her sweet ladycream.

As soon as her warm honey drowned his prostate…

“Me too! Me too! Me—“.

Abram squirted an abundance of jizz—messily painting his raven bra with streaks of ivory.

“Gwah!” he let out convulsively.

“I love you, Natalia…”, he said with warm breaths before resting his head on her shoulder.

“I love you too, you have no idea…”.


Chapter 7

[image: ]

The next night, the Chateau Femme’s lobby which had white sofas and coffee tables the night before turned into a mini bar slash theater. The revelry prematurely started—party guests, and bidders, including the auctioneers, were already tipsy at tenish.

Everyone was dressed to the nines in their custom-made coats, suits, and gowns in muted colors. Helena was right, she had the dress code of the high society on point, and it was the exact reason why she particularly stressed the importance of Natalia, following her order.

As soon as Natalia entered the lodge, everyone felt like they were mere participants in her moment. She was not just there to be seen, she ensured that her presence was an apparition.

Proudly walking side by side with Abram, in his jacket and little black dress number, they parted the sea of guests in her neon pink bedazzled bandage dress that ended just before her knees and pastel pink feather boa ensemble.

Lucky for her, the lodge was amply heated, as the only warmth that she could get from her Giueseppe Zanotti four-inch heels was from its straps that crisscrossed her delicate and long legs.

“You look so sexy in that dress. I can’t promise that I can control myself any longer”, he naughtily said as he trailed her lower back with his sweet caress.

“Don’t touch me like that, they’ll think we’re a lesbian couple”.

“Oh, sorry!”

Every man in the room wanted to hop into their table, but the ones without partners were the only ones who were able to do so.

“You ladies are gorgeous”, Henry, the bartender who abandoned his station to flirt… and who also happened to be Abram’s friend said. Trickles of sweat started streaming down under his nape, offering a shy smile and ensuring that he didn’t lock eyes with his flirtatious bartender friend.

“Thank you, dear, we’ll drink after the auction”, Natalia said.

“Where are you ladies from?” a man asked.

“It’s my first time to see you here”, another man informed.

“Good evening ladies”, another man greeted.

Abram, with a heart beating a mile a minute, took one of the five men’s Dirty Martini glass and gulped it in one go.

“Gentlemen, please, not after the auction. Thank you!”. That time, she made sure that she was heard.

“Ladies and gentlemen, before we start the auction, let’s all give a round of applause to the one, the only, Sofia Schiaparelli!” an MC announced.

Wow, not bad.

Emerging from the center stage in her sparkly red mermaid dress with neon pink upper-length gloves number—tagging her signature diva antics along, the orchestra started playing a familiar tune to every citizen of an English-speaking nation. It started with playful bells, soon after, the piano, then…

“I… don’t want a lot for Christmas—“.

“—there is just one thing I need“.

“I don’t care about the presents—“.

“—underneath the Christmas tree.”.

“I just want you for my own—“.

“—more than you could ever know”.

“Make my wish come true—“.

“—all I want for Christmas—is…”

“You…”.

Marvelous!

“I gotta give it to her, even if she’s a bitch she can really sing”, Natalia said.

“Yep, that’s why they call her the Prima Donna”, Abram seconded.

She didn’t want to kill his disguise but as they listened side-by-side on their bar stools to Sofia’s take on Mariah Carey’s Christmas and New Year hits, all she could do was lean on him as they swayed their shoulders to the festive music.

Please make this plan work…

Moments later, it was finally time for the Royal Hearts Auction. The inebriated guests magically sobered up as soon as they’ve gotten hold of their black bidder cards.

“For the first item, the first edition of the novel Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood written by Lilly Lustwood. This item starts at €10,000”, the middle-aged auctioneer donning a black suit announced.

“Oh I have that book”, she whispered.

“€10,000 for the lady in red. €15,000? Yes, for number 34, fifteen thousand”.

“€20,000. Yes, for number 11, twenty thousand”.

“Anyone else? For €20,000? Going once, going twice, sold! Sold to number 11, the gentleman in the white suit”.

After an hour of selling a myriad of pre-owned treasures including an obscure Pablo Picasso painting, the MC paused for a phone call.

“Ladies and gentlemen, unfortunately, Lord Andrew Billington won’t be able to join us tonight”.

Kurva! (Bitch!)

“Apparently, a blizzard in Gstaad wouldn’t allow him to travel to the hangar. But he assured me that his son is here and he will be presenting the tiara for the main event”.

“Ms. Camille, please communicate with Honorable Abram Billington as his father couldn’t get a hold of him”.

“Okay, let’s continue with the next item, this lovely rotten banana peel that was found under Dwayne Johnson’s bed”.

Abram…

Feeling like her heart dropped in the pit of her stomach, she needed answers.

Is he?

He couldn’t look her in the eyes as her tears streamed down profusely from her cheeks to her decolletage.

“Are you… his son?”

“Natalia…”.

“I’ll explain everything later, I have to change. If I don’t do this we won’t be able to raise money for the charity”.

With guilt and fear eating every cell in her body, all she could do was sit catatonic as she watched him walk away.

Why…

Suddenly, her senses got the best of her. Without thinking things through, she ran back to her hotel suite. On her way back to Le Grande, an influx of male bidders tried to stop her in hopes of getting to know her.

“Stay away from me!”

Her adrenaline kept up with her. She ran in heels without tripping as if she was in sneakers and running away from another petty crime. As her tears created wilful mists in the air, all she could do was pray that Abram wouldn’t come after her about the planned heist.

Moments later, as she waited for the hotel car in Le Grande’s driveway in her pink coat, the fireworks from the summit painted the air with bright colors.

I guess this is the end…

As she watched the fun of the gentry from a distance, she realized that she didn’t belong. However, at the back of her mind, when it came to Abram’s heart, she was hammered with what-ifs.

But at that very moment, she was too consumed by guilt and fear. As soon as her car arrived, she took one last look at the bright sky and relished the very last minute of her Chez Femme fairy tale.


Epilogue
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It was the second week of the new year and Natalia felt like her fish scales didn’t work. She still had the same job, the same boss, and the same salary. However, she was at the very least, relieved that Sirikit wasn’t deported to Thailand.

Strolling the streets of Prague on a snowy afternoon in their matching brown jackets as they quested for a café to celebrate their failed heist with croissants…

“Yes?”

“Come to the orphanage!” Sister Flavia said—almost breaking her phone’s speakers and her eardrums.

“Why?!”

“Just—“.

“What was that about?” Sirikit queried. She shrugged and changed direction—dragging her perturbed friend.

Moments later, there they were, in the garden of the orphanage.

What!?

All the kids were dressed in their most formal wear including the two nuns who were mystifyingly donning their habits when they only wore their nun uniforms in church.

“Teacher!” the kids said in unison as they all scurried to give her roses.

“What’s happening?”

“The Baron of Stamford donated a million euros to our church!” Sister Anya exclaimed.

“And…”, Sister Flavia followed before pulling Abram, in his black suit ensemble, out of the orphanage.

Abram!

“Natalia…”, he let out softly with tearful eyes.

Sirikit, too moved by the surprise, sunk her fingers into Natalia’s arms. As everyone watched their reunion, Natalia could do nothing but quiver and cry.

“Abram…”, she let out with a damp and scarlet face.

He sauntered some more and eventually dropped one knee.

Oh my God!

And just like that… there it was, the ten-carat diamond ring that she failed to steal from his father.

“I had this with me all along… my father gave it to me so when I find the right girl, I could give it to her…”.

“Natalia, I know how much you want this, but you didn’t know how much I wanted to give it to you the night before you left”.

“Abram…”.

“Natalia Pivovarova… will you please—“, but before he could finish his question, she swiped the ring and nodded like a troll.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

“Whoo!”

“Congratulations my dear!”

“Congratulations, Kurva!”

“Congratulations teacher!”

“I love you, Natalia…”.

“I love you, Abram…”.

As she held onto his neck with her blinding finger, he kissed her lovingly just like it was their first time—in the middle of everyone who mattered to her as the gentle snowfalls landed on their romantic reunion.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Diamonds are a Gurl’s Best Friend? If so, you’re going to love the other books in the Chez Femme series written by my amazing friends.

The Secrets of Chateau Femme by Nikki Crescent

Hotel Masquerade by Ursula Lovelace

The Good, The Bad and The Sissies by Ava Hayes

The Perfect Girl by Kenzie McKay

Starstruck by Clover Cox

Girly Getaway by Sophie Pert
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