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Introduction

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

The fashion world cultivates many illusions and holds a lot of secrets and Donald becomes a part of it through a twist of fate.

A year after graduating high school with a house that was freshly devastated by a tornado, he journeys from Shelbyville, Indianapolis to New York City to end his brother’s nagging about having useless siblings.

He rents an apartment in the Bronx and works as a server at McRonald’s to follow his virtuoso dreams. Little did he know, destiny had another form of entertainment in place for him.

Enter Cara Campbell, the supermodel of his generation, who helps him attain the type of money that his brother has never seen but apart from the glitz and glamour, he finds something more valuable than any amount of supermodel contract.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance &

Feminization Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender romance, drama, and feminization. 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 November 07, 2022, and 03:01 PM in the Philippines. It’s sunny and luckily, I’m wearing a blue Sunday dress.

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


Chapter 1

Donald Dreschler was a fervent daydreamer. He knew how to play the piano, guitar, and drums. Albeit finding comfort at the tenor range, he only sang whenever he was elated. There was no secret as to why his mother, Martha, older sister, and deceased father favored the 6ft. 2in. lanky child over William, the eldest child. He was kind-hearted, helpful, and easygoing.

However, whenever his older brother was around, Donald’s sunny disposition turn dusky. After the death of their father Carl, William took over making the family’s decisions. Unlike Donald, he had a more serious outlook on life.

After only five years of working for a real estate company, he was already promoted to manager and was handling five agents at the age of twenty-six. With his career success came his resentment for his younger siblings.

He thought that they were useless, especially Emma, the only female child in the family, who has gotten pregnant by a neighbor who was freshly grazing the cold steel bars of the prison for selling marijuana.

“Finding himself? It’s been a year. You’re turning him into a bum. This is all your fault!” William let out a soft scream in exasperation to his mother in the kitchen.

I’m not a bum…

“Stop worrying. I still have work at the supermarket and your father has left us some money. Just focus on your career”, she said as he patted his back—crinkling his white linen shirt in consolation.

“Keep babying those two and let’s see how fast that money dries up”, he followed as he frustratingly scratched his short brunette locks. She went back to her seat on the kitchen table and tightened her white cardigan from the unusually chilly night in May as he looked pensively at the olive kitchen counters painted with a floral tapestry.

Donald’s heart sank from his older brother’s careless semantics but at the same time, his stomach rumbled and needed resolve. As he pretended not to have overheard their conversation to gather some cookies and milk from the fridge…

“Finish the old ones before opening a new pack”, William said with a tone of annoyance.

“It’s fine. Those are stale already. Go ahead Don”, his mother reassured. She then tucked her blonde bangs behind her ear before proceeding to read the bible.

“No, it’s not!” William let out in exasperation before pounding the beige round table. Donald’s heart jumped from his black t-shirt at his brother’s tantrum—causing the unopened cookie box to fall on the floor. William stormed out of the kitchen and into his bedroom as Donald picked up the cookie box from the wooden floor.

“William!” his mother let out before following him. Donald proceeded to put the unopened box in the fridge and took out the opened one. As he tried his best to finish the stale cookies, he couldn’t erase the thoughts of being called a bum by the person he look up to the most.

As the kitchen’s soft yellow ceiling light glimmered against his short blonde locks and tears, he started imagining playing his guitar in front of a huge crowd. Shortly after, it went into him, living in the lap of luxury and taking his 52-year-old mother out of her job as a cashier and taking care of her sister and her child.

I’m not useless, I’ll show you. I’m going to take care of the family!

“Why are you crying?” his sister Emma asked as she rubbed her belly from her white satin pajamas.

“I’m not”, he replied with a giggle as he wiped his tears.

“I’m going to heat some milk, do you want some?”

His sister nodded before occupying the chair where William sat earlier.

“Seriously, why?” she pried as she watched him transfer the milk out of the carton into a lime-colored kettle.

“Eww, why are you eating this? It’s already stale. Get the new ones”, she ordered in frustration. He hesitated and patiently waited for the kettle to alarm.

“Don’t!” he let out after seeing her saunter her way to the fridge.

“What’s wrong with you?” she asked, scratching the scalp of her brunette ponytail.

“He’s gonna get mad”. She rolled her eyes and turned the stove off.

“Mom bought these. Ignore that crabby baby”, she quipped right before serving him a glass of warm milk and fresh cookies.

“He’s gonna get it from me tomorrow”, she followed. Unlike Donald, Emma didn’t fear William. The two only shared an 11-month age gap.

Without thinking things through, he took a bite from one of the crispy cookies and asked his sister how she was feeling as her pregnancy just reached its second trimester.


Chapter 2

Donald spent the last two weeks researching on the internet about free music courses. He was thrilled to stumble upon an article regarding The Julliard School in New York City, offering full scholarships for individuals who could play three or more instruments.

Unfortunately, they were not taking applicants online as they could only deem a genuine virtuoso in person. As he researched cheap rooms on his desktop on a gloomy May afternoon, the lights started going on and off.

Oh, fuck! It’s this serious!?

“Hurry up!” William ordered as he grabbed Donald’s wrist with the utmost vigor.

“How about mom!? Emma!?” he queried—his visage painted with anxiety as they rushed to the basement in their pajamas.

“They’re already in the basement! Hurry up!” William urged.

“Wait! My guitar!” Donald resisted.

“You idiot! I’ll buy you a new one!” William retorted.

Just as soon as they stepped foot on the basement’s ladder, the tornado started approaching their doorstep. It prowled then shortly after, howled and growled—destroying everything in its way and shattering the only tangible memory that their deceased patriarch has left for them, their two-story home.

As his mother and sister shared an embrace in the basement, William couldn’t stop glaring at him.

“You know you could’ve died there right!?” he rubbed the salvation in his face.

“That guitar is the only thing that I have left from dad”, he reasoned—causing William to shake his head condescendingly.

“Tch, what an idiot. Dying over a guitar”, he followed. At that very moment, Donald has had it. He acted on an unplanned condition of not letting another insult from his brother pass him by anymore.

Fuck you!

“I don’t want anything from you! You can stuff your face with money all you want!” he retorted. William, in disbelief of the audacity, paced his brute self to give his insolent little brother a beating.

“What did you just say!? You ungrateful brat!” he yelled as he pulled Donald’s collar.

“Stop it! Goddamit!” Emma screamed in exasperation. She hugged William with feminine vigor as her mother pulled her away from her angry child.

“Get off me!” Donald yelled back as he covered his face from his brother’s continuous throws.

“Ahh!” Emma let out from falling on the floor.

“Dammit, William! Your sister’s pregnant!” their mother tearfully yelled—begging for her child to calm down. As soon as the tornado stopped devastating their home, so did William’s anger.

He stormed out of the basement—face all scarlet, as he perused what was left of the Dreschler’s residence.

“Are you okay?” Donald asked her sister. She nodded back before following their mother who cried helplessly on the ground from the remains.

As William stared blankly at the ground, the younger siblings tried to calm their mother.

I promise you, I will succeed…

Moments later, they gathered with the neighbors and started consoling each other as they waited for the rescue team.


Chapter 3

Three weeks later, after adjusting to a shared dingey apartment decked in beige yet chaotic modernity with three men in Bronx, New York, he started texting his mother about getting a job as a server in McRonald’s, a world-famous fast food chain selling burgers and French fries.

“I’m so proud of you son, you’re finally pursuing your dream”, his mother said in a text message.

“I’m going to apply for the scholarship as soon as I get myself a guitar”, he replied.

He rolled up the brown Venetian blinds and opened his bedroom window in an effort to let some air in from New York City’s scalding month of June.

“Well, before the guitar, I’d have to buy a fan =)”, he followed. As he stared at the busy street from his second-floor view, he saw a lady with red hair in a blue corset and black hotpants arguing with a dusky brute in a black leather vest and jeans at the doorstep of the other brown-bricked apartment building. He then saw an Asian teen boy riding a bicycle and a middle-aged couple on the sidewalk with brown bags in tow.

Shortly after, his mind wandered to how his family was doing in the temporary apartment that the government has moved them in. He missed the suburban silence but he was also excited about what the city had to offer for his future.

I guess this is what they call being homesick...

“Hey Donny!” his 6ft. masculine roommate Arthur, two years older than him, greeted. Donald greeted back as he pinched his white t-shirt and fanned himself with the soaked fabric.

“Did you get the job?” he queried as he removed his green jacket—revealing his tanned burly chest from his white wifebeater shirt.

“Yes. I’m gonna start after two days”, he replied before lying down and closing his eyes from the city’s lulling spell of heat and humidity.

“How’s the gym?” he asked.

“Ahhh, after that stupid Peloton came out some of our clients stopped coming in—I have to start looking for a second job”, Arthur answered as he scratched his ego marbles from his gray sweatpants.

“Oh, by the way, the brothers are ordering pizza. They told me to tell you not to buy dinner anymore”, Donald informed with utmost excitement—causing Arthur to shake his body from his gray double bed with delight.


Chapter 4

A month passed and Donald was ready for his Julliard application. At the very moment that he stepped foot on West 66th street and Broadway from the blue bus that he rode from the Bronx, he inhaled the city’s sillage with the utmost optimism.

With nothing but his blue backpack and guitar on his back, he gleefully sauntered through the streets guarded by towering modern buildings and Michelin-starred restaurants with thoughts of plucking, pressing, and beating his dreams into reality.

“This isn’t Central Park, dumbass!” a crabby man on a bicycle yelled from Donald’s accidental blockage brought upon by profuse daydreaming. He walked back to the sidewalk—blushing from the brief foolishness and focused on his journey.

A little later, there he was, staring above the oppressive glass windows of the esteemed academy for the arts. His heart leaped uncontrollably as he got closer to where he felt he was destined to be.

He tucked his black collared t-shirt under his blue jeans and tucked his bangs behind his ear.

Wow!

His heart screamed internally as he perused the maroon towering flight of stairs just behind the school’s reception. Shortly after he confirmed his appointment with the blonde male receptionist in a black suit ensemble, there he was, inside a room with an interior design that lacked character and warmth.

Feelings of excitement started blowing away just like how the tornado blew their house and grim started to take over as the all-white room made him feel as if he was a lab rat that was about to be examined.

“Donald Dreschler?” a middle-aged lady with a graying bob in a black cardigan queried as her stare emanated with chiding even before he had the chance to perform his talents.

He shyly nodded with hands clasped together.

“Come closer”, a tubby balding man added as he glared with his emerald eyes.

Fuck!

He stumbled from the frantic feeling that the two teachers delivered from their black stools—making them giggle.

“We’re not gonna eat you”, the lady quipped—in an effort to calm the young hopeful’s nerves.

“Tell us about yourself”, the tubby man invited.

“Uhh, yeah, sorry about that—”

“—I’m Donald Dreschler, nineteen… I’m from Shelbyville, Indianapo—“, but before he could finish his sentence, the lady interrupted her with glee.

“Oh! I’m from Michigan! Well hello there, fellow Midwesterner. Sorry about that, keep going”, she shared. Moments later, after learning that the teachers’ names were Mrs. Anderson and Mr. Brown and the two could play fifteen musical instruments collectively, he started plucking his guitar.

As he sat on the black stool across them, the room bellowed with the soulful acoustic tune of Hotel California by The Eagles. The teachers swayed their shoulders from their seats—soaking in his performance note per note without missing anything.

“Well done!” Mr. Brown exclaimed.

Phew!

“What else can you play?” Mrs. Anderson asked. He reluctantly pointed at the drum set close to the oak door as it has been a while since the last time he practiced a drum solo.

Fuck it!

He closed his eyes and with bated breath, he picked up the sticks. Shortly after, the oddly serene 8:30 AM New York morning was rattled by his take on Led Zeppelin’s Moby Dick drum solo.

As he drenched his shirt with sweat from the performance brimming with gung-ho, the teachers’ compliments and cheers were unintelligible. He took a peek briefly and saw them cheering in fervor.

Yes!

After his energetic performance, Mrs. Anderson offered him a bottle of water as he rested with a scarlet face and damp hair.

“Wow, that was very impressive, young man”, she said. As the teachers fiddled with their phones, he gazed at the other instruments in the different areas of the white room.

Rows of saxophones and trumpets on the floor, clarinets and flutes on an oak table, another area dedicated to cellos, guitars, violins, and ukuleles, when suddenly, his sight stopped at the black grand piano by the floor-to-ceiling window with a glorious view of the Lincoln Center.

Memories of his father and him playing the piano when he was young started creeping in. It was the very first musical instrument that he learned to play. He didn’t know what it was but something about the little corner lured him—like a magnetic blackhole.

“Oh, seems like you’re ready”, Mr. Brown remarked as he watched Donald saunter towards the piano area. Without any warnings and without thinking things through, he started stepping on the bottom keys.

He closed his eyes and rolled his head—envisioning his happy childhood memories with his father who left him from succumbing to prostate cancer.

Suddenly, the room resounded in Ludwig van Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata. As the teachers watched him intently, a stream of tears delicately fell on the young man’s scarlet cheeks. As his sorrow glimmered from the window’s sunlight, they couldn’t help but feel moved albeit having listened to the piano piece thousands of times before from his emotional performance.

I miss you… I love you dad…

Suddenly, it was time for the third movement, the testing phase of how adept he was in the sonata and the instrument. His sorrow started dissipating and his eyes started turning red from recalling his brother’s regular lambasting.

Fuck you! William!

Mrs. Anderson wanted to jump from her seat as she clutched her luminous pearls tightly from the clamorous climax. Mr. Brown couldn’t hinge his lips together from the vigor of the young man’s lanky physique.

Take this!

Right after the very last note, the teachers stood and offered him the rare Julliard applause which was only given to students who exhibited extraordinary performances.

“Thank you!” he exclaimed after a bow as he looked at them with hopeful sapphire eyes.

“Obviously, we’re going to take you in”, she said.

“But you’re gonna have to wait for a while. You’ve applied a little too late. The Virtuoso Course doesn’t start until six months”, she added.

“And you’d have to stay in the city. We can only give you an allowance, it isn’t much so you’d probably need to get a job on the side. We need you here twice a week for the pre-program”, Mr. Brown interjected.

“Hell yeah!” he exclaimed as he hopped his way before obliging them with an embrace of gratitude.

“Hell yeah!” she mimicked—making Mr. Brown giggle from the young man’s fervor.


Chapter 5

“Big deal! The richest entertainers didn’t even go to Julliard. You’re not spending dad’s money on him!” William reasoned after hearing his mother’s suggestion of temporarily supporting Donald’s rent to move him to a better apartment in New York.

“Don’t be like this. Your father and I supported your college education”, she retorted as they watched the nightly news in their temporary tiny living room decked in cracked ecru paint.

“Yeah! Why is it okay when it’s all about you?!” Emma interjected.

“Shut up you slut! That was REAL education! How would you know? You were too busy dating hoodrats after high school!” he followed.

“Fuck you!” Emma screamed in exasperation before pacing herself to attack her brother.

“Don’t talk to your sister like that!” Martha let out as she struggled to keep her pregnant daughter away from his son who stood catatonic with a mocking stare.

“I’m surrounded by idiots!” he yelled before grabbing his red jacket from the coat hanger in the foyer and storming out of the house.

“Don’t mind him, it’s okay”, Martha uttered as she calmed her daughter on the gray carpet.

“I wish dad was here!” Emma let out in frustration as she soaked her maroon jacket with tears.

Moments later, Emma explained what happened to Donald over a phone call.

“Let me talk to mom”, he said. She handed her cell phone over to her mother whom she shared a bed with in their temporary home.

“You don’t have to do that. I’m fine in this apartment and I have a job at McRonald’s. Please, stop stressing yourself out. You know how he is”, her youngest son pleaded.

“I can’t stop worrying about you”, she confessed as she rubbed Emma’s belly.

“Yeah, let’s piss him off more!” Emma quipped—causing her mother to glare at her.

“Trust me, mom. Let me do this on my own. I gotta go now, it’s really late here. I love you”, he said before hanging up. As Emma fiddled with her phone to watch TikToks, her mother stared blankly at the bedroom’s cracked wall.


Chapter 6

Three weeks later, in the middle of July on a rainy afternoon, Donald assisted a lanky black man into the McRonald’s store in Lincoln center. As he took the clear umbrella that sprinkled rain droplets on his red and yellow server attire, the man stared at him from head to toe.

“I—is there anything I can help you with?” he shyly asked.

The man wiped his black leather trench coat with his glove as he took a second look at him.

“Are you already with an agency?” he asked—brimming with curiosity.

Huh?

“What agency? Sorry?”

“I don’t really eat the food from here, no offense. I’m just waiting for the rain to stop. I meant, for modeling”, he clarified. Donald giggled as he thought that the stranger was pulling his leg.

“I’m Devonne. I handle models”, he added as he handed the young man his gold calling card from his black Prada wallet.

“Looks like it turned into a drizzle. Call me!” he said before grabbing his umbrella that rested on the wall beside the glass door and abruptly exiting the joint.

Donald, perturbed by what just happened, sauntered to the bathroom to check his looks.

Well, I mean, I’m tall and all…

He started making amateur poses in front of the mirror as playful thoughts danced in his head, thinking that what just happened was a fluke. Shortly after, he started daydreaming about the extra money that he could earn from modeling. But he still wasn’t sure as he felt like he was too skinny to be a model.

Donald didn’t have an idea about the different kinds of models in the fashion world. He equated male models with the ones he often saw in fitness brochures and porn. He started thinking that Arthur would fit the bill and came up with the idea of trying it out with him.

Two days later, there they were, Donald and Arthur in Devonne’s studio. As Arthur waited confidently in his green athleisure ensemble, Donald couldn’t stop fidgeting from his white t-shirt and blue jeans attire.

“He’ll be here shortly”, the black female receptionist in a gray suit attire announced as they anticipated Devonne’s arrival in the lobby decked in black and chrome modernity.

Not long after, Devonne arrived in a maroon collared linen shirt tucked into his beige khaki pants that ended just before his ankles. As his black loafers clacked against the black marble floors, the two young men stood up.

“Oh, you brought a friend. Mmm hmm, not bad. Follow me”, Devonne said right before picking up his cup of coffee from the receptionist’s desk.

“Take off your shirts”, he politely ordered in his plain office with white walls that were dressed in black and white portraits of the models under his care.

Oh no…

As Donald gingerly followed, Arthur was already flexing his pecs and wearing nothing but green sweatpants and white sneakers. Devonne gulped from the vision of the young Latino Adonis as he tried to suppress his growing yearning from his shorts by avoiding glancing at Arthur’s oppressive bulge.

“I—this is not… for porn right?” Donald obliviously asked. Devonne chuckled—causing the two to follow through.

“Hell no! Darling, my clients are MiuMiu, Givenchy, Schiaparelli, Vuitton, Loewe, and every other brand that even I... can’t pronounce!” he clarified.

“But I’m gonna let that slip”, he followed.

“Not bad at all…”, he let out as he examined the young men’s bodies.

“I need to see the legs”. Donald’s reluctant feelings blew away from the manager’s reassuring statement. Without thinking things through, he unzipped his blue jeans and unleashed his crotch with a lush carpet of blonde pubic hair and a girthy and flaccid circumcised nine-incher.

“Woah!” Arthur remarked from discovering that his roommate had the Eiffel tower attached between his legs.

“What? I don’t wear underwear under jeans”, he said casually. Devonne wanted to kneel and worship Donald and the meat that Arthur was hiding under his grey bikini briefs but stopped himself and kept things professional. He saw great potential from the two, most especially from Donald.

“I will take some test shots and I’ll let you guys know about the contract after”, Devonne said.


Chapter 7

A week later, Arthur has already done three photoshoots for a world-renowned fitness brand and Donald was preparing for his first catwalk experience as a male model for Ralph Lauren’s new collection.

He flawlessly embodied the brand’s aesthetic as he could be mistaken as somebody from three generations of wealth in his beige cardigan and white khaki shorts ensemble—blonde hair slicked back, a tall and proud stance, with legs that could surpass eternity.

As he waited on a row of individuals who looked like they were Ken and Barbie doll cut-outs, an unintelligible yet audible chatter began swirling with the show’s jazz music. There she was, Cara Campbell, the 5ft. 11in. supermodel of his generation, arguing with the backstage manager in an all-black ensemble about her, delaying another fashion show for the nth time.

“I’m fucking here aren’t I?!” she yelled in exasperation before emptying her champagne glass and throwing it to the floor.

Oh wow!

As the models backstage started gossiping about her rude behavior, a spotlight on the runway started beaming. Shortly after, there she was, Cara Campbell, in her mocha Ralph Lauren houndstooth coat, white collared tee, khaki shorts, and beige knee-high boots, letting her ebony skin glimmer under the lights as she stared fiercely—leaving no extra room for others to accommodate another form of distraction but her.

As her bone-straight black wig swayed from side to side with her flawless strut, the viewers in the front row of the oppressive room that looked like a luxurious farmhouse in the twenties couldn’t help but take videos of her to share on their social media feeds.

After all, her presence was always like an apparition, and her every move deserved to be documented. Moments later, it was Donald’s time.

Oh, fuck!

As the jazz music started intensifying, he strode frantically, but only internally as he was able to channel every exploding nerve into his almost aggressive gaze and fervent steps.

Keep walking, keep walking…

Just as he reached the end of the runway, he raised his chin and placed his hands inside the front pockets of his shorts—posing for the cameras like he already had more than a hundred catwalk gigs under his belt.

The show was a success and the night was still young—at least by Clara’s standards.

“You were amazing!” Devonne exclaimed in his blue floral tuxedo ensemble as they waited for the people from Ralph Lauren to take the clothes.

“Looks like you got a new star”, Cara interjected as she smoked her Marlboro Lights and sat lazily in front of one of the backstage’s vanity desks.

“My god! You witch!” Devonne exclaimed before kissing her cheek-to-cheek.

Me? A star?

Perturbed by the compliment from someone he perceived as a demi-human, he shyly smiled and complimented back.

“You’re beautiful, I mean, gorgeous! I mean, yes, amazing, I’m sorry, I’m new to this”, he let out frantically as the two giggled at his oblivious demeanor.

“You won’t get an argument from me darling”, she said.

“Devonne, sweetheart, can I borrow him tonight? I’m gonna close a deal and you know how I can’t resist good booze”, she requested—her fierce brown eyes emanating helplessness.

“You heard the queen”, Devonne told him with a stern look right before taking the clothes that he wore on the show from one of the vanity desks before exiting the room.

Oh wow…

“Party starts in ten”, she nonchalantly informed.

“Ten o’clock? It’s past te—“, he asked.

“Ten minutes!” she clarified before pulling him by the wrist with feminine vigor. Moments later, there they were, the paparazzi, scurrying to take photos of the supermodel with another mystery boytoy in tow.

“Clara! Clara!” kept resounding on the driveway at exactly 11:30 PM—begging for her to take her black crocodile Hermes Kelly 35 bag out of her face. Donald, like a true gentleman, instinctively covered her from the encroaching harbingers of blinding flashes and clicking sounds.

She’s this famous!?

“Where are we going?” he gingerly asked with a scarlet face as they entered the backseat of her black Range Rover. She pulled out a Chanel compact powder and preened in the mirror as she applied her Tom Ford red lipstick.

“Where are we off to?” she asked her driver.

“58th street, LAVO”, he informed right before stepping on the gas.

“Everyone wants a piece of me and they know my weakness for alcohol. If I start kissing anyone, take me home immediately. I’m just going there to close a deal with this fashion designer”, she said without batting an eyelash.

Huh…

All of a sudden, she rested her head on his chest, crinkling his white t-shirt. As he gazed at every modelesque contour from her cat-like visage, his appreciation for her beauty sank deeper, way below the surface where he first witnessed her frantic energy in high-end clothes that made her seem unreachable.

A fifteen minute nap felt like a six-hour sleep to the supermodel after riding through the New York City night that was kept lit with her rows upon rows of billboards of different brands sharing one product, one face, one Cara. Passing out inebriated was her only excuse to sleep. Her mind constantly ran in circles of closing deals with networking and keeping her name at the top.

“We’re here, madam”, the driver informed as they were parked on the driveway of the high-end nightclub.

“Cara”, he said softly, waking her up. She slowly opened her tired brown eyes—locking a brief gaze with his, right before sitting straight and pressing her fingers in an effort to flatten the creases on her black leather jacket and red leather tube dress ensemble.

“Let’s go”, she said—following Donald. The very moment her long legs and gold stilettos with knee-high straps that crisscrossed just below her knees emerged from the car, the people in line to the club knew that the it girl has arrived.

“Cara!” the doorwoman yelled right before asking the bouncer to unhinge the red velvet rope from the doorway’s stanchions to allow her to cut the line—pissing the unnamed partygoers off.

“Please, don’t let go of my hand”, Cara pleaded with a soft yell as they sauntered inside the loud room that was only lit by neon red embers.

Moments later, there they were, on one of the VIP tables on the second floor.

“Who’s this snack?” Fiore Fibonacci, a 27-year-old up-and-coming fashion designer who was around the same age as Cara queried flirtatiously.

“Hands off!” she quipped as she clung to Donald like a teddy bear that she had no intention of sharing with a playmate. The DJ started playing upbeat electro music, urging Cara to take her fifth shot of whiskey.

“I think you’ve had too much”, Donald concerningly said right after witnessing how the people from the VIP area switched dance partners lasciviously.

“You’re not my father”, she retorted. Moments later, a lanky drunk man with curly brunette locks wormed his way to sit beside Cara. He took the key of his Maserati from his jeans and scooped cocaine from the breast pocket of his gray Gucci jacket.

“Want some?” he asked. Cara nodded and paced herself but before she could sniff the forbidden white powder, Donald jumped from his seat and blocked her face with his arm, causing the remnants of drugs and the sports car key to fall on the floor.

“What’s your problem!?” the man yelled right before picking himself up to attack Donald but before he could do so, Donald kicked him back to the ground before grabbing Cara’s wrist to take her outside of the club.

“Seriously!?” she retorted—trying to resist his grip but he was too strong for her. Moments later, there they were, in the backseat of the car.

“Do you even know that guy? He’s the son of—“, she said in exasperation but right before she could say more, he grabbed her waist and kissed her. The moment his lips landed on hers, her buzz and anger blew out the window.

His heart leaped from the possible repercussions but he couldn’t control his feelings.


Chapter 8

“To my apartment”, Cara informed the driver briefly before rolling tongues with Donald once more. As he trailed her long legs with his fingers and felt the cold straps from her shoes, she pulled his short blonde locks—yearning for him to get closer.

So damn beautiful…

He was no virgin but he has never been with an extraordinarily beautiful woman such as the supermodel. He started painting her long and elegant neck with soft kisses as he cupped her braless breasts with gung-ho.

“Mmm… I don’t even know your name”, she softly said as she relished his yearning.

“Donald Dreschler…”, he replied as he endured the pain of his Loch Ness monster constricted by the confines of his tighty whities and blue jeans.

Moments later, there they were, gazing at each other on the white mattress in her three-bedroom luxury apartment decked in beige elegance right at the heart of Midtown Manhattan. She removed his shirt with aggression as he unzipped the back of her red dress, revealing her modest yet perky ebony breasts.

“Oh!” she let out from his evident hunger. She let him devour her sweet milk tanks as she unbuttoned and removed his blue jeans. Not long after, he had nothing on but white briefs and she, with nothing on but her red lace panties and gold strappy stilettos.

Donald grabbed the edges of her panties but before he could do so, she clawed his hands and switched positions with him.

“Let me do you first”, she said. As he sat on the edge of her king-sized bed, she blew warm kisses on his tightly-dressed package.

“Ahh!” he let out from her soft and sweet kisses. She intensified the pressure of her lips—causing him to release a bubble of babygravy.

Shortly after, there it was, his hairy and pink nine-incher profusely pulsating to the north—targeting her mouth. Without thinking things through, she circled its mushroom head with her narrow and pink tongue—cleaning off the remnants of his pent-up yearning.

“Fuck”, he softly let out. She took him proudly in her mouth as if she accepted a mukbang challenge—driving him crazy with her mastery of penilingus.

Damn, she’s amazing!

“Mmm!” she groaned—muffled by his girth and his fullness trailing her oral passages. Determined to suck him dry, she worked like a Dyson vacuum cleaner and added tongue flicks, letting him know how euphoria felt.

“I don’t want to finish yet”, he pulled out.

“Please, let me take you”, he begged.

“Come on, you’re close. Let’s get it over with”, she said with tearful eyes. He carried her to the bed as she tried her best to escape his grip.

“I don’t feel like it tonight”, she said as he profusely kissed her neck on top of her. Wanting to escape his weight, she tried to push him away but at the same time, she wanted to continue relishing his sweet kisses.

“What’s wrong?” he briefly asked before trailing down to her breasts with his lips. Suddenly, he moved his hand to her crotch.

“No!” she nervously let out as she grabbed his wrist with feminine vigor.

What’s the problem?!

Frustrated and begging for more, he inserted his hand in her panties with full force.

Oh, fuck!

“I said no, dammit!” she yelled before pushing his body away from her.

“Just get out!” she demanded as she took a white terrycloth towel from her bedroom’s white marble bathroom.

I still want you…

He sprinted towards her with a bouncing Eiffel tower and hugged her from behind.

“I don’t care…” he reassured before rubbing her shestaff against the abrasive lace panties under her towel. Donald has never been with a transgender woman before and not a waking moment of his life was spent being curious about sleeping with one.

However, at that very moment, in his eyes, she was all woman. He removed her towel and carried her back to the bed once more. He commenced consuming her lady lumps.

“Donald…”, she let out from the overwhelmed feeling of his acceptance, exhibited through his gentle rubbing of her sweet member.

He moved down and rolled her panties away from her endless smooth legs. Shortly after, there it was, her smooth eight-inch beating BBC, big black candy, pointing upwards and indescribably damp from being hidden away the whole day.

This is wrong…

“I’ve been keeping it a secret. Please don’t tell anyone…”, she said with a face painted with anxiety. Right after her gentle begging, he instinctively felt like he needed to protect her once more. He mustered all the courage from his lanky yet strong physique and closed his eyes.

“Your secret’s safe with me”, he followed right before quickly licking the shaft. Realizing that it was sweet and salty and not as bad as he imagined it to be, he delivered more tongue flicks.

This is actually good…

He opened his mouth wide—letting her invade his orifice gently. Albeit having half of her BBC in his mouth, he didn’t feel differently, most especially after opening his eyes and witnessing how satisfied she looked.

“Am I doing this correctly?” he shyly asked.

“Can you curl your lips inward?” she guided—so he did. He bobbed up and down with only her facial expressions and profused moans as his cue that he was doing the deed correctly.

She pulled his hair, clawed his back, and scissored it with her legs from the intense sensation. Shortly after, she unhinged from him before locking lips once more.

“Make love to me tonight…”, she whispered right before crawling out of the bed and bending over on the fluffy white carpet of her bedroom floor—giving him a view of her long legs sausaged in golden leather straps, hanging smooth black ladyballs, twitching BBC, and her beating shehole.

So fucking sexy!

She generously spat on the palm of her hand and played with herself before giving him a coquettish invitation. At that moment, he didn’t care about which spectrum his sexuality belonged to anymore, he was too consumed by her black hole both figuratively and literally.

“Ahh!” she screamed as if she has never screamed before.

Fuck!

As he gently parked and she accidentally clenched every muscle from her hole, he felt as if he was being embraced tightly by an unknown orgasmic force from another dimension.

“I’ve never had something as tight before”, he said as he quivered from the novel feeling of the often dubbed sinful delight.

“Nobody has ever in me this deep”, she let out as she grabbed the carpets tightly—enduring his white invasion as if she was performing the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Ahh!” he let out once more after getting every inch of him covered by her yearning.

This feels so good…

He leaned closer and kissed her as she let his Caucasian pride beat in different tempos against her prostate. Moments later, as their kisses went deeper, the pain started fading away.

“Love me…”, she begged right before pushing harder against his body, letting him know that she was ready for the taking. He pulled out gently and parked again, relishing the tight and warm brush on every inch of his girth.

“Donald…”, she moaned. He cupped her breasts and tweaked her black pointers as he started thrusting with fervor.

“Cara!” he let out from the intense feeling of the tight confines. He continued pouncing at a romantic pace—letting her know that he respected her. Shortly after…

“I’m cu—“, but right before she could complete her announcement, she whitened her fluffy carpet with her ladygravy. He continued pouncing and rolling his head in euphoria as she gazed at him lasciviously over the shoulder—cheering him on.

“Cara!”

“Cara!”

“Cara!” he growled as he shook his body as if he was in a convulsive state—opening the floodgates of his babygravy tank. As she relished his thick and warm yearning inside her, he continued kissing her passionately while whispering words of how amazing and beautiful she was.


Chapter 9

Donald and Cara continued dating after their romantic rendezvous. She stopped taking drugs and slowly reduced her alcohol intake in an effort to make her new boyfriend happy.

He was elated to see the positive changes in the supermodel and had no complaints about the money he was making from his side hustle. But Cara, being the go-getter that she was, felt like he could reach better heights in the industry.

However, what was on her mind was something more revolutionary, and she was unsure how her boyfriend would take her professional advice.

“Babe, you could make so much more money if you’re a female model”, she shared as she rested in her pink satin nighties on top of his bare chest on her bed.

Ha ha!

“I mean, look at me. It’s not like we’re any different”, she shared as he brushed her idea off with a faint giggle.

“You’re silly”, he said. She leaned away and tucked his hair behind his ears.

“You have high cheekbones, a slim nose, full lips, and a heart-shaped face”, she explained.

“These are not common masculine traits”. She was right, Donald did not possess a stereotypical masculine face. His features were softer and rounder.

“My manager knows about my secret. Seriously, you’ll make more money!” she followed.

I doubt it.

“Babe, don’t be ridiculous”, he said right before fiddling with his phone.

“Look at me”, she ordered.

“I’m not a supermodel for nothing. I wouldn’t take you with me that night if I didn’t find you hot. Let’s make a deal”. He glanced at her suspiciously but he also knew that what she said made a lot of sense. After all, she was at the top of her game.

“I’ll give you a makeover and introduce you to my manager. I  won’t tell him that you’re a guy. If he doesn’t take you in, I’m not gonna insist on this again”, she said.

“And what if he takes me in?” he curiously asked.

“Then I guess we’ll start sharing underwear”, she chuckled. Witnessing how passionate she was, he reluctantly agreed. He nodded—causing her to jump out of the bed to sprint towards her oppressive supermodel-worthy walk-in closet.

Moments later, as he casually scrolled through his Facebook feed on his phone in his grey sweatpants, she laid down a black lace corset, lace boyleg panties of the same color, and black thigh-high stockings complete with a lace garter belt.

“This is every girl’s dream. To be a Victoria’s Secret Angel”, she murmured. Being one of the Angels of the world-renowned lingerie brand meant that they’re one of their highest-paid models. And only their angels were allowed to walk on the runway with costume wings on.

“Too bad, I don’t have my wings yet”, she added.

“Okay! Ready!?”

“Jeez! You’re really serious about this huh”, he said.

“Born serious, baby”, she replied as she playfully spun the panties with her finger. He sauntered next to her—covering his face as she removed his sweatpants with feminine vigor.

“This is mine”, she quipped as she jiggled his flaccid staff with her hand. She knelt and motioned for him to insert his legs into the holes of the panties. As she rolled the fabric up to his crotch, he started growing a boner from the tactile and ticklish delight of the abrasive lace.

“Oh no, this will ruin the look. Straddle”, she softly ordered.

“Huh?” he asked with a perturbed face but followed suit. She pulled his manhood from the back and asked him to close his thighs.

“Aww!” he let out.

“Stop overreacting, I do that every day”, she sternly said. She continued rolling the panties up and shortly after, there it was, his milky delicate flat crotch dressed in sheer black lace panties.

“You’re so hairy baby, we’ll shave these off before I present you to my manager”, she informed as she started rolling the black stockings up his hairy and lean legs.

“I’m so jealous, you have such slim feet”, she added. After hooking the stockings to the garter belt, the fabric successfully hid his testosterone-drive follicle growth.

“I’m starting to hate you”, she irritatingly stated—from feeling like he had better legs than her. She picked up the black lace corset from the bed and started tying the laces on his back.

“I wouldn’t do this for anyone but you”, he tilted his head and puckered his lips—begging for a kiss. She rewarded him with a sweet smack before commencing her lacy activity.

“Ouch!” he softly let out once more right after she reached the upper areas of the corset.

“It must be tight babe—you’re not as gifted as I am in the small waist department”, she explained. Brimming with both jealousy and pride, she examined him from head to toe, and at that moment, she mentally finalized that her instincts were right.

As he endured the corset’s restriction, she sauntered towards her mirrored vanity desk and took a long blonde wavy wig from a mannequin’s head beside it.

“Sit down” she requested.

Oh wow!

As the soft yellow ember glowed on his face while he tried adjusting his butt and tucked manhood against the lucite chair, he couldn’t stop staring at how tiny his waist was.

“This is some sorcery”, he quipped. She then gently placed the wig atop his head and brushed it with her fingers.

“Ooh la la, trop belle!” she uttered in her best French accent as they both gazed at his image with a wig on. For some reason, Donald couldn’t resist staring intently at his form. Sure, he still saw some markings of masculinity, but his overall look cemented how androgynous he was in feminine clothing and long hair.

“I mean it’s okay, maybe in a kinky way but I don’t see a supermodel”, he commented.

“Because we’re not done yet, it’s a process babe”, she explained. Moments later, after he impatiently waited for her to finish applying concealer to hide the traces of his five o’clock shadow with a beauty sponge, he started seeing results.

“Look up”, she softly said. He pulled away after she pointed the blunt black crayon of her eyeliner on his water line.

“That’s gonna hurt!” he retorted.

“Only if you move so quit being a wuss!” she irritatingly said.

Oh God…

With his bated breath and her patience running out, she started gently painting his round eyes. Shortly after, he realized that it didn’t provide pain. All it did was tickle him a little. He started putting his full trust in her and moments later, there it was, his feminized visage.

Sapphire eyes illuminated even more by a frame of gray eyeshadow, black eyeliner, and thick black mascara. High cheekbones that flushed with the help of a pastel pink cream blusher.

“The last step”, she uttered with excitement right before applying Tom Ford Scarlett on his plump lips.

Like butter…

Out of all the cosmetic experimentation that she has performed on him, he enjoyed the lipstick part the best. It was warm, velvety, and buttery, it felt just like kissing his supermodel girlfriend’s lips.

“Close your eyes and turn around”, she cheekily said—causing the lucite chair’s feet to create a screeching noise against her bedroom’s white marble floor.

“Open!”

What the!

He couldn’t believe his eyes. He looked exactly like a Scandinavian model that one could often find in the pages of Vogue and Harper’s Bazaar. The icy hair, the electric blue eyes, and the alabaster skin in a harmonious blend could easily get him a runway gig in Paris fashion week.

“I officially hate you. How can you look like that with zero effort? Here I am taking estrogen shots weekly!” she said.

“Ah, I know what can make me feel better. You can’t beat me to this”, she uttered before sprinting towards her walk-in closet again. Shortly after, she emerged with a pair of Manolo Blahnik black suede pointed-toe pumps in tow, allowing him a boost in height to four inches more.

Oh, shoot!

“For the catwalk, four inches is child’s play, I’m being nice to you”, she followed. She excitedly tiptoed her way to him—releasing the creases of her slight leg muscles and emphasizing the beauty of her feet’s arch.

“That’s how you walk in these so you don’t stumble. Don’t step with the ball of your foot, always land on the ground with your toes”.

“It’s too…”, he let out after struggling to slide his women’s size thirteen feet into her size eleven shoes.

“This is normal on the runway. You’ll always be given shoes that may or may not fit but you have to work it!” she explained. She pressed his tense shoulders down with her hands and pushed his lower back to draw a better protrusion out of his behind.

“Now walk!” she commanded—rattling him to forget everything that she had just explained to him.

Fuck!

After three strides, he stumbled with palms that landed on the marble floor. She clapped her hands motioning him to pick himself up to try again. After several trials with her, walking side-by-side with him, there he was, working the lingerie and heels like he was opening for a La Perla summer show.


Chapter 10

Donald needed to learn more about working the runway as a female model but Cara was determined to prove him wrong as swiftly as she could.

“Time for the Polaroids, babe”, she announced. She needed to take snaps of him to show them to her manager. Wearing lingerie and walking in heels in private was one thing, but taking photos and posing provocatively to present them to a random stranger was another.

“I don’t know what to do”, he shared with a visage painted with anxiety.

“You read dirty magazines right?” she asked. He blushed at the invasive question and nodded shyly.

“Well, yeah, before, I guess”, he replied.

“Pretend like you’re one of the girls in the magazine, but don’t overdo the sex. Instead of putting your energy into the poses, channel everything into your eyes. Look at the camera like you’re looking at your worst enemy”, she explained as she adjusted the settings of her digital camera.

William!

They took more than a hundred shots in different areas of her home. They started from the foyer, traversed to the kitchen, bent over in the bathroom, and finally, they were back to the bedroom.

“These are very hot”, she explained as they perused his scintillating shots on her camera at the edge of the bed. As she intently scrolled through his photos, he couldn’t stop staring at her luscious lips. The novel feeling of tucking and the sheer and abrasive feeling of the lace panties on his skin weren’t helping chastise him either. For some reason, he felt like he was being orgasmically edged.

Suddenly, she turned over and sat on his lap and started kissing him with feminine vigor.

“I’d never thought that I’d be turned on by this but”, she stood at the edge of the bed and removed her nighties. Suddenly, there he was, seated at the edge of the bed with a view of her pulsating BBC from the top.

She walked towards the middle of the bed and rested her back on the white Egyptian cotton sheets. He rolled over and crawled to her like a vixen and started licking her shaft like he was a cat grooming his kitten.

“Ahh!” she let out as she brushed the wig on his head with her red acrylic nails. He already knew all of her most sensate spots—where to flick his tongue, parts to tweak, and buttons to push. As soon as his tongue travailed close to her walls of orgasmic pleasure, she pulled away.

“Can we try it the other way? Tonight, I feel like I need to take you…”, she requested with a lascivious gaze that he has never seen from her before.

What the!?

“I’m scared. Am I gonna bleed? I might make a mess of myself! It’s gonna hurt for su—“, but right before he could spout all of his fears, she closed her eyes and looked away.

“I do it for you all the time!” she said irritatingly—folding her arms as she started losing her virility. Shortly after, jolts of guilt started rushing from every fiber of his body. He started kissing her neck and trailed down to her BBC once more. As he worked her pipe like he was the only plumber in Manhattan, he started rolling his panties down. He spat three times on her yearning, ensuring that she was well lubricated. Without thinking things through, he paced himself.

“Babe, what are you—“, but before she could finish uttering her query, he has already taken half of her shaft in him.

Motherfu—ahh!

She couldn’t see him squeeze his face in agony as she was four inches deep in euphoria. As she rolled her head with eyes closed from his sweet submission, he gently pushed down.

“Mmm”, she let out. He wanted to remain silent but right after covering all of the bases, he had to express his emotions.

“Ffff!” he groaned. She opened her eyes as she interlocked her fingers with his—letting him know that she appreciated his effort.

“I love you…”, she said. At that very moment, those three words were the only things he needed to keep going.

“I love you more…”, he let out as his heart fluttered in his chest. Moments later, the pain started fading away. Novel sensations started coursing through his pink hole of desires.

It feels nice…

He started circling his hips as his rolled-down garter belt and panties swayed with his motion. She looked at him intently before doing the first pump.

“Ahh!” he let out in a satiated moan. She joined in an orgasmic chorus and continued thrusting—defying the side effects of her hormone replacement therapy medications. He has never imagined that he had the capability of going that deep to express his love. From the very moment that he experienced the tingling sensation that he could only feel deep inside him, he started opening his mind to more.

“Yes!” he cheered as they stared at each other lasciviously.

“I’m getting there!” she announced with a guttural groan.

“I’m close!” the pouncing continued. “Ah! Ahh!” she let out with toes curled as he clenched tightly. “Yes baby, yes!” he interrupted.

“Ahhh!” she screamed as she has never screamed before while releasing her ladygravy in his tight orgasmic confines. She panted and hissed as he giggled in satisfaction—relishing her warmth and thickness like a spoonful of honey. He clenched his muscles, ensuring that every droplet of the supermodel stayed intact, in his possession.

“I love you”, he said softly before kissing her as she unhinged naturally from losing her virility. “I love you too”, she let out briefly before commencing their kiss and exchanging sweet nothings the whole night.


Chapter 11

Two months later, Donald started living a double life as Donna. Word in the fashion industry spread fast about the up-and-coming supermodel with icy hair and hypnotic blue eyes. He worked hard, even harder than Cara, taking every gig that the supermodel refused to do.

“We’ve seen photos of you and Donna together. How did you meet her?” a female interviewer from Marie Claire magazine asked at a cosmetics product launch where Cara was the face of the brand. She flipped her long black sleek ponytail and stared into the depths of the interviewer’s soul.

“So yes, I love L’Oreal, because I’m worth it”, she said before exiting and sauntering toward her car in a black jumpsuit.

“Donna, fucking Donna, bla bla bla”, she let out a monologue in her car as she frustratingly lit her cigarette.

“Take me to the nearest club!” she ordered—rattling her driver to temporarily park on the curb to change directions. She continued dating Donald albeit keeping feelings of resentment to herself. She would only meet him when she was not drunk and he had no idea of what was going on with her as he was heavily booked in the fashion industry.

In just a span of three months, Donald was able to buy a new home for his family in Indiana. After his sister gave birth, his brother William started acting differently—his doting on the baby boy extended to his doting on his family.

While everything in his life went uphill, Cara’s life was bound nowhere but south.

It was fashion week once again in New York and Donald was the highlight of a Fendi fashion show. As the people marveled at the ethereal model donned in a tightly-fit monogram turtle neck dress with tan gloves and boots, there she was, Cara, in the front row, inebriated and staring with envy at her boyfriend who was working the runway as Donna.

Without thinking things through, she walked up the stage in her black trench coat and presented a placard that said, “DONNA has a DICK!”

What the fuck!?

The bouncer started taking away Cara from the stage as she profusely screamed slurs and how Donald has taken away everything from her as the paparazzi scurried to take closer shots of the supermodel’s breakdown.

He wanted to take her away from the curious and jeering crowd but the organizers pulled him away from the commotion. Later that night, as Cara locked herself in her bedroom from embarrassment and guilt, Donald knocked.

“Babe?” he softly asked. She pretended not to hear for fear of him, getting back at her. He opened the door gently and sat on the bed before brushing her back.

She burst into tears and embraced him tightly—repeating words of apology—explaining that she was drinking and doing drugs whenever he was sent to another city for work and why she exhibited the foolery—infecting him with her tears of regret.

I love you…

“I don’t want any of this. And I don’t want to see you like this”, he explained.

“You need help…”.

“I will get help. Please don’t leave me…”, she begged.

“That will never happen. Never!” he reassured—embracing her tightly with his martyrdom and pure love.

After that night, Donald confessed his secret to the press. As much as he thought that his career was over, the blunder greatly proved his thoughts wrong as it did nothing but provide him more opportunities.

So much so that he was invited by Victoria’s Secret to be their first crossdressing angel and to wear the world’s most expensive bra for their annual fashion show.

He continued modeling and visiting Cara in the rehabilitation center—further solidifying their love for each other.


Chapter 12

Three months later, it was time for the annual Victoria’s Secret fashion show. Models in various lingeries and wings, organizers, hair stylists, makeup artists, and props designers backstage at the Plaza Hotel hustled to get ready.

Donald’s heart kept leaping out of his chest. As his male makeup artist frantically applied pink lip gloss on him, his body couldn’t stop shaking in his neon pink leather two-piece lingerie, thigh-high boots, upper-length gloves, and pink marabou feather angel wings.

“Respire!” his and Cara’s manager Stefano said as he fluffed the new Prima Modella’s hair. Moments later, there he was, first in the row of models, lacking proximity from the stage that was decked in oppressive candy canes and cake decors. The year’s theme was Saccharine and all the models were dressed up as sweetly as they could be.

“Three, two, one, go!” the stage manager announced. The crowd started cheering as soon as Donna Dreschler emerged to the sound of I Like The Way You Move by the Bodyrockers.

I got this!

As his hair and wings bounced from a strong yet scintillating strut, everyone’s jaws dropped. His every step synchronically went with every beat of the sexy rock song. Hair blowing gently away from his face, eyes emanating desire, and hip sways that were hard to miss blurred every straight male’s sexuality in the audience.

Everyone who’s anyone in the entertainment industry was there to witness the apparitions of angels on earth, including Cara, dressed in a black athleisure ensemble, living a sober life—resting from the pressure of the fashion world.

“Donna needs you”, an usher said as he handed her a backstage pass. Moments later, in Donald’s dressing booth, he handed her the million-dollar bra—hard, heavy, and studded with pink diamonds.

“This is not for me. My future is in Julliard”, he said. At that moment, Cara burst into tears. Modeling was her world and she didn’t know what she would be if not a model.

“We have no time babe, hurry!” he said as he patted her back in consolation. Shortly after, Cara emerged in the million-dollar bra, pink rhinestone-studded panties, and neon pink platform heels. Everyone backstage gasped as soon as they saw the most-hated supermodel.

“What are you doing?!” Stefano yelled.

“I’ve already talked about this with the producers”, he explained. He took his wings off and assisted Cara to wear them and hustled to dress up in a pastel-blue one-piece lace bikini and lucite stilettos.

Moments later, there they were, lined up on a row once more with Cara, leading the pack. Suddenly, the stage dimmed and Mariah Carey’s Honey started resounding in the area. A beam of spotlight emerged from the ceiling—signaling Cara’s legs to do their thing.

As soon as the audience witnessed her long, ebony, and lean legs, they started cheering. She walked as if she has never rested from modeling, elated by the boost of confidence that her boyfriend’s wings provided.

Moments later, Donna appeared. As soon as they crossed each other’s paths, they bumped their hips playfully, killing the public’s thoughts of rivalry between the two supermodels.

As soon as she reached the end of the runway, she blew a kiss and playfully winked at the cameras.


Epilogue

Donald used the money he earned from modeling to pursue his studies at Julliard. Cara continued being the top supermodel of their generation with a sober disposition, keeping her secret amongst Stefano and her boyfriend.

Donna Dreschler, his female alter-ego, would still appear from time to time as his duality gained him a loyal following. His crossdresser/supermodel niche changed the landscape of how beauty was perceived around the world.

His beauty and bravery inspired millions of individuals to pursue their dreams no matter their gender, color, and social economic status.

The End <3

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

[image: ]

It contains three sissification and feminization stories brought upon by domineering transgender women. In it, you will get six titillating books from the heart.

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 fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One

[image: ]

Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook. On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings, then shared every detail from cover to cover… with her choirmates.

Read Oh! Carol – Coveted By The Choir
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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


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Prima Modella – 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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