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Introduction

Prima Donna – A Feminization Fiction and Transgender Romance is Lilly Lustwood’s second offering from her Prima Femina Romances series.

Stefano, the only surviving castrato in the world was suffering from the psychological repercussions of his father’s obsession with the opera. After eleven years of recovering from the harrowing night when his father castrated him to preserve his vocal range, he needed to reintegrate himself into the world to make a living.

Being orphaned and traumatized from his mother’s answer to his father’s madness, he had no other skills but singing. Unfortunately, his uniqueness wasn’t as marketable as his father thought. His only resolve was his best friend and roommate Lorenzo, whom he met in Coro di Stelle, a small choir in Milan, Italy, training singers who had ambitions of working in the opera.

On one fateful night from an outburst brought upon by excessive envy, he gets discovered by an American music producer. At the same time, he was developing a newfound attraction for his best friend who was freshly dealing with life as a woman who just transitioned to Laura.

Will Stefano survive a life that entails more than a switch from being a tenor to being the soprano Prima Donna just like how he was able to survive his father’s obsession?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance and Feminization Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender romance, drama, feminization, and castration. 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 experiences by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. Part 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 October 29, 2022, and 06:24 PM in the Philippines. Violent winds are echoing in our home from the typhoon named Paeng and breaking the verdant spaces in our street.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Prima Donna.


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

Lorenzo started regretting his decision in extending his hands into asking Stefano, his best friend in Coro di Stelle, to stay with him in his apartment.

Knowing Stefano’s divo demands, he knew that possessing a good friendship wasn’t enough to share an apartment.

“Piu alto!” Stefano yelled, urging Lorenzo to pop every cord of his throat to reach a note that he wasn’t comfortable singing.

You can do better than this!

After another vocal crack, Stefano shook his head in dismay. He crinkled his black cardigan that hugged his pleasingly plump physique in frustration before deciding to finish his bag of Patatine San Carlo chips, a rosemary and salty-flavored Italian snack on the wooden floor.

“I really can’t do this, we’re not the same!” Lorenzo let out—shaking his 5ft. 8in. slender frame in frustration. Shortly after, he realized that his comment proved insensitive after recalling as to why Stefano had an easier time reaching sky-high notes.

He pressed his maroon cardigan and fixed his white collar before sauntering towards his best friend in the oak-decked studio of Coro di Stelle.

“Mi dispiace”, Lorenzo let out apologetically as he brushed his back and recalled his best friend’s traumatic experience. Stefano’s father was obsessed with the opera and he imposed his passion on his only child.

When Stefano was five, his father Alessandro, who was a urologist, started forcing him to sing opera songs with no other options but pieces made for soprano singers.

He dreamed of Stefano becoming the world’s most popular castrato, a type of male singer who was able to preserve his vocal range through castration before the testicles descend and the vocal cords thicken from puberty. Stefano, being a child and isolated from the rest of the world, blindly followed his father’s grooming.

On a harrowing night after he turned eight in their old apartment in Rome, he agreed to his father’s suggestion of orchiectomy or the removal of his testes as no doctor in the world would allow the aggressive approach just to preserve a soprano range.

Having ample knowledge of how to perform the surgery, he successfully detached his son’s pair of egos. The boy kept quiet and promised his father to never tell, but when his mother brimmed with anxiety after taking care of his son who couldn’t walk for three days, she examined his body and discovered her husband’s horrid doing.

Without thinking things through, she took her handgun, the same weapon she used as a policewoman, and ended her husband’s nightly reading prematurely.

“How can you ruin your son’s life!?” she asked in exasperation—absent of flinching, shaking, with only profusely falling tears as an outlet for her rage.

“He likes to sing. I don’t want you to destroy his future as my mother has ruined mine!” he irrationally answered. He stood up from his reading chair decked in floral tapestry before sauntering towards her to take the gun.

But right before he could close their ten-inch gap, a loud bang resounded in the room—resulting in a splatter from his heart that painted his beige silk pajamas and her ivory nightgown crimson.

Shortly after, as her husband lay motionless on the wooden floor, she gasped for air from the unfound reaction. Not knowing how to cope with the repercussions, she performed a prayer. After an influx of repentant chants, she grazed her temples with the weapon’s mouth and took her life.

A day later, the curious neighbors reported the resonant argument. The Schiaparelli murder made headlines all over the world for more than a year as Stefano adjusted in an orphanage in Milan called Casa de Bambini Benedetti. None of his relatives wanted to take care of him as they feared that his unlucky fate was contagious.

He grew up with orphans who had no idea about what he has gone through. Albeit bullied for his high-pitched voice and girlish looks by other children, he was an ardent and acclaimed performer in the institution.


Chapter 2

“It’s okay”, Stefano replied in acceptance of his best friend’s sincere apology.

“But I will recover faster with some Risotto ala Milanese”, he quipped. Lorenzo playfully glared at him before bogarting his chips.

Moments later, after walking the icy and gray cobblestones, braving the cool mists, and passing through the quintessentially Italian buildings of the city, there they were, in their favorite restaurant that doubled up as a bistro, Luce e Pomodori in Corso Garibaldi.

“Let’s eat outside”, Lorenzo suggested. Stefano, with a mystified face, raised his eyebrow and paced himself to dismiss the preposterous idea.

Pazzo!

“There is no outside. It’s fucking snowing”, he reasoned with a foggy mouth as he brushed his mint green thermal jacket. Lorenzo, who wanted to smoke cigarettes, stomped his way ahead of him—creating crunching noises from his maple snow boots and splashing melted snow on his raven trench coat.

As they patiently waited in their cardigans in the quaint bistro decked in classic Milanese décor…

What…

A warm rush embraced every fiber of Stefano’s 5ft. 9in. chubby frame right after Lorenzo leaned closer to fix a wet estranged bang from his short blonde locks with his hand enveloped in an auburn leather glove.

“You’re not Superman”, Lorenzo quipped referring to the accidental kiss curl brought upon by Milan’s snow.

“I don’t know why restaurants don’t allow smoking indoors anymore. We’re not in America”, he followed in frustration. Lorenzo took a black compact mirror from his olive Furla crossbody bag and started fixing his brunette locks.

“You’re so vain”, Stefano said—shaking his head. Lorenzo’s metrosexuality has always been a mystery to him. To Stefano, his best friend’s affinity for laser hair removal, tanning, waxing, and frequent visits to the salon was all beyond the limits of what he constituted to be logical and practical.

“I know”, Lorenzo nonchalantly said. Moments later, a brunette lanky waiter dressed in a moss linen shirt served them icy glasses of lemon water.

Molto stupido!

“You must be kidding right? Ice water in winter?” Stefano complained with a raised eyebrow and a disposition absent of any room for patience.

“And you, are such a divo”, Lorenzo followed. Moments later, as the other customers enjoyed their pasta in different savory sauces, there was nothing that could eclipse the beam that emanated from Stefano’s face brought upon by the sticky rice.

“Mangiare!” he exclaimed. Lorenzo couldn’t stop gazing at his best friend’s exhibition of simple yet profound happiness. As his bowl of risotto swiftly cooled down, he pondered how he could break the news of his decision to transition into a woman to his best friend.

“I’ll eat yours if you don’t touch it sooner”, Stefano quipped with an oblivious look from his sapphire eyes.

Huh!?

“My friend…”, Lorenzo uttered as he disturbed Stefano’s feasting with an abrupt hand holding—almost choking from a loop of untamed nerves.

“I’ve never felt like a man”, he continued.

I knew it, you’re gay!

“I’ve already… talked to my parents about this… and they’ve accepted my decision… to become my real self… I feel… I’m a woman”, he informed—almost winding but with utmost sincerity.

What!?

“I understand if you don’t feel comfortable. You can stay in the apartment and I can go back ho—“, but right before Lorenzo was able to finish his statement, Stefano stood up and embraced him from behind.

“You will always be my best friend. You have my support”, he added as a rush of tears fell on their delicate cheeks in unison.

We will always be best friends…


Chapter 3

The Coro di Stelle was made up of the 44-year-old brutely built trainer and owner Dante and his four promising students Stefano, Lorenzo, Gabriele, and Diego. All of them were around the same age, equally hopeful, and unequally assigned into different vocal types of a typical male chorus, but with a twist.

Stefano, instead of being the countertenor was the soprano, the one who could soar as high as the sky. Lorenzo was the tenor, who could flawlessly sing the range perfectly, but not a close second to Stefano who possessed a superhuman vocal range. Gabriele, the baritone and the vocal type that could easily propel a male pop star to the top of the charts, and Diego, who could reach the depths of hell with his haunting bass pitch.

“Well, I think there couldn’t be a better timing to announce this”, Dante said in a sullen tone as he looked pensively at his hopeful students’ faces. He pursed his lips and spun his wheeled black leather stool before facing them again as they stood obliviously in their cardigan and linen shirt ensembles in a row.

“Lorenzo, I mean, Laura, well, she’s a transgender woman now and she shared that she will be leaving for a while to look for a job. She needs to finance her transition and as much as I’d like to, I can’t afford to increase your allowances”, he followed.

Stefano held Laura’s hand in support as the other two students gasped at the fresh information.

“But don’t worry! I’ve already informed Primo Coro that I’d transfer the three of you. They have good connections with La Scala. I’m going to return Sardinia to focus on our family’s farm since my father needs my help…”, he added.

“But, sir, how about the music… we know it’s what you love”, Gabriele muttered with welling eyes.

“I’ll find my way back. I just have to take care of my finances”, Dante answered.

“Now come here. I’m going to miss all of you!” he followed with a tearful visage as he gestured for a group hug. He then played an instrumental recording of Ave Maria from his mobile phone.

“Make Pavarotti proud!” he exclaimed. The four nodded and proceeded with a chorus that could rival the voices of angels welcoming souls in the pearly gates of heaven.


Chapter 4

Two months later, Diego and Gabriele have adjusted well in their new vocal home, Primo Coro. But Stefano was having a hard time grasping his new assignment as a tenor. He was used to being a soprano. Moreover, he did not enjoy being a tenor and he deigned being partnered up with Flavia Santorini, Primo Coro’s soprano. She did not only embody the term Prima Donna for being the choir’s undeserving coloratura soprano, but she was a prima donna in every sense of the word.

“Figlio di puttana!” she yelled—bellowing in Primo Coro’s oppressive studio decked in white marble modernity right after Stefano slipped in a sharp tone as they rehearsed for their debut in La Scala for their show that was a tribute to the works of Andrew Lloyd Webber.

Cagna!

“I’m sorry”, Stefano humbly replied and promised not to drown her out again in their Phantom of the Opera chorus. But as they started singing again, his heart kept beating a mile a minute from being addressed as a son of a bitch by the person he hated the most. As she raised her head to push a more resonant sound…

“Anywhere you will go let me go too…”, she belted whole-heartedly when suddenly, Stefano smoothly transitioned the same note and increased it two notes higher—clearly letting everyone know that he did not appreciate her calling him out of his name in public.

“Cagna!” Flavia yelled in exasperation.

“No, you are the bitch!” Stefano retorted making everyone in the room gasp from the first attempt of anyone going against the queen.

“If not for your papa’s money, you would be in the back row with your weak voice! You want to work with me? I will show you what it’s like”, he followed before proudly storming out in his pastel-blue turtleneck and white khaki pants ensemble.

“Bravo!” their slender teacher Giana in a green silk dress exclaimed in support of Stefano’s act of bravery. The choir of ten applauded as Flavia stomped her patent pink leather boots against the marbled floor—crinkling her black linen dress.

Who does she think she is? Untalented brat!

In the choir’s bathroom decked in black finery, he frantically dialed Laura’s phone with a scarlet face as he squeezed his blue thermal jacket with his other hand.

“Mamma Mia!” he uttered right after she picked up. He then went on a tangent about how exhilarated he felt after storming out and giving Flavia what she deserved. Laura giggled from his divo-to-diva blunder before excusing herself to proceed with her work as a waitress in Ristorante Savini, an upscale restaurant in between Teatro all Scala and the Milan Cathedral.

“Text me if she does it to you again. I will go there and pull her ugly dry hair”, she said—referring to Flavia’s dry-bleached locks.

“Ciao, amore”, she followed before ending the call. Suddenly, Stefano’s anger magically vanished after hearing the encouraging words of his best friend. Although he knew that Laura was just using the word amore as a term of endearment as most Italians do, somehow, when it came from the new her, it had more weight.

He gazed at his image in the bathroom mirror and mouthed amore, practicing calling Laura amore back.

“Stefano?” Giana asked from a distance after a curious knock.

“I am not going out until that bitch apologizes!” he screamed with a tenorish tone before giggling inaudibly. Giana, knowing that she had the authority but also knowing that the debut was just a week away and that nobody in the choir could replace Stefano and she couldn’t replace Flavia as her father had great connections with the people behind Primo Coro, pulled her short brunette locks in frustration.

The 51-year-old teacher couldn’t believe that she had to succumb to the temper tantrums of two 19-year-old teens. After ten minutes of reasoning with Flavia and her choirmates egging her and reminding her of how hugely the debut would boost her popularity, she sauntered towards the bathroom.

“Stefano”, Flavia said in a robotic tone.

Ha ha! I knew it!

Stefano ignored the young lady as her choirmates and the teacher urged her to try again.

“Mi dispiace”, she said with a stomach that hurled from the disbelief of apologizing. He gently walked towards the bathroom door and emerged with a smile. “Okay”, he said nonchalantly—making her eyes roll before they went back to their rehearsal.


Chapter 5

A week later, just three days before the birth of baby Jesus, Milan was experiencing a white Christmas. Stefano tried his hand with the maroon necktie in front of the ebony-framed full-length mirror in their tiny yet tidy Milan shared bedroom decked in olive green wallpaper and kitschy figurines. Flailing after several times, he blew his blonde bangs away from his scarlet face.

Mamma mia!

Laura emerged in a black silk tube dress and upper-length gloves that hugged her slender frame like a glove. She shook her head in an amiable disappointment—making her brunette pixie locks dance.

“What are you going to do without me?” she followed as she operated his necktie atop his white linen shirt.

Molto bella…

Stefano gazed up as she towered three inches over him in her raven strappy stilettos that peeked from the slit of her mermaid dress—appreciating how the hormones were able to soften the sharp edges of her once uberly sharp face.

He has never seen her from that point of view before and at that very moment, he felt as if every nerve from his body was signaling for him to touch her plump red lips with his.

“Miglirio amici! Paffuto e bello!” she amiably said—referring to his handsome and chubby face as she squeezed it with gung-ho. Laura, when she used to live as Lorenzo, was already very touchy but Stefano only appreciated every tactility from her after she transitioned. He turned to the mirror and smiled.

“Ah! You are right! Molto bello!” he concurred as she looked at the same reflection proudly behind him. He sauntered towards the edge of the bed where his black double-breasted tuxedo was lying when she grabbed his wrist with fervor.

“Ah-ah! I made you lasagna. Let’s not make a mess on your tuxedo”, she followed. She had always been nurturing but she became extra-caring—almost maternal, after a month of hormone replacement therapy. She had been spoiling him with delicious homemade food even if she had a busy schedule in Savini.

“Grazie, pazza!” he said with a beaming face. As they were seated across each other in their tiny dining room that was adjacent to their small kitchen, she covered his white linen shirt with a table napkin.

“I just want to make sure that there are no stains. I’m going to take thousands of photos of you!” she said excitedly—proud of her best friend’s achievement.

Laura… you’re so kind and sweet…

Moments later, there they were, around sevenish at night in front of Teatro alla Scala, one of the world’s most famous opera houses. Stefano stepped out of the taxi—followed by accompanying his gorgeous date. As the yellow ember from the outdoor lights lit the oppressive building, luxury cars in line queued behind their ride that just took off to drop off the esteemed audience of the much-awaited Primo Coro debut.

“Ah, the tenor!” a middle-aged lady dressed in a royal-blue gown and draped in diamonds exclaimed—greeting him from being recognized on the show’s brochure before asking for a selfie.

“Ciao!” Stefano greeted back with an awkward smile as he wasn’t used to strangers talking to him. After the photo-op, he gently strode on the steps in his lightly-wet black slacks and brown Italian leather shoes—arm-in-arm and guiding his date.

“Stop fixing it, you look magnificent!” she said—referring to his constant fiddling with his bangs. Moments later, a modelesque male usher told Stefano to proceed backstage and that he’d take Laura to her designated seat in the theater.

I can’t take it anymore!

Stefano, being possessive and jealous, was also on the brink of going ballistic if he didn’t let his feelings out. Without thinking things through, he grabbed her delicate wrist, unhinging her from the usher, and kissed her passionately in front of the elite crowd.

I love you, Laura…

Laura, who felt like her feelings were unrequited, grabbed his nape and started circling his tongue with hers as she fought hard for her black mascara not to run on her flawlessly-applied makeup.

“Quanto ti amo”, he said with warm breaths as his heart beat a mile a minute while the usher awkwardly waited. As the best friends unleashed and exchanged their pent-up feelings for each other, the crowd stood catatonic, in awe of the exhibition of young love.

“T-ti amo, Stefano”, she said—stuttering, as she was still in disbelief that he felt the same for her. He wanted to relish the softness and plumpness of her lips more but she gently pulled away and told him that he was going to be late.

So soft, so warm, so beautiful…

“Good luck out there, okay!” she added before planting a swift kiss on his lips that was mussed up with her Dior Addict velvety red bullet. She apologized for the romantic delay and asked the usher to escort her once more.

Almost two hours later, after crashing applauses in the theater decked in red and gold finery and song numbers from Andrew Lloyd Webber’s plethora of broadway hits, there it was, the final number with him and Flavia, the theme of Phantom of the Opera.

“Sing, my angel of music!” Stefano sang with thunderous exclamations—intense visage hidden under a white mask.

“He’s there, the phantom of the opera”, Flavia replied in a gentle song in her velvet blue bodice dress and thick auburn wig.

“Sing for me!” he demanded.

“Ahhh, ahhh, ahh—", she obliged in a sirenic G#5 and Bb5 combo as she raised her head from his hand gesture that seemed like he was drawing her voice out.

“Sing!” he followed, demanding a higher note out of her.

“Ahh, ahh—“, she sang higher as the veins on her neck looked like they were about to explode. As she forced her best C6 notes out, the crowd shivered in awe from the eerie yet ethereal melody of the song. Laura, albeit not a fan of Flavia from how she treated Stefano, cheered internally for her. Moments later, it was the last dreaded note of everyone who played Christine Daae in the Phantom of the Opera, the E6.

Because Flavia couldn’t reach the last note, their teacher suggested that Stefano sang it for her with a turned back and all she had to do was perform a convincing lip-sync.

“Sing for me!” Stefano’s recorded exclamation started resounding in the theater…

“Ahhh!” joined by his long and live E6 note that was high enough to break champagne glasses as Flavia opened her breathless mouth—flawlessly disillusioning the audience.

Shortly after, the crowd stood and threw roses at her with immutable and deafening claps. Stefano stood behind her as she received all the glory—smiling awkwardly.

No! This is wrong!

After the guilt and envy that seeped inside of him reach their boiling points, he sprinted beside her and started singing Christine’s last notes—with more passion, evident with the rounder, more resonant, and abundance of vibrato.

She tried to sing along in embarrassment but her weak voice couldn’t be heard from his fervor. Giana frantically turned the microphones off backstage but Stefano kept singing and his powerful voice persisted—letting everyone know that he was the rightful Prima Donna.

The crowd stood again and cheered harder. Laura hopped from her stance—crinkling the audience member’s black suit beside her from pride.

Flavia, running out of patience—stomped her ballet flats aggressively and sprinted towards the backstage area.

“Cagna!” she screamed as she glared at her teacher with her choirmates in their Victorian outfits—standing catatonic and had no idea how to console her.

“I tried”, Giana explained—chasing Flavia in her all-black blazer and pants ensemble.

As Flavia cried hysterically backstage, Stefano aggressively sniffed all the roses and relished the appreciation of the crowd as he mouthed grazie in a myriad of directions.


Chapter 6

At the afterparty in Ristorante Savini, Flavia was nowhere to be found. She called her driver to take her home in an effort to save the minuscule dignity she had left. As the Primo Coro members enjoyed their authentic Milanese dishes that were elaborately served in the upscale restaurant decked in Italian finery, Giana tapped her wine glass with a silver spoon.

“Well, I don’t know how to say this. Stefano…”, she announced.

Oh no…

He curled his toes inside his shoes as Laura brushed his back from the fear of his rebellion.

“You are amazing and I am sorry for repressing your talent. I shouldn’t have thought about the lipsync in the first place” she followed, assuring him that his reaction was normal.

“And I want to congratulate everyone. However, Primo Coro wasn’t happy with the mishap and I decided to leave. Mr. Contaldo will be your new teacher”, she ended with a sullen tone before asking everyone to light up and raising her glass for a toast in celebration of the successful debut.

After the toast, the members gathered and scurried toward Giana to give her a farewell hug.

As soon as Stefano and Laura reached the cab, he started painting her mouth with warm kisses.

I must have you tonight…

Laura, concerned about the driver witnessing them, whispered for him to slow down. But her words proved unintelligible as he proceeded to lubricate her neck with his warm kisses and remnants of alcohol.

Surprisingly, she was able to evoke and maintain his urge. Very rarely was he able to get his sails up for an extended period from his father’s removal of his ego marbles.

He lifted her leg—providing the driver a brief view of her strappy stilettos that peeked from her high slight as he fought his yearning from the confines of his pants and tighty whities.

You make me feel like a man!

With his tongue that trailed her neck back to her mouth, he cupped her tiny growth spurt from hormones—causing her to give in from the sensate feeling of his hand’s aggressive presses.

“Ti amo, Laura”, he whispered—causing her to moan as she pulled his blonde locks from their awkward position. Moments later, there they were, in their apartment’s bedroom.

He took his tuxedo off as she unzipped the back of her dress. Not wanting to miss the moment, he scurried to her and helped her undress. A few seconds later, there she was, donned with nothing but black lace panties and straps from her stilettos that crisscrossed just below her knees.

Mamma mia!

As he gazed at her slender and alabaster body in front of the mirror, he couldn’t get his eyes off her perky pink pointers.

“Amore…”, she moaned as he tweaked her pink protrusions, kissed her nape, and rubbed his miraculously erected soprano stick on her plump behind.

Suddenly, he was briefly distracted when her womanwand twitched from feeling his manhood pulsate against her buns. At that very moment, his member hardened even more at the novel sight of a lady with a joystick.

Not having the courage to withstand the yearning anymore, he dropped his pants. Embarrassed by her ladystick, she faced him and loosened his necktie as he unbuttoned his shirt.

“I don’t have balls, I hope you don’t mind”, he said—scared that what he had between his legs might repulse her.

“I have a penis, I hope you don’t mind”, she quipped, right before liberating his stocky body from his constrictive clothing. Moments later, there they were, standing across each other in their underwear.

Oh wow!

She started rubbing his tower—appreciating his girth, making her the first person to ever touch his sacred soprano stick. As his blood boiled from the tactile warmth of her hands and his white soft cotton briefs, he reciprocated her gentle rub by cupping what was in between her legs.

“No!” she retorted as she pulled away. However, he grabbed her lower back and pulled her even closer.

“Si…”, he groaned as he relished her damp solidity in his hands. He then inserted his hand—unleashing half of her womanwand from her black lace panties and stroked her—causing her pink ladyhead to make cameos from her foreskin. He trailed her skin with his tongue from her cleanly shaven ladyballs, to her belly, then to her mouth, then ended by licking her bubbles of delight.

So sweet…

Laura, too overwhelmed by his acceptance of her scepter, knelt and aggressively released his soprano stick. Shortly after, there it was, his crotch with a generous carpet of blonde hairs and a girthy member missing two balls but proudly erect with eight inches of pinkish delight.

She started servicing him from below as he gently pulled her pixie brunette locks. As he shivered and stared at her delicate back, her tongue trailed his shaft and head. She pulled his foreskin and released his mushroom head then started circling it with her warm tongue.

“Mamma mia!” he let out from the mastery of her tongue. She squeezed his chubby chest and tweaked his pink pointers as she challenged herself by inserting half of his stick in her delicate mouth.

“Mmm”, she groaned from his salty and sweet taste—causing him to grab her hair harder.

“Cosi buono…”, he let out from the novel and the mindblowing feeling of getting his member serviced for the very first time. She opened her mouth wider as if she was about to let out a high note as his girth invaded her soft palate. Without thinking things through, she let all of him in—ignoring the temporal damage that it might cause her voice as she has retired from singing.

As he pulsated in her throat, she bobbed backward and forward, letting him know how much she wanted him.

Laura…

She continued—hoping to make a release, but the course of nature seemed to be against the two of them as his soprano stick started losing its strength.

He pulled out and maneuvered her to their king-sized bed dressed in white sheets and put her hands up in the air. As she stared at his girthy arms that were repressing her from moving, he surprised her with a tongue flick on her smooth armpits.

Mmm…

As she tried her best not to move from the ticklish and wet sensation, he devoured it like they hadn’t had a stock of food for over two months in the fridge. He then moved to her pointers that have become more sensate from hormonal medication and tickled them with abrasive grazes from his pearly whites.

“Amore…”, she moaned hard. Hearing her say the sweet nothing felt like a cue for him that she was ready for something more explosive. He suckled her pink pointers harder as he pulled her panties and threw them out of the way.

“Let me show you how much I love you”, he murmured as he continued eating her hormonal growth spurt. A few seconds later, there he was, resting his elbows on the bed as he sniffed and playfully licked her seven inches of delight.

So wet… so hard…

He licked her ladyballs and trailed to her head and repeated the same motion aggressively as her member twitched in a myriad of directions. As he explored his sexuality on that delightful Milanese night, she squeezed her pointers and looked intently at his handsome and hungry visage.

“I love—“, she let out an audible whisper but before she could finish her recitation of devotion, he opened his mouth and consumed half of her.

Mmm, it’s so sweet!

As he sloppily slurped his saliva and her prettyprecum, she scissored his back with her slender legs—tickling him deliciously with the straps of her shoes.

“Gwak!” he let out from servicing her sweet sevenincher with his eyes closed from the euphoric feeling.

“Deliziosa!” he briefly announced. He gasped for air and continued servicing her—letting her poke his golden passages without reluctance.

My beautiful lady, my best friend…

“Ahh!” she let out as she pulled his hair tighter. He intensified his service as she ignored the accidental bites. His passion was too strong—enough to mask the pain from not knowing how to curl his lips inward in performing penilingus.

“Ahh!” she let out once more—flexing her legs as she squeezed his back harder—almost breaking the straps of her sexy shoes.

“Amore!” she yelled orgasmically.

Mmm!

As she released her feminine fluid in his throat, his eyes widened from the bittersweet taste. He thought that he wouldn’t be a fan of it but its thick, savory, and warm texture made him slurp harder—ensuring that not a drop was wasted from her joy juice. He relished it as if it was an expensive export of cedar honey from Lebanon—the one that he took on special occasions before performing.

After his last swallow, he climbed onto the bed and started kissing her, further messing up her red lipstick. Her heart started calming down from his orgasmic gift as she relished every tactile sensation from his soft lips.

Moments later…

“Ti proteggerò dalle paure delle ipocondrie…", he sang Franco Battiato’s La Cura on a lower key—lulling her sweetly to sleep as they cuddled with their naked bodies that kept warm by their loving embrace.


Chapter 7

A day after, as Stefano made breakfast to surprise Laura, he received a text message from Giana.

“Please come to Savini this morning, some American fan needs to speak to you. It sounds important. Meet me there at nine”, the message said. He checked his phone again for the time and realized that she only gave him an hour which wasn’t enough to finish the breakfast in bed.

Instead of cooking frittatas, he heated slices of Foccacia bread and started spreading Nutella on them.

“Buongiorno amore”, he whispered into her ear, waking her up with his warm breath. She gave him a sweet peck and thanked him for the kind gesture.

As she sipped her black coffee, he started explaining his rush as he dressed up for the meeting. Moments later, there he was, in Savini with Giana, both wearing turtlenecks but in different colors.

Shortly after, a towering and bearish black man in his late 40s arrived, donned in an expensive silk gray vest and slacks combo complete with a fedora hat of the same color.

“Ciao!” he greeted as Stefano and Giana excitedly stood from their seats to kiss him cheek-to-cheek. After an hour of conversations about his amazement regarding Stefano’s golden voice and learning that Mr. Mayer, the black American man was the top manager of pop superstars in the US, he removed his hat—revealing his curly buzz cut and stared intently into Stefano’s eyes.

“I can make you a star. But I have to know if you’re willing to do everything”, he said. Stefano, not too adept in English, had to seek Giana’s help to translate.

Oh, I see…

“What do you mean by everything Mr. Mayer?” Giana queried with a faint smile.

“I don’t think the world’s ready for a man with a voice like that. I can market him better if we launch him as a woman. Besides, he’s got that feminine look. It won’t be hard for him to pass”, he explained further without batting an eyelash.

Giana couldn’t hide the shock from her face from hearing the gender-bending suggestion. She took a sip from her glass of cold Pinot Grigio as her eyes widened from the anticipation. She then proceeded to try her best to explain what the manager needed without offending Stefano.

Suddenly, thoughts about being bullied for looking feminine in the orphanage growing up started creeping into his head again, along with the harrowing night when his father removed his only source of testosterone.

For a moment, he stared at his hand as he rubbed his right palm with his fingers then started thinking of how a better life could erase all of his trauma.

This voice is the only thing that I got out of that.

I might as well use it…

He glacially turned his head and faced Mr. Mayer then gave him a nod.

“Ah! That’s what makes a star!” he exclaimed, elated as he shook Stefano’s hand to close the deal.

“I’ll have the papers ready and fly you out to L.A. within a week. I hope your passport’s ready”, he added with a wink before exiting the restaurant and leaving a thousand euros to pay for the restaurant bill—leaving more than half of the change for Stefano and Giana.


Chapter 8

Later that night, Stefano revealed the good news to his best friend who seemed to also be his new girlfriend, Laura. Too happy about what she heard, she promised to spend her Saturday with him, which was the day after, to spend some of her savings to buy him at least two weeks’ worth of feminine wardrobe.

“You don’t have to do that, amore, I still have some money saved from my allowance”, he said as they cuddled in bed. She knew how much he was making and it was barely enough for one to survive. After all, she was once an aspirant singer.

“My love, you will need that money when you’re in America. Besides, I want your manager to respect you. You must dress to impress when you sign the contract!” she cheerily explained with unstoppable gushing in her pink satin nighties ensemble.

My love…

He leaned closer to kiss her on the forehead, grazing her soft skin with the abrasive fabric of his beige cardigan. Moments later, he spooned her lovingly before they drifted off to sleep.

The very next day, the weather seemed to cooperate with their shopping trip. It was a sunny afternoon and the famous Mercato di Viale Papiniano was packed with fashion and budget-savvy Italians in their Winter jackets.

As Laura gleefully perused the abundant selection of reasonably-priced clothes in her black coat and blue jeans ensemble on the sidewalks, Stefano walked cluelessly in his mint green thermal jacket on the icy cobblestones as she wilfully bargained with the sellers.

“This will look so cute on you!” she informed while showing him a plus-size pink chiffon v-neck dress.

Sure looks cute but with my body…

“Ahh! I heard it’s always sunny in California”, she added right before grabbing a pair of beige wedge shoes that hung on one of the kiosks.

“Try them my love”, she requested. A warm rush coursed through his body from her unfound suggestion.

“There are so many people around”, he awkwardly answered with a scarlet face.

“This is not the department store. We cannot return these items if they don’t fit”, she reasoned—shutting all of his reluctant thoughts down.

Well… she’s right…

Moments later, they wormed their way and scurried behind the makeshift fitting room behind tall gray curtains. As she helped him undress and assisted him with the unfamiliar type of clothing, he couldn’t help but think about how preposterous his decision was to agree with the American manager’s suggestion.

Suddenly, as she held his clothes for him and he endured the cold feeling from wearing a chiffon dress on a Winter’s day, she couldn’t wipe the starstruck look off her face.

What?...

“My god… your body in that”, she said. He didn’t take her words seriously and planted her lips with a sugary peck.

“So, these shoes are high. Five inches to be exact. Be careful okay?” she warned before sliding his wide and smooth feet in. As he stood 6ft. 3in. with the help of the wedge, she locked the ankle straps in a kneeling position. She then picked herself up and looked above—in awe of his new height.

He flexed his arms playfully, almost breaking the floral pastel pink dress, and pretended to be a giant.

“Pazzo!” she said giggly before circling her fingers on his wrist to lead him to a full-length mirror just outside of the curtains. He shook his head as he didn’t want other people to see him in women’s clothes.

“Come on! You look great. Prometto!” she reassured.

No no no no no no no!

“I won’t sleep with you tonight if you don’t come outside”, she warned with a naughty wink. At that very moment, his instincts compelled him to open the curtains himself.

Moments later, there he was, standing in front of a mirror as he gazed at his pleasantly plump hourglass body. Never for a waking moment of his life did he ever imagine that he’d look good in a dress.

So feminine…

As he stood in awe of his tightly-cinched waist, faint cleavage brought upon the v-neck cut, and his long smooth milky legs from the floral pink chiffon dress that ended just above his knees, he oddly started growing a boner in his tighty whities.

“Mi scusi, signora”, a young man said with a flannel jacket in tow. He asked if he was done fitting the clothes as he wanted to try his, to which he nodded.

“Grazie! Molto bella!” the young man followed with a wink. Not only was he called miss, but he was also complimented on his beauty. His face started turning crimson as Laura winked at him proudly from the mild flirtation that the young stranger initiated.

He twirled femininely in an effort to make her laugh but at his core, he genuinely enjoyed the reassuring moment.


Chapter 9

Later that night, as he rested on the bed from the exhausting day of gallivanting and trying on dresses, she emerged from the living room with an oppressive black paper bag in tow.

“Sorpresa!” she said beaming with nothing but a black lace bra and black lace panties on.

“I hope that’s food”, he said as he rubbed his belly from his ecru long sleeve shirt. She shook her head and pulled out different sets of lingerie in various colors.

“Now that I’m your girlfriend, your body is officially mine. I’m the only one allowed to see it in these sexy little things”, she demanded.

My girlfriend <3

He wanted to refuse but he didn’t want to kill the romantic moment.

“You’re lucky that I’m the best boyfriend in the world”, he said as he lazily stood up and removed his top. Moments later, there he was, with nothing on but his tighty whities.

As the lingerie selection was neatly spread in bed, she asked him which set he wanted to try on first.

The red one looks cute.

He pointed at the scarlet lace lingerie ensemble that was made up of a red lace bra and panties with floral embroidery and small ribbons.

“Up, up!” she ordered before sliding his arms into the bra’s straps.

“We have to wax that tomorrow”, she added—referring to his blonde armpit hair.

“Looks like I got your size right. 38C”, she said as she pulled the sides of his chest together—creating an ample cleavage.

“Mamma mia!” he let out from looking down and seeing how astoundingly effective a push-up bra was. He playfully jiggled his newfound floaters causing her to laugh like a hyena. She excitedly removed his tighty whities like she was opening a package, revealing his long and girthy flaccid soprano stick.

“Be a good boy”, she cheekily said as she patted his yearning. She knelt and stretched the holes of the panties—signaling him to put his legs inside.

Moments later, as he relished the novel feeling of lace touching his member, he couldn’t stop his soprano stick from reaching a high note.

This feels oddly hot…

Seeing him turned on made her shestaff twitch. She adjust her sweet member that was fighting her tight panties and proceeded with the red nylon stockings atop the mattress. Watching her in lingerie, kneeling and generously exhibiting her delicate back and feeling the abrasive touch of the novel fabric against his shaft heightened his yearning to feel her warm mouth.

But she looked extra passionate about the transformation and he did not want to douse her fire. As she rolled the red stockings on his smooth legs, her face got closer and closer to his pulsating prize. Shortly after, there he was, standing by the edge of the bed in a provocative ensemble.

“Close your eyes”, she said. She scurried towards her closet and rummaged through her stuff. She took out a straight long ash blonde wig and picked up her MAC Ruby Woo lipstick laying atop her beige vanity.

What?

“Don’t move”, she sweetly ordered as she swiped the buttery red bullet to his lips.

So soft…

With an open mouth and squeezed eyes, he stood patiently—fighting every urge to start kissing her.

“Amore”, she giggly said as he squeezed her behind while doing her best not to mess up her cosmetic painting.

What the…

She brushed his hair to the back with her fingers and firmly applied the wig on his head. Not long after, there he was, in front of the mirror, looking like a curvy goddess in a seductive number.

“Diva!” she exclaimed as he stared blankly at his reflection, in disbelief at how feminine he looked. He was so consumed by his own beauty that he started turning and checking his behind.

“I can’t believe it!” he said with a red face.

“I can’t believe it too”, she said as she grabbed his hand and curled his fingers around her womanwand.

“Tuo culo…”, she said with a distressed moan from feeling like she was shot with a dart of hypnosis from seeing his behind in red lace panties.

She started kissing him aggressively as she squeezed his plump peach while enjoying the tactile sensation of his warm and gentle strokes on her shaft.

“Ti amo…”, he said with warm breaths, painting her neck red from his wet and warm kisses. Taken by the damp feeling of her premature release, he knelt in his red lingerie and started servicing her.

“Ahhh!” she exclaimed from the orgasmic gesture of love.

“Gwak!” he let out from her unbeknownst aggression.

Oh wow, she’s really turned on…

For some reason, her gentleness from last night turned into deeper and harder touches, along with accidental scratches from her long red nails.

“Posso averti?” she requested. His eyes widened even more from hearing her request which entailed her, taking him from behind. At that moment, he already loved her like they had been together for a lifetime, but the thought of the pain from stories that he have heard has cultivated his reluctance.

“Per favore…”, she begged as she thrusted in and out of his throat and almost pulled the itchy wig off his head from her unmitigable yearning. He wiped his tears from gagging and kissed her passionately to give him all the courage he needed.

He nodded and paced himself before laying half of his body on the edge of the bed. She pushed him further and lifted his legs then glacially removed his red silk panties—revealing his tasty tenor train.

As he pulsated and anticipated, he couldn’t stop but gaze at her domineering beauty. Her grit and strength in just a black bra felt as if he was in a storybook and was about to be taken by a gorgeous amazon warrior.

“Mmm”, she moaned while staring lasciviously before trailing his toes, legs, thighs, groin, soprano stick, and finally… down to his walls of pleasure.

Squisito!

After a steamy lubrication, she pulled away and released her tongue, letting her saliva fall generously on her palm—lacing her yearning amply for the pending impalement. He closed his eyes and squeezed his face as he pulled the sheets and curled his toes in the air—leaving everything on her shoulders.

“Ahh!” he let out in a guttural tone from her abrupt entrance.

“Lentamente, lentamente, per favore”, he begged as two inches from her sweetstaff pulsated wilfully inside him.

“Mamma mia!” he yelled when she reached more than halfway through as she quivered from the intense tightness of his walls.

“I’m going crazy, ugh!” she yelled right before invading all of him.

Dio mio!

He bit his lower lip and grabbed the sheets harder as he endured the novel pain brought upon by her vigorous desire.

“Mi dispiace”, she uttered softly as she freely pulsated in him—kissing his ankles in the air. He nodded and reassured her as he involuntarily clenched the muscles of his walls of pleasure.

“Ahh!” she moaned with utmost fervor from his accidental tightening. Suddenly, a novel feeling started coursing through his body. The beats from her ladylimb started resonating in his veins—turning every bit of pain into unbeknownst pleasure.

Mamma mia…

He gently rolled his head in euphoria and pushed against her tighter in an effort to feel more of what she was giving. As soon as she felt his gung-ho, she pulled out and impaled his begging once more.

“Ahh!” he let out from feeling like he just did the reverse taking of the Excalibur. She gently pulled out and pushed again, finding the best rhythm to provide him based on the expressions emanating from his visage.

Slow and steady, she thought, and she did.

“Si… si… mmm”, he willingly moaned as she took him gracefully and lovingly. Albeit not able to physically express that he truly enjoyed every inch of her from the recurring flaccidity brought upon by the castration, he discovered that she was the only one who could give him the most orgasmic pleasures.

As they gazed at each other as if they would kill and die for one another, her body couldn’t take the edging anymore. She squeezed his ankles tight—warning him that she was close. He grabbed the sheets even harder displacing them from the bed.

“Ti amo!” she yelled like she was belting for the choir.

“Ti amo, amore!” he yelled back as he relished her warm and creamy exhibition of love.

“Ahhh!” she let out in a convulsive state right before twitching her staff to release the final dripping. She panted as she gently unhinged from him as he softly landed his feet on the floor. She leaned closer—whispering how much she loved him as he brushed her sweaty pixie locks on top of him.


Chapter 10

Two days later, the day before Stefano’s flight to L.A., Laura couldn’t help but cry endlessly from the impending long-distance relationship setup.

“I will do my best, I promise, it won’t take long until you’re with me”, he said as they cuddled in bed in their gray satin pajamas. A few hours later as the grains of the hourglass of their upcoming separation started turning into quicksand, she clung to him in the Malpensa airport.

Amore…

“Please… please… take care”, she begged as she drenched his brown jacket with her streams of sadness. He brushed her hair and quietly cried, soaking the back of her black jacket with a woeful waterfall.

“We will never stop loving each other. I will take you with me”, he reassured. Shortly after, the airport decked in ecru modernity resounded with an announcement of calling the passengers of Stefano’s flight to their boarding gates.

Her cries became more audible as she almost tore his jacket from not wanting to let go. They kissed each other as they have never kissed before—with scarlet and wet faces from the parting.

“I will call you when I get there!” he yelled from a distance as she watched him walk away. She wanted to run after him but her knees felt like jelly. She didn’t want him to leave but she also wanted the best for him. She cried for days until she had no more tears left to cry.

Six months later, after a rigorous diet and exercise program, a breast augmentation surgery and several beauty procedures from the top doctors and aesthetic clinics in Tinsel town, plus countless English lesson hours, Stefano was in tip-top shape to release his debut pop single Hard Wet Love.

Stefano, now, Sofia Schiaparelli, who goes by the pronouns she, her, and hers, was preparing to open for Mariah Carey’s tour in Las Vegas. As she gazed at herself in the mirror of her dressing room in The Colosseum, she felt possessed by her stunning modelesque figure decked in a sparkly red mermaid gown.

“Gorgeous, darling!” Mariah, in a champagne-colored oppressively expensive Dolce and Gabbana gown, greeted as she passed by Sofia’s open-door studio.

Mamma mia!

“Mariah!” she exclaimed but before she was able to make small talk, the diva of all divas already vanished to her studio—leaving only the sillage of her seductive floral perfume.

She went back inside her studio decked in all white as she practiced her notes.

“I miss you. I love you”, Laura said in a text message but Sofia was too occupied to check her phone. Not long after…

“Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome, Sofia Schiaparelli!” the MC from backstage announced.

“Haaaaaaaaaaaaaaard…”, she belted as she slowly rose from the elevator of the center stage.

“Weeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeet…”, she followed as an abundance of pink smoke that covered her started to dissipate.

“Loooooooooooooooove!” she let out a resonant A6 whistle note as the stage’s electric fans blew her long blonde wig out of her face and the wealthy crowd rabidly cheered from her immaculate apparition in a scarlet gown and hot pink upper-length gloves.

Three days later, her performance became viral, she was the talk of the town and was dubbed the Prima Donna of her generation. Her golden voice ended the era of autotune and trap music. She restored the people’s demand for balladeers and divas.

Nobody knew about her secret but her team and her girlfriend who followed her career religiously from overseas.


Chapter 11

A year later, after a highly successful album, Sofia was able to buy a mansion in Los Angeles. Laura had been living with her for two months. Their love for each other remained strong but because of Hollywood’s pressure, Sofia’s already diva personality intensified.

“How many times do I have to tell you that I can’t have carbs?! Is your job that mentally draining!?” she yelled at her female personal assistant with an orange juice in tow as she absorbed the Californian sunshine on her Beverly Hills swimming pool in her black two-piece bikini with Laura.

Laura, overwhelmed with disappointment from her girlfriend’s behavior, flicked her lighter to burn her cigarette.

“Get that nasty thing out of here!” Sofia yelled, ordering her to find another place to smoke. She glared at her before storming out in her red two-piece bikini to smoke on the grassy area of the pool.

As Laura tried to calm herself, she couldn’t help her heart leap from Sofia treating her like one of her minions. She aggressively and subsequently took quick drags of her cigarette to puff the resentment away but with her hormone replacement therapy medications and drained patience, she doused her cigarette on the wet grass and confronted Sofia.

“Amore, I don’t like the way you talk to me”, she uttered. Sofia glacially opened her eyes and gave Laura a condescending look.

“Don’t block my sun”, she nonchalantly said. At that very moment, Laura had enough of her.

“Vaffanculo!” Laura yelled and sprinted to the halls of Sofia’s mansion decked in crystal and beige elegance. The diva dragged herself from the sun bed and watched Laura pack her luggage.

“What’s with this drama?” Sofia asked in her novel Californian accent—further annoying her girlfriend. Laura ignored her condescending question and continued packing.

“Stop it!” Sofia demanded as she stepped on Laura’s luggage.

“You know how much pressure I’m in. I was hoping you’d understand but now you’re just showing how much you DON’T understand”, she followed.

“I do understand! It is—“, Laura answered but before she could finish her sentence, Sofia interrupted.

“You’ve never been successful. How could you understand?” Sofia asked demeaningly.

No… no… I didn’t mean that…

At that moment, even she knew that what she has uttered had crossed the line. Silence filled the room as Laura gently pulled her luggage away from her girlfriend’s frozen feet.

“I didn’t mean that… come on”, Sofia said as she kissed Laura’s back and knelt with her.

“Amore, please…”, she added but her voice started sounding like zilch to Laura.

“Fuck! Stay here!” Sofia begged right after the voice of her house guard resounded from her bedroom’s home security speaker informing her that her manager was at the gate.

Laura seized that moment and an hour later, she was gone. After Sofia’s girlfriend left her, she drowned herself in whiskey and Franco Battiato songs for a week.

Six months later, a familiar voice started echoing in Sofia’s Bentley as she drove on the way home from the studio.

“And that was Laura Lombardi with her debut single Never Going Back”, the male DJ from the radio announced right before gushing about how gorgeous Laura was in person when she visited for the interview.

“So Laura, what can you say in regards to people talking about how you’re the new Sofia Schiaparelli?” he asked as Sofia listened intently in her car.

“Well, Bruno, I’m on a mission to represent transgender women all over the world. I’m not here to make any rivalries. Besides, she’s the prima donna. I’m just nobody”, Laura said with a giggle.

You’re NOT nobody…

“So what’s your favorite song?” Bruno asked. Laura started singing La Cura in a lower key and explained how someone used to sing it to her to sleep. At that moment, Sofia’s guilt started eating her up. She burst into tears as she tried her best to stay focused on the road.

Two months later, Laura’s fame rose and kicked Sofia’s songs to second place on the Billboard Hot 100 charts and she became the talk of the town. The headlines of newspapers and online articles that once were filled with Sofia’s stories were replaced with Laura’s life.

Sofia stopped appearing on TV guestings and focused on writing her own music. Her fans have forgotten about her as she lived a peaceful life in her L.A. mansion. She wanted to reach out to Laura but her popularity reached heights that Sofia had never been before and the intimidation compelled her to communicate with her ex-girlfriend through the lyrics of her songs that lived in the half-off bin.


Epilogue

A year later, a film producer begged Sofia to write and sing a theme song for a movie called Endless Harmony. It brought her back to the top of the charts and gave her her first Grammy win.

As she tearfully held the golden accolade in her flowy ivory dress, she leaned closer to the mic.

“I… oh God, where do I begin?” she stutteringly said. After tangents of gratitude for everyone involved in making the song, she displaced her long blonde locks to her open back.

“This song is dedicated to Laura Lombardi, my best friend, my love, my life, my amore. I’ve never stopped will never stop loving you…”, she tearfully announced. The cameras panned to Laura in a black mermaid dress as the audience gasped at the revelation.

Without thinking things through, she aggressively ran to the stage—disheveling her brunette ponytail right before embracing Sofia with an inescapable tightness. The Prima Donna collapsed to the floor and lost grip of her award as she released her tears of joy.

The song Endless Harmony started playing as they exchanged a passionate kiss on the ground. The audience made a standing ovation from the exhibition of endless love.

The End <3

Did you enjoy reading Prima Donna? In that case, I hope you could check out my other big bundle Romantic Sissies Volume One.

It contains three sissification and feminization stories brought upon by domineering transgender women. In it, you will get six titillating books.
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First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

The first title follows the story of Danny, a lanky high school senior who succumbs to a first-time feminization transformation brought upon by his first love for Mrs. Morningwood, a transgender woman who runs an adult publishing business.

Mrs. Morningwood finds out that Danny offered more than being a stand-in model. He reminds her that there was more to life than enduring a relationship with a cheating husband.

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

The second title follows the story of Louie Liddledich, a travel vlogger who was determined not to take another dime from his wealthy father to pursue his passions. After several careless financial decisions, he stumbles upon a chance meeting with a Japanese transgender mama-san and loanshark who owns Tokyo’s top sissy hostess club.

Discover how Louie swallowed his pride, ego, masculinity, and more *wink* in this forced feminization transformation and sissy training story.

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

The third title follows the story of Ahmed Al-Haziz, a multimillionaire tech magnate from a family of sheikhs in Dubai. With Amanda Cruz, his Asian transgender girlfriend’s bubbling-up frustration from being treated like a holiday girlfriend, he was determined to prove her love to her by adhering to several conditions.

Amanda soon finds out that she bit more than she could chew after finding out that traveling to a middle-eastern country as a transgender woman was not exactly like a yellow cab ride. Just how will they be able to live as lesbian lovers with Ahmed’s four wives and Amanda’s immigration challenges in this sissy husband book?

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One


Other Titles
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization experiences with dominant transgender women and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

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

Read The Office Gurl
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More
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"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

Read Stacey The School Sissy
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“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?”

Read Beauty In The Brothel
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Prima Donna – A Feminization Fiction and Transgender 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 (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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