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Introduction

“It includes Five Transgender, Feminization, and Sissy Romances brought upon by self-discovery and love”.

The Feminization Bible Volume One contains five Lilly Lustwood premier and chart-topping feminization romance books.

First Feminization Fiction – The Office Gurl

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.

Second Feminization Fiction – The First Lady

Wearing pearls, dress suits, and looking the part came easy… but dealing with the scandal of the century with the President was a whole ‘nother story.

Third Feminization Fiction – Barbie Gurl

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

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Beauty in the Brothel

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?

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Oh Carol

It was the 8th before Christmas when she decided to come out as a transgender woman. 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.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

✓    I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

✓    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 January 30, 2023, 06:46 PM, and breezy in the Philippines. I’m wearing a white dress and basking in beautiful weather.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Feminization Bible Volume One.


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


The Office Gurl Chapter 1
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Mentally calculating his expenses, Aaron couldn’t stop gushing at the idea of a new $600 Synesso espresso machine atop the white kitchen counter of his minimalist apartment. Adamant to clock out, he abandoned his logo-making project and stared at Chicago’s majestic afternoon skyline from the floor-to-ceiling window beside his maple desk in an office he shared with twenty other graphic designers.

“Aaron, I need you in my office”, Martha Sternberg, the 48-year-old head of the MacroInfluence HR department said before sauntering towards her office in her white suit ensemble.

Finally, my promotion!

With confidence brimming after serving the marketing company loyally for almost two years, he picked himself up from his squeaky black chair and pressed the creases of his sky-blue sweater. Butterflies fluttered in his belly as he swiped his lips with a Carmex lip balm from his white khaki pants in a gingerly strut on the pastel gray carpets that led the way to where Martha waited.

Moments later, there they were, gazing intently at each other across her glass desk. She circled her temples with her unpolished fingers three times, disheveling her blonde bangs from her clamped hair before pursing her mauve-painted lips.

“Aaron…”

“Yes?” he answered with blue eyes that emanated hope.

“I know that you’ve been very loyal to the company—”

“—and we highly appreciate all your efforts”.

His follicles solidified—causing his forearm blonde hairs to rise. Finally, the company has noticed his hard work. His heart raced with thoughts of moving into a better apartment and the espresso machine that all of his colleagues bragged about. Finally, just like them, he belonged.

“But we’re gonna have to let go of you”.

Suddenly, the all-white office started turning grim.

This can’t be. It’s a practical joke for sure!

With utmost dedication through unpaid overtime hours, he felt that her utterance was a prank. To him, nobody in the company worked as hard as he did, and he was right.

“For almost two years, not more than ten percent of your works were approved by our clients and—“, but before she could finish her revelation…

“Martha, I can’t lose this job. You know what my resume looks like. This can’t be my fifth lay-off in just five years”, he retorted—pleading for resolve.

“I know, I’m the one who hired you. You’re only twenty-nine, you still have a bright future ahead of you”.

Bright? What a joke!

With a heart that descended to the pit of his stomach, he was catatonic to do or say anything. Only his tear ducts seemed to work. As his agony streamed down his delicate cheeks, she couldn’t do anything but offer him an embrace.

“I’ve negotiated your severance pay. You’ll be okay for three months”, she reassured as she brushed his back during a gentle embrace.

“I just can’t believe it… I’ve been nothing but loyal”. She pulled away and wiped the tears from her blue eyes.

“It happens to everyone. Don’t let this affect your confidence”, she said right before holding his hands across the table. He took the deepest breath that he could take and faced her once more.

“Thank you, Martha… for everything”. She nodded with a faint smile as anxious thoughts played in her head about how the young man could recover from the fifth career blow.

Two weeks later, at exactly 4:33 PM on an Autumn Friday in the MacroInfluence building, there he was, holding a brown carton with nothing but a messy pile of pink post-its, rainbow-colored pens, and Sailor Moon Funko POPS.

“We’re going to miss you”, Jada, his best friend in the office said with profuse tears that dampened her purple hoodie.

“Girl, stop crying, we’ve been doing this for two weeks”, he quipped.

“Here, don’t you ever lose this”, he warned before handing her a Sailor Mars action figure—her favorite. She burst into more tears—wanting to hug him more but his hands were full. A few seconds later, the elevator door opened.

“I’ll give you a call later, okay? Love ya!” she uttered as she held what was left of him in the office. He nodded as he pressed the G button before blowing a kiss.


The Office Gurl Chapter 2
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Michelle, formerly Michael, was Aaron’s best friend since grade school and has been living as a woman for nine years. She started taking hormone replacement therapy medications when she turned nineteen but quit after two years of realizing that men who desired her from working as a camgirl preferred her to possess an active penis.

Luckily, the hiatus from hormones did not ricochet her looks back to her stereotypical male facade. She has undergone several surgeries to feminize her shape and beauty procedures that kept her hairless, curvaceous, and acne-free.

“I can’t believe they did that to you. Such jerks”, she shared after finishing her second cigarette on his balcony.

“Let me try it”, he said, referring to the cigarette.

“Don’t inhale”.

After his profuse coughs, she giggled. She uncrossed her leg from a brown rattan chair—accidentally giving him a quick view of her bulging red panties before crossing the other.

Woah, girl…

As he gulped and tightened his thighs to hide his body’s lascivious reaction—she fiddled with her long brunette locks as she looked pensively at the Autumn afternoon street view from his apartment on the nineteenth floor.

“Show me your last works”, she requested. As she perused his portfolio on his iPad, a warm rush coursed through his veins from her blockage of his city view—turning it into her, standing obliviously in front of his seating position as his face lacked proximity to her pink pleated skirt.

“You know what’s wrong with this?”

He shook his head with eyes glued to the edge of her tight-fitting pink t-shirt, skirt, and thick caramel thighs.

“It’s too fake. I don’t see your personality. They look generic”.

What do you know?

He giggled at her audacious unsolicited opinion.

“So you’re an art graduate now?”

“No”, she uttered calmly before turning her gaze away from his iPad and locking his blue eyes with hers. She placed the gadget atop the round wood table beside him and took his hand gently.

Fuck…

“I just know when someone’s faking it”. As she rubbed his hand against her beating bulge dressed in scarlet nylon fabric, his underwear felt tighter. His instincts pulled his hand away but his reluctance was short-lived after she took his hand again with feminine vigor.

“I’ve known you for many years. Why can’t you just…”,  she continued before planting a warm and gentle peck on his lips.

“Let go…”. At that very moment, all his reluctant thoughts blew away. As he cupped her yearning with fervor and relished the taste of her saccharine seduction, she was happy to unleash her best friend’s sexuality.

Being the only son in his family put a lot of pressure on him to play the role of a heterosexual male. He grew up sharing his love for magical girl anime with her and being bullied by his crushes for dressing up in a myriad of pastel colors, pink being his favorite.

With every sweet taste from her cherry lip gloss, he knew he wanted something stickier.

“Think of this like a practice”, she said before taking her top off, revealing her 34DD breasts and pink pointers that glistened from the sun’s faint Autumn ray. Like a present, he unzipped the side of her skirt—letting it fall on the bottom hem of his white pajama pants.

As he intently stared at the mark of her mushroom head that pointed to the one o’clock direction, every nerve from his body felt like it was about to pop.

She’s really hung…

Like a rabid dog, he sunk his face into her crotch—sniffing and delighting on his first experience with the sillage of somebody else’s testosterone. He started dampening the red fabric of her panties with his profuse tongue flicks as she clawed his maroon sweatshirt out of his back.

Michelle…

She didn’t want to ruin their friendship but she felt like it was the perfect time to take him out of the closet. However, when she saw his smooth back and the errant muscles from his petite yet toned 5ft. 6in. physique, she thought, what the hell.

Bubbling from feeling edged by his yearning, she took her panties off and revealed her smooth eight inches of circumcised delight. At that very moment, he couldn’t stop his babygravy from accidentally squirting, soiling his white satin pajamas.

Without thinking things through, he opened his mouth and consumed her candy stick. From the very moment that his warm mouth embraced her sweet yearning, she figured out that he had to learn a lot more.

“Your teeth”, she softly said. She taught him how to curl his lips inward and shortly after, he scored A+ in penilingus. He serviced her whole-heartedly—making her feel like he was absent of a gag reflex albeit having a tearful face from the constant choking.

“Ahh… Aaron…”, she let out as she tweaked her nipples and thrusted gently in his mouth.

Fuck!

“The neighbors!” he frantically announced after waking up from the hypnosis brought upon by her girthy delight. His tongue continued to trail by starting with her pink hairless balls. He swiftly tapped her white leg warmers that went above her knees—motioning her to follow him to the bedroom.

Moments later, with the sliding door ajar, he continued servicing her as she sunk her elbows into his white mattress. As he sloppily slurped and rolled his head, he started imagining the face of his high school crush.

Angel…

With a mouthful of Michelle and thoughts of somebody else, he soaked his pajamas even more.

“Oomph! You’re really good at this. I can’t believe how you’re able to chastise yourself for so long”.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm”, he groaned as he couldn’t let a word out from gagging on her candy stick.

He reached for her breasts and cupped them with fervor—as if he was kneading pizza dough. With every tweak from his fingers, her candy stick pulsated even more, tickling his wet and warm passage.

“Let me return the favor”.

As the afternoon beam bounced against her plump behind, his mind kept exploding. No woman has ever been able to take his eight savory inches of circumcised delight like how Michelle was able to. She serviced his member with gusto—so much so that he didn’t feel an ounce of feeling like he was doing the delectable deed with someone he knew from childhood.

“Michelle…”, he moaned and groaned—as his grasp on her curly locks tightened. With toes curled and a scarlet face, he thrusted upwards—invading her with no inhibitions.

“Ah! Keep doing that, keep doing that”.

“Mmm”, she let out—sucking every inch like a Dyson vacuum cleaner. Sitting and circling her hips on his manhood was everything that she wanted at that very moment. But his needs felt more important than her wants—and she knew that it was about time that he attended to other parts of his nether region.

“Bend over”, she softly ordered.

Oh, fuck!

“I don’t know about this…”.

“You won’t know until you try. I’ll be very gentle”.

At a glacial pace, he crawled to the middle of the bed. His squeezed visage started turning orgasmic from the very first swipe of her tongue on his walls of pink pleasure. As she dampened his errant blonde hole hairs, he was powerless to do anything else but relish her wet and warm yearning.

“Mich…”

Every swipe tingled every fiber of his body. Wings of lascivious butterflies fluttered and grazed every sensory part of his innermost desires up until…

“Ahh!” he screamed from what felt like the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Shh, shh, shhh”.

Fuuuuuuck!

Each warm breath felt like a droplet of potion curing the pain from the very first time of being taken.

“Shh, it’s okay”, she let out as she struggled to get the words correct from the deliciously delirious feeling of half her girth embraced tightly by his freshly deflowered orifice.

As her perky pointers and brunette locks brushed his smooth back, she was able to get more inches in. At that very moment, he felt like he has reached the summit of Mount Everest.

Resting and thinking that all he got out of his first bout with a penis was pain, the harbinger of prostate pleasure arrived. Every ache started turning into a novel orgasmic sensation.

“Oh my God…”, he let out—rolling his head and wanting more.

This is the best!

With gung-ho, he pulled out and pushed himself against her—aggressively drawing out more sensate feelings from her sweet candy stick.

“Aaron!”

With a scarlet face and a convulsive state, she felt like she had nothing else to do. He was so consumed in doing the pumping himself—as if he was drying up a well.

Mmm… Angel…

“I’m close!”

“Yes, Michelle…”, he circled and clenched every muscle from his starving orifice. She pounced like a jackrabbit as her breasts jiggled in a myriad of directions.

“It’s here! Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Yes, give it to me!”

“Ahhh!”

Without thinking things through, she opened the floodgates of her pink balls—filling his insides with her thick and warm ladycream.

“Gahhh!” she let out a guttural groan after the very last drop.

As he relished the cream pie that his best friend made for him, thoughts of his crush flooded his mind.

My Angel…

“Wow!” she let out as she unhinged from him.

“Girl! You got rhythm!” he quipped.

“Did you enjoy it bestie?”

He nodded and planted a sweet kiss on her lips.

“Thank you. It was just what I needed”.
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Aaron spent his bum time meeting with different men from dating apps. His apartment’s doorman Rajesh, started joking about how much action he was getting. Within just two weeks, he became one of the top twinks on Grindr.

From the proletariat to young professionals, he has slept with everyone in the workforce. As he and Michelle walked arm-in-arm in his apartment’s lobby decked in beige modernity with their PartyCity bags in tow, she was targeted by the lascivious stares of middle-aged men.

“I can’t wait to be objectified just like you”, he quipped.

“Ha ha! Shut up!”

Shortly after, there they were, in their casual pink cardigan ensembles waiting for the elevator to reach the nineteenth floor. She started wondering as to why an elderly lady in an ecru Chanel tweed jacket intently glared at her from the reflection of the elevator’s round mirror.

Feeling the tension rising,  he greeted, “Good Afternoon, Mrs. Mulroney”.

“Is there a problem?” she let out in an annoyed tone after turning around—facing the snobbish lady head-on.

Oh crap!

“Aaron, as much as I respect everyone’s lifestyle choices, I don’t appreciate you bringing gentlemen into your apartment in the wee hours. The constant banging of your headboard wakes my dog up. I’ve been enduring sleepless nights for the past two weeks”.

“Ding!”

Mrs. Mulroney glared right before exiting the awkward confinement. The friends stood catatonic from the humiliation. As soon as the doors closed…

“Ha ha! And here I am thinking it was about me”.

“That was iconic!” she followed. For some reason, a novel rush coursed through his body from being called out by his reckless romps.

“Am I the town whore?” he replied—causing her to burst into more laughter. Moments later, after an unplanned elevator roundtrip brought upon by wanting to avoid his prissy neighbor, there they were, in his apartment.

The first thing that he did was to move his bed to the other side of the wall. Albeit the desire to clap back, he knew that he was on the wrong side of being a considerate neighbor.

“So, Playboy Bunny, can’t wait!”

“Are you sure I won’t look like some perv that’s trying too hard?”

“Honey, you have a beautiful face. The only thing you have to worry about is where to get the best breastplate and hip pads”.

With utmost hesitation, he started taking off his pink cardigan and blue jeans.

“The girl with the horse dingaling. A novel by Aaron Abrams”, she quipped as he stood in full glory in front of his oval full-length floor mirror.

“Ha ha! Bitch!”

“Straddle for me”, she said as she playfully grazed his behind with the bulge from her white pleated skirt.

“Mmm, mommy”, he moaned with coquettish zest.

“Ouch!” she pulled his stick from behind.

“This is how you get the vaj illusion”. Moments later, his genitals started looking deformed—two balls popping on the sides with a line that looked like it was an opening.

“I can’t do this myself, you have to push them back”.

She took her clothes off and showed him exactly how to tuck his member into looking like something that meowed. After several tries, he finally got it.

“Okay, that’s insane!”

As he pretended to play with his makeshift vaj as if he was a Japanese Adult Video star that was being taken advantage of by some random grandpa in the train, the soft fabric of the black nylon leotards started tickling his hairless legs from her, dressing him up.

“It looks just like a camel toe! This is crazy bestie!”

“You should order a tucking gaff online. You’re too hung for this. I’ll send you the link”.

She continued covering his body with the rest of the feminine fabric, complete with black upper-length gloves.

That’s hot!

“Not sure you’d fit in these but what the hell”.

Every constriction from the shiny black leather thigh-high boots was enough to make him give up—but determined to witness how he looked in full Playboy Bunny attire, he slid harder—curling his toes and worming his size twelve feet into her size ten shoes.

There were many things to be said about him being passable, but nobody could deny how glorious his figure was in the sexy outfit that fitted it like a glove.

“This is getting better and better”, she gleefully remarked. He turned around, revealing the bunny tail from his leotard.

“Toot toot, beep beep!” she playfully uttered as she squeezed the fluffy tail that looked like a mini pompom. As he twirled in front of the mirror and made supermodel poses, she brushed the long blonde wig that they bought from PartyCity.

A few moments later, there he was, looking like Crystal Heffner when she first debuted in the defunct men’s magazine.

“And for the crown”.

Right after seeing himself with the black and white ears along with the coquettish ensemble, he knew that he had the potential to make a beautiful girl.

Suddenly, tears started streaming down his delicate cheeks.

“Awww, why?”. As his best friend began consoling him with a tight hug and subsequent brushes on the back, she started bursting into tears, not knowing as to why the fun activity turned into a melodrama.

“It’s just, I feel so happy. I look like who I wanted to be”. She embraced him tighter, letting him know that she was there to help him every step of the way.

Moments later, they started discussing how she went about her transition. She started talking about how she’d stolen her mother’s birth control pills and the procedures that she has gone through.

Breast augmentation, laser hair removal, facial feminization surgery, Brazilian butt lift, vampire facials, collagen and placenta supplements, estrogen patches, anti-androgen, and more, were all novel to him. But he listened intently and absorbed everything that he could in hopes of achieving even just ten percent of her femininity.

That’s insane…

However, he wasn’t ready to give his virility up. The thought of castration, penile inversion, and the impotence brought upon by hormone replacement medication were too severe for someone like him who was just starting out.

“Anyway, enough of the jargons. If you’re going to start living as a woman, Aaron won’t cut it”.

Hmmm…

“I don’t like complicating things, that’s why I went from Michael to Michelle”.

“You look like a Michelle”.

“What does that mean?”

“I don’t know”. He shrugged and giggled realizing that what he just uttered made zilch sense.

“You shady bitch! You know, you’ve always been a little bitch. How about Regina?”

“How about no?”

“Kristen”.

“Hmmm, it sounds unromantic. I want something sexy but smart. Just like my personality”. She playfully rolled her eyes at his narcissistic utterance.

“I’ve always liked the name Amanda…”. Her face lit up from his revelation. Amanda, it made total sense and it had a nice ring to his surname.

“Amanda…”, she said as she Googled the name’s meaning.

“Amanda, worthy of love or beloved. Oh wow, so beautiful!”

Worthy of love?

“Amanda Abrams. Yasss! I love it bestie!” he exclaimed—almost gushing eternally.

“Welcome to womanhood Miss Amanda Abrams!”
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Aaron, now Amanda, did not only have a change in look. After being asked out by more than ten men in one night alone at the Halloween party that she attended with Michelle, her disposition took a 180degree turn as well.

She spoiled her female self to the hilt, with beauty procedures, salon appointments, vitamins, clothes, accessories, and more. A low-protein and low-calorie diet to emasculate her body was added to her feminizing regime, along with the inclusion of yams which were naturally rich in estrogen.

One of her best investments was dying her hair raven and getting hair extensions. She was skinny and had black bone-straight hair, alabaster skin, and sparkling blue eyes. She looked just like Megan Fox in the movie Jennifer’s Body.

It was a snowy February afternoon in the windy city and she couldn’t stop staring at her beauty from her MAC compact powder in the lobby of Springsteen Relations. It was the biggest advertising firm in Chicago and had the strictest of the strict requirements when hiring people.

“Amanda Abrams?” the female receptionist in a black suit ensemble announced. Being the only one in the room decked in chrome and black marble modernity, she took her time. Mesmerization became a reoccurrence whenever she passed by something that reflected her image.

Brimming with confidence, she painted the dark room with a bright pop of color with her white collared blouse with a red knot, a red jersey pencil skirt that hugged her spurting hips tightly, 4-inches red open-toe pumps that seductively showed her red pedicure, and a red Givenchy Antigona handbag that would take her two years to pay.

Oh wow!

As surprised as she was by how hunky the black male interviewer was—his eyes couldn’t escape the hypnotic shade of her Ruby Woo lipstick.

“P-p-please, sit down”.

He jumped out of his black executive chair, giving her a better view of every girthy muscle from his arms that was begging to escape from his tight white linen shirt.

Mmm, look at those guns...

Luckily, she wore a tucking gaffe, unluckily, her sweet stick started to hurt from trying to escape the confines of the restrictive layers of fabric.

“I’m Mathew, Mathew Johnson”, he greeted with a shaky voice as he towered over her at 6ft. 4in. albeit she was in high heels.

“Amanda Abrams”.

Without batting an eyelash, she intently stared at the oppressive bulge from his black slacks. As he examined her resume, she couldn’t do anything but gulp from the delicious golden tan tint of his skin.

I bet it tastes like honey…

His strong nose, full lips, lush lashes, and bald head made her all the more curious as to what he was packing.

So masculine…

“Your portfolio is good but why do you keep on switching jobs?”

Suddenly, her heart dropped—disturbing her lustful state.

“You know how the economy is Mathew. Lay-offs are common”.

“We don’t really hire someone without at least three years of work in one company”.

At that very moment, she wanted to take her pumps off and plant her heels on his bald head. However, she came up with a better idea. She thought that since working for Springsteen was off the table, she’d do something more purposefully for the time and effort that she has given for the interview.

“But I’ve been working the same position for many years…”. She didn’t know what it was, but her subconscious thoughts commanded her to take her right shoe off, raise her foot, and land it on his bulge under his glass desk.

“Miss…”, tried as he might, her mastery with toe curling felt like she was rubbing his yearning with her fingers.

I know you want it!

“I’m very… experienced”. She gracefully stood up and locked the door as he pulled away from the table. She sat on his lap—circling her hips to the rhythm of his carnal desires.

“This is nuts…”, he moaned—erected with guilt for not adhering to the rules that he should’ve been abiding by, being the head of the Human Resources Department and all. She flipped her hair and offered him a siren-like gaze, causing him to do nothing but succumb and put his hands behind his neck.

“Damn, Miss Abrams, you’re a wild woman!”

“Oh honey, you have no idea”.

With feminine vigor, she unbuckled his belt, determined to let him know that she was indeed, experienced. Shortly after, there they were, his girthy thighs that could choke someone to eternal slumber and black bikini briefs that could barely contain his milk chocolate bar.

Like a tiger that was just released from its cage, she pulled the tiny fabric that created the distance between her mouth and his black pole away from his legs. Her tongue trailed his black-sock-covered ankles then his legs up to his groin.

“Mmm, Miss Abrams…”.

“Call me Amanda”. She opened her eyes right after the tip of her nose hit a solid wall that stood proudly at ten inches.

Big…Black…Cock…

Maybe it was the scent of his shiny black lush carpet of pubic hair or perhaps, the evident veins that popped from his girthy shaft, or maybe it was the pink mushroom head that was leaking with streaks of premature ejaculation, but at that very moment, she could do nothing else but open her mouth wide.

“Mmm!” she let out a guttural groan—shaking her head and relishing a mouthful.

It’s true what they say…

“Oh baby!” he let out in a careful volume, enjoying the very first time that someone has taken all ten inches of him in a single attempt.

She couldn’t get a word out and she was happy to be so. She bobbed up and down, creating squeaking noises from his executive chair, proudly taking him in her wet and warm passage.

Angel…

“I’m gonna!”

“I’m gonna!”

With eyes widened, tears flowing down her cheeks, and saliva dampening his thighs, she intensified her suckling.

“Ahhh!”

Finally, he felt the calm from the storm. His pounding heart started beating at a slower pace as she relished his abundant babygravy like it was a spoonful of honey from a Cedar tree.

“You… are… wild! Whooo!”

She giggled as she swallowed his unborn heirs before taking baby wipes from her bag.

“Here”, she offered. After moments of erasing the smudged lipstick from her sloppy service and him, wiping her saliva off his member, there they were, back to their professional dispositions.

“Well, Miss Abrams, I’m a fair guy and I believe in equality”.

“I also like the fact that you’re a trans woman. It’s probably going to elevate the inclusivity in this company”, he said, knowing full well that he only hired her in hopes of getting regular afternoon delights.

This is it!

“You’re hired!”

“Oh my God! Thank you, thank you! Ugh, you’re the best, Mr. Johnson!”

“Please, call me Mathew. I’m only a year older than you”, he informed with a naughty wink.
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After working for a month in the company, the novelty started wearing off for Amanda. Albeit enjoying her double life as the mysterious newbie in the graphics department, having engaged in non-paid overtime hours with Juan, the janitor, other times, Brad, the security guard, and most of the time, Mathew, with nobody else in her mind but a certain Angel, she started realizing that her work, compared to her colleagues, sucked.

Determined to keep her job as she knew that she only got her position by laying on her back, her designs needed to improve. At exactly 5:05 PM before dusk settled on the city, eight of her colleagues started clocking out.

She couldn’t take her sight away from the budding yellow daffodil in a small pot on her oak desk as her mind did its best to muster every information that it could recall on how to improve her craft.

“Working late?” Riley Roberts, the Art Department’s top graphic designer, two years her junior but had light years of knowledge ahead of her when it came to logos and designs, queried in a friendly manner before brushing his short blonde locks to the back of his head.

A shy smile replaced her pensive visage as she wheeled her chair—providing him more space to pry on her current project.

“I don’t know, I just feel like there’s something not right about this one”.

He smells so damn good…

He took his black-framed glasses from his black t-shirt’s breast pocket to determine why she was making such a big fuss on a croissant line vector. Too busy drowning in the sillage of his Montblanc Explorer perfume, she missed the chance to notice how intently he stared at her alabaster thighs brought upon by the generosity of her red patent leather skirt.

“It’s good but you have to remember, when you’re designing, you need to draw out emotions”.

I know plenty of things I could draw out of your balls.

“If you add flakes around it, it’s not just a croissant. It lets them know that it’s crispy, perfectly baked, buttery…”, but before he could finish reciting all the adjectives that he could come up with to describe the complexities surrounding what constitutes delicious French bread, she pulled his shirt and drew his mouth to hers.

“Delicious?” she said with warm breaths. Tension rose on his 6ft. lanky physique, and so did his member. Like a genie in a bottle, she rubbed aggressively, begging him to release what he was hiding.

Oh!

But before she could maneuver him, he knelt and sunk his face into her skirt.

“I’ve always wanted to suck a trans woman’s clitty”. His emerald eyes brimmed with utmost vulnerability, locked into hers.

“Well, today’s you’re lucky day”. She stood up, turned around, and unzipped the back of her pencil skirt, giving him a view of her untucked blouse and her behind that resembled two scoops of vanilla ice cream that were parted by a thin lace fabric of the crimson shade.

Glacially, she turned around once more, revealing a flat crotch. At that very moment, he thought that she just crushed his utmost fantasies, up until she straddled and untucked her eight inches of sweet yearning.

Seeing the shaft and head that peaked from the thin fabric turned him into a trance. Without thinking things through, he rolled her panties down and started servicing her.

“Mmm, is this your dream?”

“Hmmm, hmmm, hmmm!”

He couldn’t get a word out. He was so consumed by the novel taste of her estrogen-laced candy stick.

“Oh, dear!” she let out as she pulled his hair from the gusto that he exhibited.

“Ah!”

Angel… my Angel…

“Ahh!”

“Riley, it’s—“, but before she could finish her exclamations, her body started rewarding his hard work with her ladycream. Right after his first taste of her yearning, he soiled his blue jeans with his babygravy.

“This is the best. Thank you”, he carefully let out as his mouth was filled with a pool of her abundant white honey. She crouched and leaned closer to plant a sweet kiss on his honey-laced lips.

“You’re quite good for a first-timer”.
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A week later, Amanda learned everything that she needed to know when it came to sellable designs. Thanks to Riley, her new works had an increase of 80% in acceptance rate. Moreover, he gave her over thirty of his designs and more than half of them were selected to be used for the Summer campaign of Coca-Cola.

Taking credit for his work was not an issue. Besides, she fed him well, and with something that he couldn’t get elsewhere. Her only issue was how to celebrate her newfound success using the pending bonuses that she would get two weeks later.

“You have got to tell me where you bought those shoes or I’d have to kill you”, Michelle said as they strolled the streets of downtown Chicago in their Spring chiffon dresses, Amanda in red and her in Blue.

“Oh, this old thing? Jimmy Choo”. Amanda proudly lifted her leg and rolled her feet—torturing her best friend with the view of her bedazzled snake-skin Jimmy Choo wedge shining brightly under the city’s afternoon sunshine in a playfully braggadocious manner.

“You bitch! Once you’re bored with them you know my address”.

“You wish!”

Moments later, there they were, in the kitchen section of Macy’s.

“Finally, I get to buy that stupid espresso machine”.

“I don’t get it. Why would you spend $600 when you have coffee machines in your office. And I’ve known you for many years, you only drink Caramel Macchiato, which is, by the way, hardly coffee.”

Well, she’s not wrong…

“I guess, it was embedded in my head that when I have that thing in my kitchen, I somehow made it. Besides, everyone in MacroInfluence has one”.

“Ugh, I hate fluorescent lighting. Well, you’re not there anymore. You’re Amanda and you work for Springsteen Relations now. How about a new machine for the new you?”

Amanda gushed at the idea and sprinted toward the rows of coffee machines. Disinterested, Michelle went to the shoe section and decided to meet up with her an hour later in the lingerie section.

So many options!

Choosing the coffee machine based on her liking proved harder than she thought. For a long time, she was used to living her life, buying things, and making decisions based on what the people around her thought best.

For some reason, the De’Longhi Specialista espresso machine’s shiny exterior tugged her body.

$899… that’s too…

“Oh, sorry!” a 6ft. 2in. man in a charcoal Paul Frank suit said after accidentally brushing her hands from their synchronized attempts of examining the machine. A cold rush coursed through her body—solidifying every dead follicle in her skin brought upon by successive laser hair removal treatments.

“Oh, no, it’s okay”, she shyly remarked before stepping out of the way. He gave her a kind smile before leaning closer to the machine as she stood catatonic, mesmerized by how sculpted his face was and how neatly his brunette beard was shaven—hypnotized by the sillage of his Creed Aventus perfume.

“Again, I’m so sorry, miss?”

The gentleman offered his hand and at that very moment, she felt like her heart leaped out of her dress. The way his deep brown eyes were elaborately framed by his thick eyebrows that contrasted against his alabaster skin—intently staring at her, were all too much to handle.

“Amanda”, she gingerly replied—enduring the jolts of excitement brought upon by the tactile sensation from his smooth hands.

“Oh sorry, I have to –“, he said after briefly looking at his Apple watch and sprinting out of the aisle. Still feeling the after-effects of his cuteness’ magnitude, she shook her body, almost in a convulsive state.

He is so damn cute!

Moments later, there they were, in line to buy her ornamental $899 coffee maker, and couldn’t stop talking about the hot mystery coffee machine man.

The next morning, as she gazed at the magnificence of her overpriced coffee maker atop her white kitchen counter, pride occupied her visage. Proud that she was starting to make decisions based solely on her choices… and with the help of a cute stranger. At that very moment, she promised herself that she wouldn’t allow anyone else’s opinion to influence her future anymore.
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Two weeks later, as Amanda nervously waited on one of the round tables of Z-Bar, decked in purple and white modernity lit by soft yellow sconces at The Peninsula Chicago, she couldn’t stop pressing the errant split ends of her hair extensions.

Why the fuck did I even agree to this?

Marcus Burchard, the Chief Financial Officer of Coca-Cola, who was greatly impressed with Springsteen’s outputs, wanted to sign the company for a five-year contract worth three million dollars. At the table were 51-year-old Heidi Lombardi, Springsteen’s CFO, Riley Roberts, Head of the Graphics Department… who also knew how to give amazing head, and Amanda, the rookie who was perturbed as to why she was even invited.

“Stop fidgeting”, Heidi said as she rubbed Amanda’s wrist to calm her down.

“Sorry, it’s just, I don’t understand why I have to be a part of this”.

“Marcus really likes your work. It’s only right for him to meet you”.

Amanda saw Riley turn his head toward her in her peripheral vision after Heidi let out the consoling yet misleading information. Consumed with guilt, she gulped and nodded before squeezing the top button of her red linen blouse.

Moments later, there he was, Marcus Burchard, in a black Armani suit. The 5ft. 11in. bachelor in his early sixties aged like fine wine and was also one of the select few who had the face to sport greying hair.

Oh wow!

“Ahh, Heidi”, he greeted before shaking her hand—blinding Amanda with the brilliance of his gold Rolex Oyster Perpetual Date watch.

“We spoke over the phone Mr. Burchard. This is Riley, head of graphics, and Amanda, the one I was talking about”.

He leaned closer and took her hand before planting it with a chivalrous kiss. Brimming with envy and wanting to square up with the older gentleman, Riley calmed himself down by rolling the sleeves of his white linen shirt.

Blushing in shock at the sweet gesture, she started wondering why it was only her who got a kiss on the hand.

Maybe he likes me…

The afternoon went by so fast with the help of Hors d'oeuvres, several Cosmopolitan glasses, compliments on Amanda’s works that Riley owned, Heidi’s desperation to sign the contract, and Riley’s full effort not to punch the smug man who used every opportunity to flirt with Amanda.

“Look at the time. It was really great to meet all of you. Heidi, thank Miss Abrams in advance. If it weren’t for her amazing work, we’d still be outsourcing our stuff”, Marcus informed after peering at his expensive watch.

At that very moment, Riley wanted to grab him by the collar and yell that it was he who made all of the designs. But from fear of Amanda outing his lewd overtime romps with her, he tightened his fists under the table instead.

I’m sorry, Riley…

“By the way, I have to discuss some things with Miss Abrams about her work”.

He likes me! How typical.

“Do you mind?” Heidi looked at her with begging eyes. It was three million dollars on the line and with the year-end bonuses from the contract, she could finally buy the retirement manor that she has been eyeing in Florida.

“Please, just call me Amanda”. She turned to Heidi, relishing the latter’s mouthed Thank You—avoiding Riley’s vicious gaze. Marcus offered his arm as he lasciviously stared at her long legs peaking from the slit of her black pencil skirt and her bedazzled strappy Guiseppe Zanotti heels.

Suddenly, as they glacially exited the restaurant, they were stopped in their tracks.

Oh!

There he was, the mystery man from Macy’s, in a white linen shirt with a navy blue Ralph Lauren Purple Label suit hanging on his forearm.

“Oh, hi! Coffee machine girl?”

“Oh,  he—hello”.

As she tried her best not to express the shiver in her spine, she unintentionally squeezed Marcus’ arm.

“If you’ll excuse us”, Marcus said, with a raised eyebrow before accompanying her to the hotel’s driveway. His hand started wandering to her lower back, grazing every fiber of her body.

Ugh… this old bastard.

Her attraction to Marcus dwindled from his interruption of her second chance meeting with the man. But she also thought that if she refused his seduction, it may entail the company, losing the deal. Many things can be said about Amanda but nobody could deny that when it came to work, she was a team player.

“Those are some sexy shoes. I wonder if the size matches what’s between your legs”, he said with warm breaths—tickling the back of her ears and blessing her olfactory sense with the scent of his DIOR Sauvage perfume.

Oh… he knows…

Moments later, there they were, sitting at the back of his black Rolls Royce limousine.

“Just go around the block until I tell you to stop”. He pressed the button to close the partition. The back of Jose, the driver’s head was still visible when Marcus started painting her neck with aggressive kisses.

Well… this will do for now…

“The moment I saw the photo on your company’s website and it said that you were trans, I knew that I had to have you”.

She giggled from the flattery and rewarded his member with a gentle rub.

“Oomph, I know you like me too”.

“Oh Marcus, don’t flatter yourself that much. I’m just doing this for the company”, she playfully let out before rolling her tongue with his.

“Well, nothing wrong with a hardworking woman”.

As a busy C-suite executive, he had no time to waste. He rolled down her black jersey pencil skirt—revealing the throbbing candy stick restricted by her red nylon panties.

Like a kid in the candy store, he unwrapped her with his teeth and started sucking with gung-ho.

“Ahh!”

“Mmm, mmm”.

Coffee cutie…

As he bobbed his head up and down, she couldn’t stop the mystery man’s visage from entering her consciousness. She started wondering how it’d feel if the warm and wet sensations were coming from his pink lips and he was the one sharing a limousine joy ride with her.

“Play with yourself”.

He lifted her legs and started sniffing her feet like a madman. Her toes, ankles, shoe straps, and legs were drenched with his saliva.

“What a beautiful woman!”

He removed her shoe, as if he was Prince Charming in Cinderella, and started treating her toes like popsicle sticks on a hot summer day.

This feels so good…

Luckily for Marcus, she was ticklish everywhere but her feet. As he realized his fantasy, almost chipping the polish from her red pedicure, she stroked her candy stick with the mystery man’s lips in her mind.

Struggling to maintain the edging, he let out his hairy eight inches of girthy delight and started rubbing her feet aggressively on his pinkish shaft.

As she embraced his girth with her curled toes, she offered her shestaff and left it all to his hands—willingly turning all his raunchiest fantasies into life.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Fuck, Amanda, you little slu—“. But before he could finish calling her out of her name, he started lacing his expensive shirt and her right foot with his daddygravy.

Shortly after, as she thrusted his palm from the confines of the backseat causing his Rolex to create metallic jiggling sounds…

“Marc!”

He leaned close to her crotch, ensuring that not a drop of her ladygravy was wasted.

“Mmm”.

“You like it? Daddy?”

He nodded with eyes closed as he continued drawing out every saccharine drop from her member. As she brushed his hair with her fingers, thoughts of the mystery man kept creeping in again.

“You’re so sweet”, he said with warm breaths.

“I try to keep it that way”.

Moments later, like a true gentleman, he gave him her calling card before dropping her off at her apartment building.

“Give me a call anytime, Sugar”.

He blew a kiss before closing the windows and asking his driver to take him back to his hotel.
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A week later, at exactly 2:02 PM, Mathew interrupted Amanda’s lunch break which she spent by shading a vector that looked like ballet shoes.

“What are you working on?”

“It’s a gift for this author friend of mine, Lilly Lustwood. She’s changing the cover of her book called Prima Ballerina. What’s up?”

“Come to my office”.

Well, I kinda miss his BBC and I haven’t had lunch yet.

She stared playfully at him—rolling her shoulders to feel the boner from his gray slacks.

“That’s for after work. Seriously, I have good news”.

“Miss Abrams, the sexiest graphic designer in the whole world. Our Assistant Operations Manager, Nilda, do you know her?” Her visage beamed as she anticipated.

“She is pregnant and she’s planning to focus on motherhood… and Heidi championed for you to take over”.

What!?

“I don’t know anything about management”.

“That’s why you’ll start as an assistant. Mr. Lopez will teach you everything that you need to know”.

As he grazed her hands with his fingertips in a mild flirtation, her decision of an 80-20 figure culminated.

I can’t do it.

“Double your pay, less work, a brand new private office where I can go in and out of, if you know what I mean”. His face lit up as he lifted her hand and gave it a peck.

Hearing the perks blew her reluctant thoughts out of the floor-to-ceiling window of his office. She inserted her index finger in his yearning mouth.

“I guess that makes me your boss now”.

“Mmm hmm, yes ma’am”.

She glacially stood up and gently kicked his chair, maneuvering his sight and giving him a view of her, unbuttoning her pinstripe blouse and black pencil skirt.

He stood up and locked the door before releasing his masculine body from the confines of his white linen shirt.

After enjoying another illicit rendezvous with Mathew, she decided to meet up with Michelle for drinks at Elliot’s Bar just beside her office after work.

As the lascivious young professionals in their linen shirts and loosened buttons stared at the power duo in the sports bar decked in wood and balls modernity, Michelle couldn’t stop herself from soaking in the attention in her neon pink tube top and micro-mini skirt ensemble. Not in the mood to talk to strangers, Amanda pulled her best friend out of the bar and into one of the tables.

“What’s wrong?”

“I want to talk to you about something serious”.

“Ugh, tell me”, Michelle said in an annoyed tone.

“I got promoted to Assistant Operations Manager”.

“Oh my God! Bitch! What kind of brujeria did you do?”

“Bruhe-what-ya?”

“It’s witchcraft. Anyway, so why don’t you look happy”. Amanda’s faint smile disappeared as she sipped the last drop of her Martini.

“Well, I just feel like, it’s weird. You know, getting promoted when you know that you don’t deserve it”.

Michelle held her hand and intently stared at her.

“Look at me”.

“So what if you got ahead by giving head?” Amanda giggled from her best friend’s Sex and the City reference but listened closely.

“This life has been so unfair to women like us. Especially to you, maybe it’s the universe’s way of making up to you. Besides, you’re just receiving the rewards of your work. It’s not like you’re forcing them to promote you”.

Well, she makes a lot of sense…

“Hi, sorry to disturb you guys. May I just say, you’re very beautiful”, a lanky brunette man with excellent style complimented—clearly letting them know that it was for her best friend in a slutty pink ensemble.

“Can I buy you drinks?” Michelle nodded without consulting her best friend who was still pensive about her promotion. An hour later, the man invited Michelle for a walk. After witnessing the chemistry between the two, she gave him her blessing and stayed in the sports bar.

Michelle gave her a kiss-to-kiss cheek before making their exit.

“Don’t do anything stupid”, she whispered.

“Coming from the office slut? Just kidding, love you bestie”.

Ha ha! Bitch!

At exactly 9:45 PM, too tired to walk, she took a cab.

Oh my God!

As soon as she opened the taxi’s door, the mystery man appeared, on the way to the bar donned in a black suit ensemble. She wanted to sprint towards him but she knew how ghastly she looked after preening in the bathroom mirror.

Hair disheveled, body reeked with the smell of liquor, and pale and dry lips caused by seven Martini glasses—she shook the idea off and closed the door.
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Two weeks later, as Amanda started decorating the shelves of her new office decked in all-white and glass with Sailor Moon action figures, Riley knocked on her door.

“Congrats”.

Fuck!

She has been avoiding him due to the shame of taking credit for his work.

“Isn’t it fun being a pretty girl? Using other’s works, fucking bosses, getting promoted…”, he said as he locked the ivory door.

“Riley… about that”. But before she could come up with an explanation, he pressed her shoulders after unzipping his blue jeans, forcing her to kneel and service him.

She retaliated with feminine vigor but her push was too weak for his aggressive yearning.

“Stop it!”

“What, have you forgotten to say thank you? You ungrateful bitch!”

He slapped her face and pressed her shoulders once again. Not appreciating his unnecessary answer to what she did, she cupped his yearning and squeezed it with gung-ho, making him feel a novel pain like no other.

“Just so you fucking know!”

“Ahh! S-stop—”

“I have a collection of the videos you sent me of you, screaming my name and telling me how much you want me in your ass in my cloud storage. If you don’t want me to jumpstart your OnlyFans career, you’ll stop this foolery right this very moment!”

With not a fight left out of the agony dealt by her hand and what she had in her cloud storage, he fell to the floor and started tearing up.

“Amanda, I—I, don’t know what has gotten into me”.

Riley…

“S-sorry”.

“I guess I’m just jealous… by the promotion, the men, the—“.

“Shh, shh”.

Albeit still in shock, she did care about him.

“You know you can’t be jealous. You have a girlfriend… and the promotion, it’s not even related to design…”.

Hearing her reasonable explanation, albeit he trumped her in a professional sense, made him realize how silly he was.

“I promise, I won’t do it again”.

“It’s okay. Well, since you’re already here”. Her body let out a sigh of relief.

“We need to bless this new office. Will you help me?”

She looked at him with a siren gaze as she rubbed his member.

“Damn, Miss Abrams…”.

They exchanged wet kisses before disheveling her white blazer bossy lady ensemble that she specifically wore for her first day as the new Assistant Operations Manager.

After feeding each other with creams from their makeup sixty-nine, her throat was dying for something less creamy—a good ole’ cup of black coffee.

Casually walking side-by-side in the oppressive pantry area of the building as if nothing happened between the two of them in her new office, Riley couldn’t hide the excitement on his face after seeing five brand new De’Longhi Specialista espresso machines in a row.

“Man! I judged you too early. First day and you already got the company exactly what it needed!”

“No silly. This is not my doing”.

Having the exact same model at home, she helped him operate.

“What flavor do you like?”

“I’ll have what you’re getting”.

“Black”.

“Damn, and you just had white meat”.

“Ha ha! Shh!”

Moments later, there they were, in the conference room decked in black marble walls, brown leather chairs, and lit by blinding white fluorescent ceiling lights that could host fifty employees, waiting for the announcements about the new operations.

“Please welcome our new Assistant Operations Manager, Miss Amanda Abrams”, Mr. Lopez, the 41-year-old Operations Manager of Springsteen Relations who could pass as a telenovela lead actor with his buff 6ft. body, golden tan, and Latino charm, announced in his black suit attire.

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

He fixed his maroon tie in anticipation and gave her an extra tight hug.

“Can’t wait to taste you”, he whispered lasciviously before giving her the floor.

Oh wow…

“Ahh… wow. I—“. With an unstoppable stutter, she pressed her hands together and took a deep breath.

“Nilda, I wish you all the best. I can’t imagine how I could fill your shoes”.

“The bitch is a size 12”, a blonde female colleague in the audience told her Asian friend—causing the latter to giggle at her transphobic joke.

“But I’m gonna do my best to help Mr. Lopez”, Amanda followed.

“Help unclog his pipes. Cheap slut”, the Asian friend said as the room drowned in the sound of applause and howls of men. Mr. Lopez returned to the podium while fighting his boner from hearing Amanda’s promise of aid.

“Thank you, Ms. Abrams”.

Suddenly…

“Oh, Mr. Princeton’s here!”, he announced.

Oh my God!

There he was, the mystery man, walking in the middle aisle between the audience chairs in his navy blue Armani suit ensemble—causing the female employees’ jaws to drop and male employees to stand in protective poses from the harrowing threat of his looks bogarting the company’s female attention.

“He’s our new CEO ladies and gentlemen. Don’t worry about the tardiness, he’s a busy man”, he quipped.

“But seriously, thanks for the new coffee machines!” he added, causing the audience to cheer.

Oh… that’s why.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please give a round of applause for Springsteen Relations’ new CEO, Mr. Angelo Princeton”.

What the hell!? Angel!?

Her mind started playing a montage as she was seated in the front row beside Nilda. Memories of Angelo, her crush from grade school and up to that day turned out to be her mystery man. Every time that she had sex with somebody, she couldn’t help but remember the heroic look on his face after protecting her from being beaten up by jocks for being effeminate during senior high.

“Thanks, Mr. Lopez. Well, I hope you guys enjoyed your morning coffee. Sorry about being late. My flight was delayed from L.A.”.

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

With his every utterance, she felt as if bunnies were jumping inside her stomach, hopping their way from her intestines to her heart.

“Oh!” he let out in surprise after seeing her in the audience.

Play it cool…

She raised her head and smiled, thinking that she did it elegantly but the reality was that her eyebrows almost reached her scalp from utmost excitement.

With a scarlet face from the embarrassment of being late and seeing her again, he commenced his introduction.
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After the announcements, Mr. Lopez led Angelo to his new office along with Amanda. He was obsessed with talking, not giving the two a single chance of expressing their thoughts.

“So, this is your office. Amanda, please show him around. I have a meeting in five”, he said before exiting the CEO’s office decked in Narra wood and black leather that could fit ten more working spaces.

“Uhm, does he talk a lot?” With a scarlet face, she nodded.

“From what I know, he does. Sorry, this is also my first day in this position”.

I think he should know…

As she examined the custom-made gray Venetian blinds that could cover a 180-degree floor-to-ceiling view, he gingerly walked toward her.

“So, should I call you Miss or Mrs?”.

Oh, damn!

“Mi-Miss… Miss Abrams, Amanda Abrams! Just, Amanda!”

Hearing her surname pulled his eyes out of their sockets. He realized that after having an extended closer look at her face by Chicago’s afternoon sunshine, she eerily resembled his former schoolmate Aaron.

“I had this classmate, A… A…”.

“Aaron”, she said to end the torture of fighting premature memory gap.

“Right! Wait!? How do you know? You do look like him. Are you his sister?”

Oh God… here goes nothing.

“No… it’s me, I transitioned”.

He sauntered closer—in disbelief. After profuse head-to-toe looks, he still couldn’t believe that she was his schoolmate.

“Seriously!?”

She nodded and looked away. Without thinking things through, he gave her a warm embrace.

Oh!

Her knees started feeling like they were made out of gelatin. His warmth wasn’t the kind that felt like it needed resolve. She felt nurtured, secured, and didn’t want it to end.

“Look at you! Wow, you’re beautiful!”

“Oh stop. Look at you, you’re still as handsome as before”.

“Wow, this is great. Can’t believe I’ll be working closely with a fellow Kingsporter”.

She couldn’t do anything but gaze at his face as she was warped back into the disposition of her former closeted self. At the back of her mind, she felt that he wouldn’t give her the time of day. After all, he was the prom king, and his reign extended to where she worked as the company’s youngest CEO.

“Let’s have lunch”.

“Oh, sure, we have three cafeterias”.

“No, I want to take you somewhere proper”, he said with a wink.

Oh my God, oh my fuckin’ God!

At that very moment, she didn’t know which area to pinch in her body to determine if everything that was happening wasn’t just a figment of her imagination.

A few moments later, there they were, in Arturo’s, a Spanish Michelin-Starred restaurant that was three streets away from their office. Sitting across each in the al-fresco area decked in oppressive pastel grey ceramic pots with fresh red tulips, reminding everyone in the city how glorious Spring was in Chicago, she couldn’t look him in the eyes.

“You know, I haven’t been completely nice to you back in Kingsport, so for that, I’m sorry”.

Although he did save her once from bullies, he did bully her several times by constant catcalling, making her do effeminate gestures to cause a laugh, and squeezing her humps playfully from time to time.

“You weren’t that bad. I mean, you didn’t hurt me, at least, physically…”.

“Oh no, I’d never do that. My mom taught me not to hurt girls and at that time, I didn’t see you as a boy”.

Angelo…

“Well, thank you very much”.

As they reminisced the memories with tapas and ensaladas…

“You have a…”

Oh…

With gentle hands, he wiped the salad dressing from the side of her mouth—turning her visage as pink as a French macaron.

“So, are you still with Meredith?”

Surprised by the query, he forcefully swallowed his big chunk of red meat.

“No, we broke up a long time ago”.

“Are you still in touch with your best friend? I forgot his name”.

“Michael, well, she’s Michelle now”.

Unintentionally, his eyebrows rose as his eyes widened from the double transition information.

“Wow, that’s really cool”.

“That salad looks sad, why don’t you try some of this meat?”

Oh, Angelo, you have no idea…

With a beaming face, she nodded and opened her mouth. As she relished the salty and savory flavor of his tapa, he couldn’t stop staring at her juicy pink lips.

“It’s very delicious”.

He gave her a proud smile before taking another bite. As they waited for the bill, she started taking the credit card out of her red Prada wallet.

Blessed with another touch from his hands in an effort to stop her plan of paying for the meal, she felt her heart jump out of her white blazer.

“Amanda, I’m the man. Let me pay”.

At that very moment, she felt like she was Princess Jasmine from Aladdin, riding the magic carpet with a generous and chivalrous gentleman who took her to places that she has never been to and evoked emotions that she has never felt before.

You’re the man…

As she strolled elatedly side-by-side with the man of her dreams, she briefly wished that the sidewalk was endless. To her, nothing felt as good as being with someone she liked and who was not ashamed to be with her in public. Suddenly…

“Oh, crap!” she let out.

Profuse droplets started pouring out of nowhere. He grabbed her wrist and led her under a bookstore’s gray awning. He took his suit off and lifted his arms to cover them from the rain. Looking down and inhaling his sillage that proved more appealing for her than any Spring flower was the only thing that she could do.

As she stared at his tan Italian leather shoes covered by rain bubbles, she saw him take something out of his pocket. There it was, a red tulip that he picked from one of the restaurant’s pots.

“I got this for you”.

This is not real…

“Thank you”, she said, still in disbelief at what was happening. As she tried taking the flower from him, he started interlacing his fingers with hers before ducking and kissing her in the rain.

The chill started dissipating as the temperature of her body rose. Her doubts were quickly overshadowed by the tactile sensations brought upon by his sweet surprise.

This is real…

“Sorry”, he nervously said after pulling away.

He was unsure as to why he did what he did. He has never fantasized about being with a trans woman before and he couldn’t explain the tension his body felt every time she was around.

Without thinking things through, he drew her closer to him once more to commence their canoodling. Succumbing to his body’s yearning, he let the April rain wash all of his stern heterosexual beliefs away.

After a week of having lunches together and expressing their mutual likeness, they were officially dating. However, they both decided to keep what they had discreetly, not because she was a transgender woman, but because he was her boss and it was unethical.

As she waited for him to finish examining her weekly report, he couldn’t stop his peripheral vision from peaking at her black leather pencil skirt across his oppressive oak desk. He thought, fuck work ethics.

He stood up and carried her before gently placing her atop his oak desk. As the Venetian blinds shut down from his Alexa command, he started painting her neck with passionate kisses.

“Angelo…”, she said with a lascivious moan as she unbuttoned her black silk blouse. His blue linen shirt needed to go, he felt, revealing his masculine physique that looked like it was crafted in a photo editing software.

Keeping his back warm with her legs dressed in black nylon stockings and 5-inch black crocodile stilettos, he removed his belt—disturbing the room’s silence with a metallic jiggle.

“I can’t take it anymore!” he briefly said before releasing the tiny breast growth from her black nylon bra brought upon by her hormone replacement medication.

Like a rabid dog, he cupped them together and suckled on her pink pointers. She clawed his back from the mindblowing sensation brought upon by her extra sensate nipples and his extra expression of his yearning.

As he devoured her, his hands felt like they had a life of their own, aggressively rolling her skirt away from her legs. His right hand trailed her stockings, thighs, and…

“No!”

He took both of her hands and locked them in the air before burrowing his face between her thighs.

Oh my God!

“I haven’t gotten the operation done yet…”. He lifted his head and looked her in the eyes.

“It’s okay”.

He rolled her black nylon panties down, revealing her beating eight-incher. After a single flick on her lady head from his tongue, she knew that he was the only man for her.

“Ange—“. She couldn’t finish calling out his name. His fervor was profound and didn’t leave room for exaltations. Tight suckling, covered teeth, and deep takings were all part of the services he offered.

“You taste so sweet, mmm”.

Her toes curled from the delight—causing her shoes to fall on the floor and almost tearing her stockings. She thrusted up and down to the rhythm of his majestic mouth. Dying to taste him, she pulled away and hopped out of the desk.

She gave him a wet kiss before trailing her tongue from his masculine chest with errant brown hairs down to his lush carpet of brunette pubic hair.

Oh wow!

To her, he wasn’t only her high school crush, he was the perfect man in the world. He had stunning Iberian features, was tall, fit, and packed a nine-inch girthy and pink member—solid enough to double up as a coat hanger.

Without further ado, she spread her legs from her kneeling position and paced herself to let him know how much she loved him.

“Amanda!” he let out from her sloppy and intense consumption.

“You’re so damn good”

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

She continued groaning as she bobbed back and forth—ignoring her gag reflex and the streams that turned her powder blush into a cream.

Not minding the caveats, he cleared the table with one swipe—causing his MacBook Pro and files to fall on the gray carpet from the torturous longing. He turned her over and delivered a wet and warm swipe on her shaven walls of pleasure, relishing her hole like he broke a fast.

“Mmm, Angelo…”.

Hearing her call her name in utmost lasciviousness was his cue to climb the table. Like a loyal dog, she bent over, providing him an easier aim. With eyes like they had crosshairs, he spat on his pinkish pole and started to gently invade her like he was reenacting the events of the Spanish colonial era.

As soon as she felt half of his yearning, she squeezed her face with bated breath from his surprising solidity.

It’s so hard!

It was their first love-making and she was determined not to make it their last. Drawing every power she had from her delicate body, she pushed her hips against him with muscle clenches, enough to let him know that there was no other woman in the world that could make him feel that good.

After enduring the reverse taking of the Excalibur, he instantly knew that she was indeed, the best woman for him. Without hesitations, he started thrusting his hips in a gentle manner.

I love you…

As her prostate signaled to her that he was the one, she wanted to declare her love for him. But not wanting to scare him as it was too soon, she instead said…

“I love it!”

She rolled her head and offered him come-hither looks, turning his already rabid state into a trance. The cushion that her hips offered was tested by his intense grips. She circled them as he increased the tempo of his body’s beat, turning each pump harder and faster than the last one.

“Amanda!”

“Angelo!” she heard the angels singing an orgasmic chorus.

“Ahh, I’m close!” he informed as he relished her sweet embrace.

I love you…

“Ah!” he let out, ignoring if his office was indeed soundproof.

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!” he screamed for the last time as the clips of her hair extensions almost gave up from his aggressive pull. As he shook his body in a deliciously delirious state, she absorbed every last drop of his CEO cream by clenching every muscle from her satiated orifice.

Ahhh!!!

He leaned closer and rewarded her sweet submission with a passionate kiss as she released a puddle of her ladycream on his desk.
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Two months later, Amanda and Angelo were officially a couple. Mr. Lopez has been trying to get into her pencil skirt but she was stern in keeping her legs closed to other men.

“Can I come in?”

Dammit, here’s this creep again.

“Yes sir?” she asked—clutching her pearls in nervousness as he lustfully gazed at her in a red silk blouse and black pencil skirt while she checked how she could alleviate the heat yet save the company money from the rising electricity costs brought by the Chicagoan summer.

Carefully, he closed the door. She was no fool, she knew that he wasn’t there to talk about business. Contrary to what she thought…

“I want you to take over my position after I take Morton’s. He’s going to retire and I’m the only company’s choice to replace him as the Director of Operations”.

He took his black jacket off and sauntered to her back. Instead of feeling relaxed from his shoulder rub, she wanted to shower his eyes with pepper spray.

“If you let me fuck you, I’ll give you my position”.

Oh…

Her love for Angelo was unwavering, but she also knew that Mr. Lopez made more than twice her salary… plus bonuses. The promotion would also at the very least, make her feel like she’s somehow on her boyfriend’s level. Besides, before dating Angelo, she had been lusting after Mr. Lopez. He only wanted to do her once and seizing the opportunity was the smartest thing to do.

I’m sorry, Angelo…

Moments later, there she was—staring blankly at her office door and taking in Mr. Lopez’s fat seven-incher.

“These stupid higher-ups—“, he let out as he mindlessly pounced her in his unbuttoned white linen shirt in a doggy position behind her desk. He rolled her pencil skirt higher—giving him a better view of her curvy hips as he enjoyed her tight hugs.

“Promoting these stupid nepo babies to CEO—"

“—ahh, fuckin’ idiots!”

“Mmm, you’re a real slut aren’t ya? Doing everything for a promotion… ahhh, yeah, you’re so tight”.

I’m sorry…

“Ahh, you’re gonna feel this wad soon!”

“Mmm, yeah!”

“Hijo de puta, maricon!”

“Mmm, ahhh, ahhh!”

Get it over with already, dammit!

As she squeezed her hole muscles to swiftly draw his yearning out of her…

“Baby!” Angelo yelled in excitement but shortly after witnessing the infidelity, her office’s carpet happily feasted on his surprise box of Cannoli.

“Hey, close the door!” Mr. Lopez yelled.

“Angelo!” she tried to unhinge but he was too strong. Angelo ran away from the horror of his girlfriend taking his colleague’s manhood.

“Get off me!”

“Shut up puta! I’m close!”

He pulled her hair aggressively and impaled her for the last time before filling her hole like a cream pie.

“Ahh!” he let out before slapping her butt cheeks as she drenched her work desk with her tears. As Mr. Lopez dressed up, she ran to find Angelo, ignoring how high her black pumps were.

You dumb bitch, what have you done!

After a week of unanswered phone calls, novellas of apology in his voicemail, there she was, in Springsteen Relations’ conference room once more for the announcement of Mr. Lopez’s assumption as the Director of Operations and Amanda’s new position as the Operations Manager of their Chicago office.

Angelo temporarily worked in another office to avoid her at all costs. The pain that she brought upon him was something that he never imagined he’d go through.

She had no more tears left to cry but hours later after meeting up with Michelle at Elliot’s Bar and after five glasses, the Vodkatini seemed to have miraculously lubricated her eyes.

“Girl, just let it out… let it all out…”.

The men who looked lasciviously at them stopped staring after witnessing Amanda’s breakdown—crumpling Michelle’s white linen blouse and first attempt at looking decent in a room filled with white-collared workers.

“Why did I do that? Why, why, why!?” she softly yelled as she squeezed the hem of the folded fabric of her tucked-in ecru silk blouse.

“Girl, I would’ve done the same, I mean, the promotion and all”.

Still…

“For some reason, every time I got ahead because of my beauty, I felt empowered, like some sort of validation that I’m a woman. But fuck, to hurt Angelo for a promotion!”

Michelle pulled away and gently fixed her best friend’s clamped hair which started looking like a bird’s nest.

“Well, Amanda, that’s where you got it all wrong. Womanhood is not about using your beauty and getting validation from others. It’s something personal. The only validation you’ll ever need is from yourself”.

Amanda’s tear ducts started operating once more after realizing her mistake.

“Not from Riley, Mr. Lopez, and not even from Angelo”.

“I love you, bestie”.

“I love you too, now start using your beauty for greater causes”. Michelle drew her best friend to her shoulder and started consoling her again, encouraging her to release every drop of remorse and realization.

The day after, Amanda handed her resignation letter to Mathew.

“Why!? You just got promoted!”

“You can’t walk away from this company. It’s gonna be boring without your sexy ass”.

She giggled at his quipping before looking him intently in the eyes.

“Seriously... you know how I got in here. I’m thankful for the opportunity but each time I took those promotions, a fragment of my soul gets demoted”.

“Man… that’s deep”.

Welling from the brave ownership of her mistakes, he held her hands and halted his intermittent stares on her thighs.

“If it’s any consolation, I’m sorry…”.

It’s all my fault.

“It’s fine, you don’t owe me an apology. I used your weakness”.

“Don’t worry about me, I’ll get back to the same position, or even more, and by that time, I’ll be proud to keep it”.
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More than a year later, after going back to her hometown in Evanston, her relationship with his father was the best that it has ever been. When he met her real version for the very first time, he had no words—instead, he just hugged her and let her feel that he accepted and loved her for who she was.

Ready to get back into the corporate world, she braved the city’s windy morning Spring for her first job interview of the day…

“Geez, what is with this wind!” she let out—struggling to stop her pastel pink chiffon dress from blowing away and giving the public a morning flash of her neon pink panties.

Fuck!

The contents of her red Givenchy Antigona fell to the ground. As she scoured through her stuff on the sidewalk—all frantic and annoyed…

“I got it”, a familiar voice filled her ears. There he was… Angelo, in a blue linen shirt, helping her pick the pieces.

Tears streamed down her cheeks as she watched him with a heart beating a mile a minute. After placing her lipstick, the last piece that was missing from her bag, she stood up and drew her to him—kissing her like nothing ever happened on that April morning in the windy city.
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Tapestries of dancing bears on the wall and rows of nesting dolls sitting happily atop shelves danced in Yuri’s head as he clocked out from his session as an online English teacher.

The 24-year-old dreamer wondered once again, how life would be if his parents Yulia, and Vladimir were still with him. Memories of growing up in Kiev, Ukraine, with household help, a chauffeur, and a butler were still vividly majestic, to which his modest life in Brooklyn, New York paled in comparison.

His parents disappeared and failed to leave a single trace when he was seven. He and his grandmother decided to declare their death after ten years of waiting and moved to the USA which was made possible by the help of his maternal grandfather who was a US veteran and died in World War II.

Growing up with Anya, his grandmother who he endearingly called babushka, didn’t arouse thoughts of being estranged. She was kind, loving, and nurturing, but she was also a fair disciplinarian. A fervent linguaphile, she was able to master three languages, English, French, and Russian. She could’ve learned more if she wasn’t busy raising Yuri on her own by working as a saleswoman at Brunello Cucinelli, an Italian fashion brand that specialized in cashmere apparel.

Her love for languages proved to be contagious as by the age of twenty, he was already fluent in five languages. He could speak and write English, Russian, French, Spanish, and Chinese, which he leveraged as an online English teacher.

Apart from his love of learning, he also had an affinity for femininity. Everything that encompassed the stereotypical notions associated with it such as colors, clothing, aesthetics, and more, resonated with him.

“Babushka!” he yelled with a visage painted with anxiety as he hopped under the covers of his bed to hide his legs dressed in white stockings.

She sauntered closer in her yellow nightgown and sat on the edge of his bed—gently rolling down the olive quilt to reveal what he was hiding.

“Yuri, you have to stop living like this. I may not be your mother but I’m the one who raised you”. She leaned closer and planted a kiss on his forehead.

Oh no!

“Stop living a lie. Be yourself”.

At that very moment, all his fears blew out the window of his bedroom decked in moss modernity. He had been dying to come out as a transgender woman but feared that his grandmother would disown him. She was his only family left and he wouldn’t know how he’d move on if he lost her. As his relief from the years of anxiety streamed down his cheeks, she offered him a gentle embrace—letting him feel that she accepted him for who he was.

“Spasiba, babushka, spasiba!”

“Come on, you don’t think I’d notice after all these years of you displacing my Matroyshka dolls and makeup!?”

“What do you have there?”

He hopped out of his bed in his oversized grey sweater and sat on his computer chair. On his study desk that he turned into a makeshift vanity by attaching a wall mirror behind it, were a marker, piercing needle, alcohol swabs, and a pair of stainless steel stud earrings.

“I was going to pierce my ears”.

With a visage painted with curiosity, she examined his ears.

“Why is it up there?” she asked, perturbed by why his ears were marked at the helix area.

“I wouldn’t know how you’d take it if they were on the lobe…”

“My dear, how will you wear my heirlooms when I’m gone if you don’t pierce your ears correctly?”

With a beaming face, he paced himself as his grandmother tucked his wavy brunette bangs behind his ears. She marked both his earlobes with a tearful face, reminiscing how it felt like when she pierced the ears of her daughter Yulia.

After moments of agony from the pain and amorous acceptance, there they were, both gazing at the luster of the stainless earrings that reflected the warm yellow ember from his floor lamp.

“Thank you for letting me be a part of this new life.”

“No babushka, thank you, for everything…”

With a gentle embrace from behind on that particularly cool Summer night in Brooklyn, New York, he was rebirthed into being her granddaughter.
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Three months later, after Yuri adopted her estranged mother’s name, Yulia, the novelty of the locks she grew down to her shoulders couldn’t find any opportunities to wear off. As she stared at her image in the mirrored vanity that she bought from Ikea, her grandmother happily combed her hair.

“You’re even more beautiful than your mother”.

“What do you think of the dress that we passed by earlier?”

Anya shook her head in disappointment from imagining that he granddaughter would stroll the streets of New York dressed like a modern-day harlot.

“I was at the top of my class in Madam Brossart’s Finishing School.”

After finding some cushion on the edge of Yulia’s bed, she maneuvered her granddaughter for an intent eye-to-eye moment.

“Yulia, you are an intelligent and independent lady. I have nothing against you, being a transgender woman, but you have to carry yourself with dignity”.

“Come with me”.

Moments later, there they were, in Anya’s bedroom decked in pastel-blue and gold elegance. As Yulia fidgeted in her oversized brown sweater, her grandmother’s TV speakers filled the room.

Wow, he’s really gotten so far…

“Oh, there’s your classmate”, referring to Frank Fletcher, the new President-elect of the United States, giving a speech about his inclusive branding of presidency. She nodded and stared at the TV with a mystified visage, in awe of how someone who was so close has come so far.

Shortly after, as Anya held her pastel green dress suit ensemble close to her heart, she examined if her granddaughter’s 5ft. 7in. frame could fit it like a glove.

“Now, this is Loro Piana, it’s the best. It was my mother’s gift to me when I graduated from Madam Brossart. It will never go out of style”.

Pensive on whether the dress suit would translate well in modern times, she reluctantly tried the outfit in her babushka’s bathroom. After almost ten minutes of struggling in her black pair of bra and panties, she emerged from the bathroom in the dignified attire.

Anya’s eyes glimmered as she marveled at her granddaughter’s apparition. The shoulder-length wavy hair and the expensive dress suit made her feel as if she was in the presence of Jackie Onassis Kennedy’s reincarnation.

Hmm?

“What?” Yulia asked—dying to know if her grandmother was smiling from happiness or hilarity. Shortly after, there they were, in front of Anya’s white wooden floor mirror, in awe of her elegant beauty.

Oh my God!

Thoughts of the outfit being stoo old-fashioned for the young woman’s taste were flooded by her novel liking for timeless style.

“Let’s complete the look”.

Anya scoured through her white cabinet and shortly after, there she was, behind her granddaughter, ornamenting her with a pearl necklace, a family heirloom that has been passed for two generations.

As soon as the cold jewelry touched her skin, every fiber of her body tingled with delight.

“Babushka…”, she let out, in disbelief at how gorgeous she was as her grandmother fluffed the ends of her hair.

“You are so beautiful, my dear. I could just imagine how many hearts you’d break. After all, you take after me”.

“Ha ha! I thought grandpa was your only love!”

“Love, yes, but who said that I didn’t have lovers before him!? I was the most beautiful woman in Ukraine, after all.”

Yulia wished that she could have even just ten percent of her grandmother’s appeal and looks when she was young. But nobody could deny that she does resemble her. Her almost round face, slim and pointy nose, alabaster skin, and pouty lips were all passed to her from Anya’s side of the family, except that her babushka had ash blonde hair and she was a brunette.

“But now, I give you the crown my dear”, Anya gently uttered as she delicately swiped her granddaughter’s bangs and tidied them with a pearl hair clip.
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After choosing to work from home for many years, wearing feminine clothing in the privacy of her bedroom to present herself as a woman to her students, she felt like being out in the open for four months with the blessing of her babushka as a trans woman, she was ready to start her career.

Anya, as supportive as she was, agreed to her granddaughter’s decision to work in the government to pursue her dreams of working for UNESCO. She had several job interviews lined up in the White House, one being an intern for the Director of Presidential Correspondence where her adeptness in speaking and writing five languages could shine.

As they waited on the sidewalk by a brick apartment in Bensonhurst for Yulia’s bus that was bound for D.C., Anya couldn’t stop her tear ducts from releasing her worries.

“Babushka… everything’s going to be alright, I promise”, Yulia said as she wiped her tears with her handkerchief. As she dusted the brown leaves atop her brown leather luggage, the President’s face smiling, with the slogan Make America Grand Again on the side of a bus that passed by, briefly distracted her parting moment with her grandmother.

Suddenly, a blinding penny just an inch away from her black Mary Janes stole her attention. She gently crouched in her red dress with white polka dots and held the lucky penny. Shortly after, there it was, the blue bus.

Anya’s tears started profusely streaming like a rainshower on a calm Autumn afternoon.

“Call me as soon as you get there”, she uttered—almost losing the composure she possessed in a green dress suit.

“I love you, babushka. Take care of yourself”.

Yulia planted a gentle kiss on her forehead before turning around. Briefly, with eyes welling, she gazed at the sky as the leaves created rustling sounds from a swift wind on her ankles.

Here goes nothing…

Brimming with hope, she kissed the penny. As soon as her eyes shut, tears from the impending separation fell on her delicate cheeks. As the bus assistant placed her luggage in the compartment, she waved goodbye to her grandmother from the steps.

Soon after, there she was, by the vehicle’s window, resisting looking at anything else but her grandmother who was waiting for the bus to leave the stop.

Goodbye babushka…

After more than five hours of a smooth bus ride, Yulia was finally in her modest studio apartment. It was only the size of her bedroom but it was sleek and painted white, just the way she preferred.

She had everything that she needed. A small kitchen area where she could cook her favorite varenyky, a bathroom with good water pressure, a little nook for laundry, and an area enough to accommodate a queen-sized bed.

Unlike other interns, she was lucky to have saved some money from not paying rent for many years. She was able to afford a place that was only a fifteen-minute walk away from The White House.

A week later, after she received all the furniture she needed, decorated her space to her liking, and adjusted to the new city, she was ready for her day which entailed three internship interviews. One was for the Embassy of Ukraine, which she had at the top of her wish list, the second was for transcribing for the White House Communications Agency, and the last, the one that she deigned and deemed mundane, an internship for the Director of Presidential Correspondence.

As she waited on a brown leather couch after being told that she would be given a call from her first two interviews, there she was, in the all-white oppressive Office of Presidential Correspondence, fidgeting to no avail. Thoughts of succumbing to transcribing letters from fans and trolls started creeping in as her hope languished based on how her first two interviews went.

“Yuri Fedorova?” a Filipino man in a white linen shirt and black slacks announced after taking a double take from the resume that said male and the only interviewee left in the room was wearing an olive dress suit and moss green crocodile heels.

With a heart leaping out of her elegant attire, she picked her black handbag up and followed the man.

“No offense but are you?” She nodded in a gingerly manner.

“I’m a transgender woman. I didn’t fix my papers yet, sorry”.

“Oh wow! You’re really beautiful, I mean, sorry, that’s not appropriate. You don’t look—“, but before digging his grave deeper, he cleared his throat and avoided her sapphire eyes that lured him to give more compliments.

As she blushed from the saccharine utterances that her presence drew out from the masculine and handsome man in his early thirties, she tried her best to hide her desperation.

I have to have this job…

“How did you learn to speak and write five languages?”

“My babushka has a large collection of language books and I wasn’t interested in cars and trucks. So yeah… reading those was my only form of entertainment”.

“That’s very impressive. I see that you also have a lot of certificates to prove your skills and these many years of teaching English online”.

Across the glass desk, as the beads of sweat trickled down from her forehead to her temples, he slowly lifted his head, and soon after, a beaming look occupied his visage.

“Are you okay with doing the internship for three months before getting a position?”

Hell yeah!

At a loss for words, she nodded like a troll. The young woman’s elation was enough for him to know that she accepted the offer.

“Great, you’ll start next Monday. Your allowance will go to your bank account every week. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Yuri”, he said as he offered her his hand.

“It’s Yulia now…”.

“Great, Yulia, pretty name for a pretty girl”.

With utter excitement, she removed her right white silk glove and closed the deal nervously.

“Thank you, Mr.?”

“Oh yeah, sorry, I was distracted by your beauty, ha ha! Call me Mr. Cruz, or just Geoff”.

“Thanks again, Mr. Cruz!”

“I’m sure you’ll do a great job”, he said with a wink.
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Yulia’s body was yearning for her new bed sheets. But her ambitions for working at UNESCO kept her warm as she transcribed letters for the government’s future press releases.

I think I might have to start wearing glasses…

Creating a soft audible jiggle from clutching her grandmother’s pearls, she challenged herself with additional two hours to meet her deadlines. She needed to prove something and she liked the idea of working outside of the house as years of working from her bedroom made her feel like a monk.

With utmost determination, she rolled the sleeves of her dark green tweed jacket and wore the headphones once more. The voicemails that she transcribed were a peculiar mix of adoration, death threats, and… expressions of lasciviousness. After all, Frank Fletcher was the youngest President of The United States. He was elected at twenty-six years old with a landslide.

His win, just like his age, was enigmatic. Not only did he make history in that regard, but he was the only president who garnered more than eighty percent from both the Democratic and Republican party votes. His charisma was brought upon by his towering 6ft. 3in. muscular stance, locks of the Yukon gold shade that were always neatly combed to the side, and luminous sapphire eyes… along with his eloquence and knowledge about building friendly relations with other nations and improvement of the economy were only a few reasons for his exaltation.

Oh wow, what a bunch of thirsty women!

“Miss Fedorova?”

Glen Anderson, the White House’s butler who was in his late forties greeted. Twisting her chair to face him, she removed her headphones and gingerly nodded. For a brief moment, thoughts of being asked to go home entered her mind.

After all, it was already 9:45 PM, past four hours of her shift and she was still hard at work.

“Sorry about that. I’ll just save my progress and shut it down”.

In a frantic manner, she began filling the room with subsequent mouse-clicking sounds.

“Oh, no, madam. Clyde went home already and the President is quite eager to read a certain letter that’s written in Russian. I know that it’s past your shift but I just wanted to know if it’s okay with you to read it for him before you go home.”

Oh my God!

Without thinking things through, after the screen from her PC blacked out, she nodded.

“Great, he’s in his office”.

Once the door closed, she hustled to the bathroom mirror with her makeup kit. Right then and there, she found out how four hours of overtime could cause one’s face to oil up like it could fry an egg.

Ahh!

As the cold water touched her skin, she felt like she just clocked in once more. She powdered her nose with a white puff—eliminating traces of haggardness. Brushing her teeth like she was scrubbing the bottom of a frying pan, memories from the high school version of the President started creeping in.

She knew that he had magnetic charisma. After all, who could resist a tall glass of water? Not only did he win the genetic lottery, but he also excelled in both academics and sports. But to her, she felt like he was the epitome of a trust fund baby and golden child and she was more into obscure men who just like her, lived a more exciting life in cyberspace.

With a heart that beat a mile a minute from how he’d react to a transgender woman employee, she breathed on her palm and sprayed her sample-size Chloe Vanilla Planifolia perfume on her hair and neck.

At least he won’t think I smell bad…

After painting her lips with a pastel pink sheen, she fixed her bangs behind her ear and clutched her pearls.

“Mr. President”, she said in a high-pitched tone.

“Mmm, Mr. President”, she followed with rich depth.

She started sauntering through the confusing corridors of the White House as she continued modulating her voice. Moments later, after successfully navigating through the maze, there he was, President Frank Fletcher, pensively perusing a black envelope in his office decked in colonial and oak elegance.

“Mr. President?” she queried gingerly—causing him to jump out of his chair—shocked at how stunning the intern was. As he walked towards her and fixed the collar of his loosened white linen shirt, her grip deformed the cowhide leather handle of her brown handbag.

Oh my, he’s really handsome up close…

Although sharing the same classrooms for two years, they didn’t have enough interaction for her to appreciate his looks. But at that very moment, the novel feeling of being a damsel in distress coursed through her body.

“Please, sit down”.

Avoiding his eyes, she sprinted towards the oppressive brown leather couch by the fireplace. As he stoked the fires, she stole glances at his visage—gloriously lit up by the embers of what he was fixing, turning his casual presence into the apparition of an Adonis.

“I’m sorry for the late notice. It’s just that Glen told me that you were still here. Clyde usually does this but under office hours, of course”.

She couldn’t get a word out. All she could do was blush.

“So, why are you working this late?”

“Uhh… I’m just catching up with work. I just started two weeks ago…”

The president wanted to see more of her but all she offered was her side profile.

“You know, you look very familiar”.

Dammit!

Taking the black envelope, he sauntered closer and sat a few inches away from her on the same couch.

“Mmm, I get that a lot, I guess”.

His closeness caused a shiver down her spine. Avoiding facing him at all costs went to the top of her priorities.

“No… not that. Why won’t you look at me?”

Jeez!

As her veins pulsated like a jazz melody, she slowly faced him—almost crumpling the mysterious envelope.

I’m sure he won’t recognize me.

Telling herself that he was a popular kid and she was a loser comforted her. What were the odds that he would recognize her? Most especially after her transition.

The very moment that she faced him head-on, it was his heart’s time to race. Out of all the beautiful women that he dated, he’d never felt the way he did after seeing her face to face. The sharp features, cat-like visage, classic hairstyle, elegant clothing, and lady-like graces rolled into one package were a novel delight to him.

Her feeling of being a loser in the presence of a popular kid was the polar opposite of her effect on him.

“We were classmates in high school…”.

With widened eyes, he shook his head and took a double look.

“Really!?”

She shyly nodded as she tucked her hair behind her ear.

“Hmm, that’s impossible! I wouldn’t forget someone like you…”

“I… looked different before. It’s me… Yuri…”

At that very moment, the President lost his composure. His eyes looked as if they were flying out of their sockets. If the office was a garden, he could’ve already swallowed several bees.

“No way!”

He moved closer and examined her face, in disbelief of her feminine visage. The moment she felt his fingers sink into her arms, she briefly hoped that he wouldn’t stop.

Frank…

“Oh wow, I’m very sorry. I didn’t mean to.”

“Don’t worry. By the way, congratulations, my babushka and I voted for you…”

“Wow, thank you, from the bottom of my heart. Send my regards to her. Do you still want me to call you Yuri?”.

“If it’s okay, just please call me Yulia. I just haven’t gotten my papers done yet”.

“Consider it done, Yulia”, he said, with a wink.

Wow…

Shortly after, as she read the letter, she mustered the discipline to repress her laughter. Fighting his stern heterosexuality proved a difficult feat as he couldn’t take his eyes away from her pinkish pout. With every lip movement from her utterances, he wondered how they tasted.

“I’d like you to tie my hands and sit on top of me. Please, Mr. President, I want you to spit—“.

“Ha ha! Ok, enough of that!”

That was the very first time that she had a hearty laugh with someone.

“And I thought it was a death threat”.

“Oh, Mr. President, the voicemails are worse…”.

“Please, just call me Frank”.

“Wow, Yulia… you’ve done a great job. You’re really beautiful”.

With a scarlet face, she didn’t know how to react. She shyly handed him the letter—accidentally brushing his hand with hers. From the slight tactile sensation, his body signaled him to take action on the pink lips that he had been stealing glances at from the moment she entered the room.

Closing the gap, as their thighs touched, he closed his eyes and leaned in for a kiss.

“Mr. President?” Henry Johnson, the state’s head of security’s voice resounded in the room—interrupting their saccharine moment.

He held her hand and gestured for her to wait as he pressed the button of his communication device.

“Yes, Henry”.

“We just got a report that Iran launched a missile at Saudi Arabia”.

“Fuck!”

“Yulia, I have to go, I’m sorry. I’ll give you a call”.

Perturbed by the information, she nodded and made her abrupt exit. As she sprinted out of the White House, she felt like butterflies were flapping their wings—tickling every internal organ of her body.

As her fear consumed her about the news that she freshly absorbed by mistake, the gleeful feeling from the brief magical moment with the President wrapped around her skin as she walked back to her studio apartment.

She was sure that she didn’t shiver from the chilly Autumn night in the streets of D.C. as she was warmly dressed. It was the memory of his lips that almost touch hers and his warm breath that lingered inside.
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Three days have passed and she hasn’t heard from Frank. She started accepting that what happened was a blunder and carried on with her tasks as an intern and as Clyde, her boss’ all-around protege.

The missile interception was the talk of the globe and the President received tantamount praise from his fellow Americans and the people of the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia. His decision to intervene amplified the souring relations between the US and Iran but strengthened its friendship with the countries by the Arabian Gulf.

“I’m very impressed with your work Yulia. You’re very efficient”, Clyde praised as he stood behind her—in awe of her rapid typing prowess.

“I guess years of playing computer games helps”, she quipped. Her boss, albeit reaching his fifties, still had the libido of a teenage boy. As she intently transcribed the voicemails for the president, he intently stole glances at her milky thighs from her black pencil skirt.

As he rubbed his yearning on the back of her gray computer chair, she did her best to ignore his molestation. Suddenly, his phone rang.

Thank God!

She wanted to report his act of lasciviousness but she knew that there was a slim chance that people would pick her side. Clyde has been working at the White House for over a decade and she was an intern. Added to the fact that she had doubts that anyone would believe her as she was a transgender woman and her boss looked good for his age, she felt powerless.

Moreover, she didn’t want to lose the chance of working where Frank resided. Albeit not expecting anything out of the minor blip, not having at the very least, the opportunity to see him in person from time to time, didn’t feel right.

“Okay, that’s odd, the President wants to see you in his office”.

Frank!

Albeit Frank had only been working for six months as the new President, in more than ten years of Clyde’s career, no president has ever summoned an intern. At that moment, he knew that she was not someone to mess with and decided to treat her with more respect.

Not only was she soaking in the excitement from him, not forgetting about her, but she also felt for a brief moment that somehow, he was her savior.

“Mr. Pres—“, she shyly said in her white long-sleeved blouse and black pencil skirt ensemble.

“Uh-uh! I told you, it’s Frank”, he playfully replied before sprinting towards her. Without thinking things through, he locked the door and took her by the wrist gently—leading her to an area where a romantic lunch for two was set.

I must be dreaming…

As her patent leather black pumps created clacking sounds against the wooden floor, he couldn’t hide his excitement from seeing her. After pulling the chair, he picked up a document from his work desk and handed it to her.

“So, all you have to do is sign it and you’re officially Yulia Fedorova”.

Her alabaster face started turning fuchsia from the profuse beats of her heart. With a man as handsome as he was and with the amount of power he held, she was perturbed as to why he was giving her the time of day.

As he rolled the sleeves of his pale blue shirt, she gently folded the document and placed it in her handbag.

“Consider this an apology. I couldn’t get to you as I had to fly to Saudi after the interception”.

“Oh no, sir, I mean, Frank. You have the world on your shoulders. Please, don’t ever let things like that interrupt you from your work—”

“—and you shouldn’t have done the papers, I mean, but yes… thank you”.

Huh!?

As the Autumn afternoon’s sunshine beamed on his twinkling sapphire eyes, he held her hands and gazed at her with utmost sincerity.

“But Yulia… you are part of my world…”.

Dammit, wake up!

Still dazed, he leaned closer and landed his lips on hers, letting her feel sensations that even her wildest dreams couldn’t emulate and dare dream of. There was nothing else that she could do anymore but succumb.

Feeling his velvet-smooth lips that tasted of mint and cigarette mixed with the saccharine taste of her cherry lip balm, looking at his gently closed eyes, and hearing every click from his wet and warm kisses, she knew that all of her senses were activated and it was indeed, reality.

He sought her tongue with his and romantically rolled it like he was tying a cherry twig knot. Without thinking things through, he stood up and carried her to the sofa where she first read him the letter and gently laid her body.

“Frank…”

“Yulia…”

She has never been kissed, or hugged, let alone touched by a man. If she only existed as a teenager in the eighties, Madonna’s hit song Like a Virgin would be her anthem. But he was as much a virgin as she was when it came to transgender women. However, he didn’t feel differently from the first second that they kissed. To him, she was all-woman.

Trailing her neck with her hands as she unbuttoned her blouse felt the same. Sneaking the other under her pencil skirt to squeeze her thighs felt the same. But then again, she had something different between her legs.

“Frank!” she let out as soon as he cupped her soiled black nylon panties.

“It’s okay…”. He continued kissing her and rubbing her yearning. She hadn’t started taking hormone replacement medications yet and her solidity on his hands proved him so.

“I’ve thought about this, even watched several videos…”

“I thought I wouldn’t like it, but I can’t let go”.

Oh… Frank…

He pulled her black pencil skirt aggressively and unbuttoned his shirt.

“Please remove your top”. She couldn’t stop her sweet candy stick from beating but she was reluctant in showing him her flat breasts. Feeling her need for encouragement, he leaned closer and kissed her once more—vanish thoughts of humiliation away.

She gingerly lifted her blouse as he removed his gray slacks. Moments later, there she was, lying on the couch with only her black panties on, mesmerized at his beefy body and soiled package dressed in tighty whities.

At the sight of the President who looked like an Adonis straight out of a Firefighter Calendar, her libido overcame her shyness. The testosterone that she had been suppressing overtook her body, leading her to trail his chest and pink pointers with her tongue.

“Ah!” he let out from her fervor.

“Oh Frank, I’ve never made love before… I hope you don’t mind”, she let out an innocent revelation, contrary to how she devoured his beefy chest.

“Well, that’s why I’m here for the people”, he quipped.

As he endured the ticklish feeling from her nose trailing his abs, his grip on her brunette locks tightened. Shortly after, there she was, face-to-face with his beating bulge. Without thinking things through, she sank her face into his groin and inhaled the testosterone from his yearning body.

“Mmm, yeah…”.

High on his sillage, with gung-ho, she rolled his briefs down, revealing his lush blonde carpet and wet pulsating girthy nine-incher.

“How did I get to be this lucky, Mr. President?”

With eyes closed, she circled his exposed head with her wet and warm tongue. With every flick from her novelty, her fervor as a first-timer aroused him more. Watching her worship his manhood felt like he was granting a fellow countrywoman’s wish.

Not knowing how to properly perform penilingus didn’t stop her from opening her mouth wide.

“Oh yeah!”

“Gwak”.

The President’s penis wasn’t to be taken lightly as half of its length was already enough to test her gag reflex.

“Your teeth”, he said with a faint smile.

Oh!

She curled her lips inward, emulating what she saw from adult videos, and tested her talent once more. Moments later, after enduring the overwhelming feeling of devouring what seemed to be the Empire State Building, she finally got her groove.

Tastes so good…

Bobbing her head backward and forward while gagging and tearing up felt difficult and rewarding at the same time. Seeing him in a deliriously delicious state—hissing, moaning, and panting from her service was enough for her to keep going.

He started grabbing her hair harder as he thrusted without care, letting her know how important her mouth was to him.

“Mmm!” she let out in a guttural groan—relishing the bittersweet and salty taste of his premature resolve. As the sound of her clicking pearl necklace filled the room, her ladyballs started shrinking—warning her hidden candy stick that it was about to open its floodgates.

“Yulia…”

“Mmm!”

“Your mouth is so…”, he let out, struggling to get the words out as he continued pouncing her mouth like a jackrabbit.

“I’m gonna!”

“Mmm!”

“I’m gonna!”

“I—“, before his recitations reached the finish line, he unleashed a wad of his daddygravy in her throat. From the very first taste of his full flavor, she soaked her panties with her hands-free ejaculation.

So delicious…

Amazed by how she was able to release without touching herself, she knew how much power he had on her.

“Whooh!” he let out as he shook his body and squirted his final drop.

“That was amazing…”.

He leveled with her by kneeling on the floor.

“It’s your turn, darling”.

Darling…

“I’m done, darling…”, she replied before leading his hands to feel her dampness.

“Awww, damn”.

With a lascivious gaze, he leaned closer and continued their passionate kiss on the beige carpet.

“I’m so happy. Thank you…”.

“We’re not done yet, we’re just getting started”, he lustfully retorted.
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Yulia and Frank’s relationship was the quintessential whirlwind romance. After only a month of dating, they were officially a couple. He wanted to come out publicly as he felt like he had nothing to hide.

Concerned about his image, most especially after the tension of the USA’s relationship with Iran brought upon his interception, she discouraged his plan.

As much as she was dying to shout his name on the rooftop and declare her love for him, she knew it wasn’t the right time. That was exactly why he settled for the only thing she agreed to do, meet his parents.

Standing in front of the oppressive main two doors of the Fletchers’ colonial manor in Rochester, New York, she couldn’t stop fidgeting in her beige trench coat.

“They’re very nice, don’t worry darling”, he reassured her as he brushed her lower back with his hand.

“Yulia!” his mother Sofia, who was in her late sixties but didn’t look a day over forty in her mustard autumn dress greeted. Frank took her coat for her as she paced herself.

Seeing his family that looked like they were Barbie and Ken cut-outs for the first time, she started to understand that his preppy fashions from high school were inherited.

In awe, as she happily received his mother’s hospitable embrace, his two older sisters in their elegant attires smiled in anticipation.

They’re all so beautiful…

“Now I know why my boy’s smitten!” Lawrence, his father who shared the same height with his son, followed in his mustard vest as he filled the foyer with the sillage of his cigar.

“Cubans?” Frank asked.

“Cohibas”, Lawrence proudly said before passing it to his son.

“Super happy to finally meet you! I’m Helena!” Helena, the eldest sister who resembled Taylor Swift let out in her all-white ensemble before exchanging a cheek-to-cheek kiss.

“Hey, girl! I’m Avery”, the middle child in an all-black ensemble followed—creasing Yulia’s pastel olive linen dress.

“Dinner’s ready, hope you’re hungry!” Sofia announced.

“Mother made Coq Au Vin”, Helena encouraged before leading her to their oppressive dining hall decked in vintage wood, ecru wallpaper with silver leaf tapestry, and crystal elegance.

Moments later, at the table that could seat over twenty persons, Yulia couldn’t utilize both her hands as her left clung to his—fingers interlaced tightly.

“So Yulia, I heard that you went to the same high school. I bet you were a cheerleader”.

Yulia’s grip tightened—causing Frank to tap her hand in reassurance.

Sofia gave Avery a stern look at the insensitive question. Blinded by Yulia’s passable beauty, Avery briefly forgot that she wasn’t able to experience the same feminine perks she had growing up.

“Oh, shoot. Sorry”.

“Yulia, dear, I heard you could speak and write five languages”.

“Mmm, yes ma’am. By the way, the chicken is really good”.

“Why thank you! It’s my best recipe”.

Sofia offered her husband a smug look. He thought that the young lady preferred his steak. She continued by encouraging him to try her dish, further rubbing her small victory on his face.

“Well, girls are always watching their diets so she liked the chicken better than Lawrence’s best steak in New York”.

Oh fuck!

“Oh, it’s really good too!” she said—with a scarlet visage from embarrassment.

“It’s too late now, Yulia! By the way dad, you know your steak’s my favorite”, Frank jested. After a night of scrumptious food, learning that their family came from three generations of wealth brought upon by railroad development and agriculture, and watching how happy they were, she couldn’t help but appreciate how lucky she was.

A man of his caliber would usually go for someone who not only reflected what society viewed as a normal girl but someone who was also of the same pedigree.

At the beginning of their relationship, negativity swam freely in her head. Why her? She was an estranged child, or possibly, orphaned, didn’t finish college, and was a transgender woman.

Moreover, he was the President. Billions of women around the world would risk everything for the chance of being in her position.

“I love you”, he whispered. At that very moment, those three words were the only proof she needed. Finally, she accepted her reality and made a vow to never doubt his intentions again.
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It was the first week of December and the tension between the US and Iran was still rising. The Kingdom of Saudi Arabia wanted to retaliate but Frank succeeded in pacifying the aggravated king. Determined to bring world peace, he decided to meet Igor Ivanov, the President of Russia.

Knowing the tight bond that Russia and Iran shared, he figured that it was easier to persuade the haughty supreme leader of Iran to call a ceasefire.

Apart from the growing tension between the powerful nations, so was the one from his member. The longer he dated Yulia, the more his curiosity about her candy stick rose.

“I have to have you by my side”, he said as he painted her neck with soft kisses in his office.

“I’m tired of sneaking you in”.

“Oh Frank, I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Trust me this one time.”

A week later, there she was, in Air Force One, an aircraft designated to carry the President and his entourage. He requested for her to be his official interpreter. It was around 2:00 AM as they flew through the clouds of Norway. Her body clock hasn’t adjusted to the novel timezone and her mind kept wandering along with the plane’s hovering.

This is just insane…

“Hi, sexy!”

“Oh jeez! What are you doing here!? They might see you!”

As he wormed his butt on her seat and snuggled with her, disheveling her pastel pink dress suit ensemble, he absorbed her warmth like he was a kid holding a teddy bear.

“Everyone’s asleep. I miss you. I can’t sleep without you”.

“What about Dunhill?” she asked, referring to one of his bodyguards.

“He already knows. Good night darling”.

Frank…

Not more than ten minutes after resting on her lap, he was already in a deep slumber. Enduring her fear of getting caught, she let him rest as she knew that he had been getting less than four hours of sleep ever since the missile interception.

It was fifteen minutes after 10:00 AM in Moscow when the President arrived. As soon as he stepped foot on the airstair in his caramel Burberry coat and gray cashmere scarf attire, an influx of flashing lights greeted him.

“Mr. President!” resounded in the area, along with camera clicks.

He looked behind him, checking where she was, but she intentionally picked the last spot of the line to avoid sparking rumors.

“Tell Yulia to come”, he told Dunhill, his 6ft. 4in. brunette bodyguard. Moments later…

“Miss Fedorova, the President needs you”. At that moment, she didn’t know if she should feel flattered or start hiding her identity from the impending death threats coming from people who were lusting over her boyfriend.

Not wanting to cause delay, she squeezed the collar of her tan cashmere coat and wormed her way to Frank.

“Let’s go”.

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

Hand-in-hand with the President, she walked down the steps, not raising her head once.

“Who is she!?” replaced the greetings. Moments later, there he was, answering the question of the day.

Please don’t…

“She is my interpreter”.

Whew! Thank God!

Obliviously thinking that she was off the hook with his answer, the netizens have already come up with different angles of who she was in his life. Her babushka, sleepless and worried about her granddaughter, who happened to watch the late-night news from New York, couldn’t stop gushing when she saw the President accompany her with utmost chivalry.

Moments later, there they were, in the Presidential Suite of the Ritz Carlton.

“Ah, it’s so refreshing to finally have you alone in a decent room”, he announced as she helped remove his heavy coat. Knowing that cigarettes and cigars were his only way to take deep breaths, she hustled to his black Hermes attache case. As the shutters closed from his single press of the hotel’s iPad remote control and dimmed their room decked in ecru and crystal elegance, he sauntered towards her and softly kissed her nape.

He took the cigar away from her hand and carried her atop the foyer’s chest of drawers.

“I want to smoke something else”.

Oh no!

“Frank…”. She appreciated her curiosity and acceptance, but she wasn’t a hundred percent sure whether he’d like her candy stick or be repulsed by it. As she pondered, his aggression was too strong to resist as within a minute, he was able to remove all of his clothes… including hers.

As their coats, suit, and dress ensembles were scattered everywhere on the floor, his tongue circled her pink pointers as he jerked her seven-inch yearning in myriad directions like it was his first time driving a stick.

“Let me show you how much I love you”.

With eyes closed, he spread her legs gently and trailed the middle of her chest, navel, and then her ladyballs.

“Ah!” she let out a soft moan—brushing his hair softly with her French-manicured fingers.

“Oh!”

He continued by flicking his tongue on her pink shaft—ensuring that all sides were lubricated.

“Do you like it?”

“I love it, darling!”

Hearing her exclamation was his cue to do more. He circled her pink mushroom head with his tongue—dampening it with his pent-up curiosity. Not a single waking moment of his life was spent wondering if he would ever enjoy the taste of shecock, but after absorbing the flavor of her saccharine and salty delight, he became an instant fan.

“You taste so sweet”.

“I love you darling”.

“I love you too, my sweet Yulia”.

Oh, Frank, I love you so much…

With every head bob, her grasp on his blonde locks tightened. As she rolled her head from the euphoric service, he couldn’t get a word out from his feasting.

“I’m so close…”.

“Not yet!”

“Darling… I want to feel your love”, he muttered with puppy dog eyes. On the brink of release, thoughts of whether or not what he requested would make her less feminine blew away. He sprinted to the edge of the bed and bent over. With her already-risen libido, she crouched and lubricated his virgin orifice with her tongue.

“Darling!”

The President felt as if the orgasmic god tickled him from her unwarned flick. She sloppily rimmed his tight and pink walls of pleasure. The more she ate his nether region, the less she thought about the stereotypical gender roles in bed. Without thinking things through, she inserted half of her womanwand, making him feel what the reverse taking of the Excalibur was like.

“Oh fuck!” he yelled in agony.

“Sorry…”.

“Should I go on?”

He reached for her lips and nodded. Squeezing his face, he pushed against her body, gently taking every inch of her. As much as she enjoyed receiving him for the past weeks, she couldn’t deny how tactile it was to attend to her member.

As she pulsated inside him, he unintentionally clenched his muscles, driving her wilder. Moments later, the sharp pain faded away. His pain started turning into a novel pleasurable feeling. Curiously, he unhinged and embraced her yearning once more.

“Frank!” she screamed in euphoria from his sweet grind.

“So this is what it feels like to be taken…”, he let out with a smile of satisfaction. She leaned closer and licked his earlobe as she was deep in euphoria.

“I love you so much”, she whispered with warm breaths.

“I can feel it, my darling”.

Without thinking things through, she started thrusting in and out at a romantic pace, enough for him to know how much she loved him. As she orgasmically tickled his prostate, he couldn’t stop his shaft to release bubbles of delight.

“Keep going, darling!” he yelled—choking his member with fervor.

“Ah!”

“Yes, darling, yes!” he cheered.

“You’re so tight, darling!”

“You’re the only one that has been inside me”.

“Likewise, my darling”, she answered—gasping for air.

Sinking her fingertips into his hips, with each pounce faster and harder than the last one, he rolled his head in a deliciously delirious state.

Still dazed from her passionate pouncing, he couldn’t take it anymore.

“I’m about to blow!” she warned.

“Mr. President!”

Here I come!

“Yuliaaaaa!”

“Ah, Ahh, Ahhh!”.

Shortly after, the Presidential Suite echoed with a unison of orgasmic moans. As she released her thick and warm ladycream inside his freshly picked cherry, he created a puddle of babygravy on the bed’s pastel-blue silk sheets.

“Whew! That was insane!” he let out. Still inside him, she rewarded his sweet offer with a passionate kiss.

“I love you, Mr. President…”.

“I love you, my Yulia…”.
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After a sweet shower, as Yulia dried her brunette locks in the bathroom, Frank emerged in his white terrycloth robe from behind.

“This is to let you know that I’m always with you”, he softly said as he clasped a Tiffany Victoria diamond necklace on the back of her neck.

“Darling…”.

“It reminded me so much of you. It looks like a butterfly. Just like how you transformed yourself, your love has transformed me…”.

“It’s beautiful. I will always wear it”.

“I love you, Yulia, I truly do”.

“So do I…”. He drew her to him, kissing her ever-so-gently as a warm rush coursed through her delicate body.

A couple of hours later, as she waited in the suite and right after his successful meeting with the President of Russia, an influx of knocks echoed in the room.

Shouldn’t he still be in the meeting...

“Vy miss Yuliya Fedorova?” A tall blonde brute in his early forties in an olive Foreign Intelligence Service uniform queried.

“Da…”.

“I’m Dmitriy from SVR. I just need to ask you several questions”.

Oh my God… did they find out about our relationship?

“I’m sorry but I have to ask the President if it’s allowed”, she uttered in tremor.

Without batting an eyelash, he locked the door.

Huh!?

She couldn’t do anything but nod in agreement from the intimidation.

Seated on the plush pastel-blue couch of the suite’s living room, she kept clutching her diamond necklace as beads of sweat formed on her neck.

“You are a spy from Ukraine”.

What!?

“Net! That is preposterous!”

“Then explain who this person is”. He took a folded photo from his breast pocket and handed it to her. Suddenly, memories of happy bears and nesting dolls from her old home started creeping into her mind as she gazed at the photo of her mother.

“No, this can’t be. My mother is not a spy!” With a smirk of satisfaction, he was relieved by her instant revelation of her connection. Shortly after, she realized that she just dug her own grave.

“So this is your mother?”.

No use of lying now…

“Yes, but she died seven years ago”.

“Do you know where she’s buried?”

Fuck!

His interrogation made her feel like her insides were being sawed by a double-edged sword. Not only was she left in the dark about whether or not she was alive, but she was also a spy.

“Where is she buried?”

“I don’t have answers to these questions anymore. I have to ask the President”. Squeezing her necklace once more, she wanted him out of the suite.

“Please, leave”.

“It’s amazing what plastic surgery can do. It’s as if seventeen years haven’t passed. You’re still as beautiful as you were”.

As his steps got wider and their distance got closer, she sprinted to the foyer.

“I am not my mother”. He removed his hat, revealing the scar on his forehead. The same scar that was caused by her mother’s combat knife slash.

“Oh come on, remember the good times?” he said.

“Pomogi mne!” she yelled for help. However, her exclamations were soon muffled by his strong hand. Frantically crying for help, he slid his other hand under her pastel green pencil skirt.

“Oh my God! What is that!?”

Dammit!

She pushed him away with feminine vigor as he sat on the floor, catatonic from the fresh discovery.

“I was born Yuri. I used my mother’s name when I transitioned”.

Perturbed yet lascivious from the novelty, he stood up and cornered her once more.

“So, you must know where she is. Where are you hiding your mother!?”

“I do not know where she is! My parents disappeared when I was seven!”

“You’re not only an abomination, you’re also a liar!”

“Your mother pretended to love me just to get information. Now, you’re pretending to be a woman! You must be punished!”

She reached for the door but his strength proved unmitigable. With her wrists tied on her back by his tight hold, she endured his warm breaths as he forced her to succumb to his yearning.

“Open your mouth, shlyukha!”

“P-please, d-don’t”.

“The President has good taste”, he said—grabbing her face to kiss him.

“You fucker!” Frank screamed as soon as he saw Dimitriy’s manhandling. Without thinking things through, Dunhill and the other two bodyguards pulled the Russian agent out of the door.

“I will tell Igor about this!” Dmitriy screamed repeatedly as the guards dragged him into the hallway.

“Are you alright?” Yulia shook her head and drenched his coat with her tears.

“We should’ve stayed in the plane, this is all my fault”.

Moments later, after Frank absorbed all the information from the harrowing incident, he knew that his girlfriend was in trouble. He arranged for Yulia’s secret escape to Paris using his connections.

“Don’t ever tell anyone who you are. You’ll have everything you need. Don’t contact me unless I contact you first”.

“Frank… I’m sorry, I really didn’t know”.

“None of this is your fault. Please, darling, take care of yourself”.

With a scarlet and tearful visage, she kissed him as they’d never kissed before. Donned in black thermal jackets and jeans ensemble, Dunhill led her to a street that was a ten-minute walk away from the hotel where a silver sedan was waiting.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine”, Dunhill reassured as he took over the right side of the vehicle.

“Thank you”.

“The President will always take care of you, that I’m sure of”. A tear escaped her right eye once more as she squeezed her diamond necklace.

Frank…


The First Lady Chapter 9

[image: ]

Not more than two days have passed since Dmitriy revealed Yulia’s connection with the spy that the Russian government has been looking for and the news already spread like wildfire.

President Igor shared through a press conference, his distaste for how the President of the United States handled the situation. Along with the espionage, Yulia’s mother was also accused of holding more information that could compromise Russia’s safety.

“US President Helps Hide Spy’s Daughter”, “The US President’s Secret Transgender Girlfriend”, “Russia Demands Fletcher To Release The Ukrainian Spy’s Daughter”, and “The President’s Dirty Ukrainian Secret”, were just some of the headlines printed on global newspapers.

As Frank prepared to address the nation in The Oval Office, people outside the White House rallied with placards encouraging him to avoid meddling with other countries’ relationships.

“My fellow countrymen, with all the rumors surrounding, I just want to clarify that Miss Yulia Fedorova, is not a spy.”

He cleared his throat and fixed the collar of his white linen shirt as he paced himself from the impending clarification of the ludicrous accusations.

“One of the most idiotic things that I’ve read was that she was dressing up as a woman and that she is a male spy who’s the same person as her mother. Her parents disappeared when she was seven years old and she grew up with her grandmother. She had no idea about her mother’s connection with Ukraine’s secret service. She is not a dubious person. She is a respectful woman who works in the White House, translating letters for the government.”

With eyes that welled with aggravation, he took a deep breath.

“Igor has no right to hold US civilians, or anyone innocent, captive. He should look for the person involved in their investigation. Let me make this clear. I will NEVER compromise an innocent person’s safety to maintain good relations.”

With intense eyes, he faced the camera lens.

“Igor, America will not back down. I will not back down”.

His speech got mixed reactions from the people. Some admired him for his bravery while others cowered from the caveats of how Russia will react.

As soon as Yulia’s grandmother finished watching his speech, every vein from her body pulsated as if it has never had before. Not only was her beloved granddaughter in danger, but she also just found out that her daughter was a spy, and possibly, still alive.

Not knowing what to do, she knelt and chanted prayers, wishing for Yulia’s protection.
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It has been a month and Yulia was getting used to hiding in a modest house in Normandy, France. It was three days after the new year and people from both Russia and America were still protesting. Ukraine, the country that should be the target of Igor’s anger, kept mum about their knowledge of her mother’s involvement in their government.

“I miss you, I want to hold you”, Frank said over the phone.

“Darling, I’m so worried about you. This is starting to affect your presidency”. Holding her pendant close to her heart, she stared at the lush green meadow—curling her body in a cream sweater and pajama ensemble on the beige sofa.

“I’m ready to face them”, she said, referring to Russia’s demand of handing her to them for an interview.

“Please, don’t be naïve. It’s not an interview. Just please, trust me… trust in our love”.

“Sorry, darling. Yes, I do, I always will…”.

“I love you, Yulia”.

“I love you too, I wish you were here”.

On that lazy Sunday afternoon, after reading The Office Gurl, a new book from her favorite author Lilly Lustwood, she had nothing to do but turn the TV on and have another glass of Riesling. As she perused the channels…

Oh my God!

There she was, her mother, speaking from the Office of the President of Ukraine, coming out after seventeen years to alleviate the tensions between the US and Russia.

“To my daughter, I’m so proud of you. You’ve grown into a wonderful lady. Please accept my apologies. I wanted to do this sooner but your father was ill. Before he passed away, this was his only request. She is not involved in any of this. This is the only thing I could do to make it up to you. Ya tyebya lyublyu”.

As anger, sorrow, yearning, resentment, and forgiveness streamed down her cheeks, deep inside, she was happy to know that her mother was alive.

“To the people of the United States of America, please stop blaming your President. He is a good man. My daughter is innocent. You are lucky to have a leader that will do everything to protect his people”.

And just like that, his trust ratings soared higher, putting him onto a level that no President of the United States has ever been before.

Igor started directing his anger to the rightful target and started bargaining talks with the President of Ukraine. Shortly after, Dunhill arrived after receiving the good news.

“See you soon, darling *wink*”, Frank’s text message said.

“Time to go home”, Dunhill happily informed before helping her pack for the jet that awaited them in Paris.
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It was the 24th day of January, Yulia’s birthday when she decided to finally share her story through a Gwyn Powell interview. Gwyn was the transgender and blonde 40-year-old version of Oprah, only, she wasn’t as loaded to give away cars.

Dubbed the biggest scandal of the twenty-first century, her mind was filled with nothing but fears and doubts.

Shivering in her white dress suit and pencil skirt ensemble in one of NBC’s studios, she couldn’t remember the first line of her message. There were twenty seconds left before her cue and her speech was leaving her… speechless.

“G-good morning, everyone”, she said with a stutter as Gwyn intently watched her from the other pastel pink couch.

“That’s my granddaughter!” Anya excitedly informed her seatmate of the studio’s front row.

“I’m Yulia Fedorova, I’m the interpreter for the President. I am not a spy, nor linked to any activities involving it. I understand the emotions and doubts that some of you may have. I’m not blaming anyone for what happened to me. I guess this is just how my life is written. The President is a good man. I’m sure that he would do the same for anyone else who was wrongly accused. Thank you”.

The camera panned out to include Gwyn in a neon pink corporate ensemble.

“Wow, that is very powerful, sister”.

“I like how you acknowledge that it is just the way it is. But I want to know how you felt when you were being hidden in a home in Normandy, like a prisoner”.

“You know, Gwyn, I’ve hidden my true self for 24 years, that was a worse prison. My experience in Normandy was nothing compared to what I’ve gone through”.

“I hear you!”

As the crowd filled the studio decked in wood and white modernity with applause, Yulia’s nerves started calming down.

“Have you heard from your mother?”

“Unfortunately, I haven’t, but the President of Ukraine promised to protect her. I wish I could see her soon”.

“It must be hard…”.

“Yeah…”, she softly let out as she released her tears.

“Awww”. Gwyn walked towards her and offered a consoling embrace.

“Sorry about that question”.

“No, it’s fine”.

“Alright people, it’s time for something lighter. Are the rumors true?”

God no, not this question!

At that very moment, she knew that an interrogation regarding her relationship with Frank was about to happen.

“Are you dating the handsome, intelligent, and most eligible bachelor in the world? No less than THE PRESIDENT!”

Applause filled the room once more as her visage that turned scarlet couldn’t hide the truth.

“No, he is only my boss”, she said without batting an eyelash.

“Mmm hmm”, Gwyn jested.

“If it’s true, I might just have to pull your hair backstage from envy”.

“Ha ha ha!”

Suddenly…

“Please don’t do that”, Frank quipped after emerging from backstage in his black suit ensemble. The crowd was unstoppable. Everyone in the room couldn’t stop cheering for the novel kind of pairing. Gwyn, in tears, watched him saunter toward Yulia.

“There’s no use hiding it anymore”, he said on one knee.

Oh my God!

Once again, her heart was beating a mile a minute. Her jaw felt like it had lost its joints from her surprised reaction.

“Yulia, my darling, will you do me the honor of being America’s First Lady?”

Shaking her head profusely as she dampened her delicate cheeks with tears of joy, he inserted her ring finger in a 5-carat Harry Winston heirloom engagement ring.

“Oh my God! This is FIRST and EXCLUSIVE on the Gwyn Powell show!” the host proudly announced as Yulia rewarded him with an influx of kisses.

“Oh, Frank, what did I do to ever deserve this?”

“Everything, my darling, everything”.

“I love you, my First Lady”.

“I love you more, Mr. President”.
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Three months after their wedding in the Fletcher estate, Yulia started proudly traveling with Frank as the first transgender First Lady. His presidency was full of firsts, and according to the surveys, more than 90% of Americans were happy with his leadership.

Her story opened many opportunities for transgender women around the globe. Many of them started dreaming big and stopped boxing themselves in the stereotypical careers that society has associated with them for many years.

With every hand wave, ensemble, and appearance, she made sure that she left a meaningful mark on everyone she came across.
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It was a lovely sunny day in Beverly Hills. Rows upon rows of daffodils, petunia, and lilies were thriving in the 30,000 square feet Sinclair estate. Thanks to its 47-year-old patriarch, Conrad Sinclair, the small family was set for a lifetime of living in the lap of luxury.

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

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

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

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

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

“What does my princess need? Hmm?”

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

“Ha ha! Dad, stop it!”

“Woof! Woof!”

“No! You’re not getting away!”

“Aren’t you guys too old for that?”

“Sweetie, what do you need?” Veronica softly asked.

“Well, you guys know that I’ve been taking hormone replacement medications for almost a year now and my boobs are still tiny”.

Veronica peered—trying to avoid the blinding sunray.

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

Conrad leaned back to check her knockers from a distance.

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

Please, daddy…

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

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

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

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

Please, mommy…

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

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

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

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

Daddy…

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

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

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

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

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

That’s insane!

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

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

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

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

It’s only two years… and… boobs!

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

“Now that’s my girl!”

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

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

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

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

“Everything went well, congratulations!”

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

“Please take care of Ms. Sinclair”.

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

Shortly after, there she was, in front of a full-length mirror, staring at her picture-perfect breasts. They were round, big, and tight, just the way she wanted them to be. Because of the stretching, her pink areola looked bigger and thanks to the help of hormones, her nipples’ size was proportionate to her new knockers.

“Oh my God! This is so major! Like, ugh, beyond!” she let out as she excitedly jiggled her body from her seat.

“Ouch!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ugh, I’m so hot!

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

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

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

As they made supermodel poses in front of the mirror…

“Ms. Sinclair!”

OMG!

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

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

“Mom!” she exclaimed with a scarlet face.

“Girls… SOS!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mommy…

“Alright, let’s show the world your new boobies!”
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It was the second week of August and Barbie couldn’t get her mind off being separated from Snuggles. Veronica requested for her pooch to stay and knowing that her mother needed him more, she succumbed.

As she sauntered on the gray carpet of Harvard Business School’s modern residential hall with a sullen face as the four movers struggled to transfer her oppressive Tempur-Pedic mattress behind her, her mind was too occupied to notice that all eyes were on her.

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

Oh my God!

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

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

OMG! He’s so cute…

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

“Here you go”.

“Oh… thank you…”.

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

“Ken, I’m Ken Roosevelt”.

“Barbie Sinclair”.

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

“Are you from Boston?”

“No, I just moved from L.A.”

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

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

“I’m from Rochester”.

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

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

“Oh, hey babe!”.

Babe…?

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

“Oh, this is Barbie”.

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

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

As she looked at the city view from her room’s floor-to-ceiling windows, she overheard Sarah’s unintelligible fuming tone in the hallway.

“Who the fuck was that?!”

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

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

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

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

“I’ll talk to you when you’re decent!” Moments later, Barbie’s heart jumped out of her sexy outfit from the resonant bang. Sarah took a deep breath and gazed at her bracelet before commencing bossing her movers around.
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Two days later, Barbie couldn’t hide the excitement on her face from her first day in class. Her room had everything that she needed to increase her productivity—ceiling lights replaced with crystal chandeliers that she could dim and brighten with the sound of her voice, a rose quartz study desk that was imported from Italy to ensure that all her projects and homework were completed with finesse, ivory oak shelves that housed all of her favorite Lilly Lustwood Prima Femina Romances books and handsewn female dolls.

Most importantly… her oppressive mirrored sliding closet that contained all of her pink clothing and for her to stare at her picture-perfect image and new boobs that bounced like a basketball.

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

I need to make the best first impression!

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

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

“Girls! Sorry to wake you but this is a fashion emergency!”

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

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

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

Oh my God!

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

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

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

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

Oh, they like me!

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

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

“Hey, what’s your name?”

“Where are you from?”

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

OMG OMG OMG!

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

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

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

OMG! She’s so mean…

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

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

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

“Miss? What’s wrong?”

“Hello, miss?”

“Hey beautiful, are you okay?”

Deafened by their begging, she lifted her head.

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

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

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

“Take me to Macy’s”.

“At your service, beautiful!”

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

“Hello?”

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

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

“That’s a dude!”

Oh no!

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

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

“Yes, I’m trans!”

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

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

Not knowing how far the store was, she agreed.

“But on one condition”.

Huh!?

“Give me a BJ”.

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

“Ugh, gross!”

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

Gahhh!

“Get away you perv!”

“Your loss!”

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

“Ahhh!”

Could this day get any worse!?

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

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

“There”, she replied before going her way.

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

“Thank you”.

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

Is that me?

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

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

OMG!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gotcha!”

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

OMG! I totally look like a Suma Cum Laude!

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

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

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

I bet it’s more romantic at night…

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

“Barbie?”

Huh!?

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

“What are you doing here?”

OMG OMG OMG!

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

“Jump in!”

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

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

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

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

“Ha ha!”

He’s so gorgeous…

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

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

With a playful squint, he peered at her chest.

“Nah, it’s not revealing enough”.

“Ha ha, stop!”

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

Huh!?

“Is it true that you’re trans?”

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

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

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

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

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

Ken…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“See ya!”
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The next morning, in her more serious outfit, as she sauntered in the residential hall at exactly 7:45 AM, she started accumulating more female attention. In a unanimous mental agreement, they thought about how stunning and classy she was in her new ensemble.

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

She also traded her sky-high heels with something more reasonable—to be able to run away as fast as she could if she came across another humiliation, a pair of white Chanel loafers.

“Barbie!” Sarah exclaimed as soon as she saw her. Along with Sarah were her posse, Gemma and Ruth, who shared the same height, the same hair color with their queen bee, and the same headbands in their oversized neutral-colored sweaters and pleated black tights ensembles.

Huh?

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

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

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

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

“Nice to meet you too…”.

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

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

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

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

But it’s cute…

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

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

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

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

Ugh, they’re friends!

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

“Hi, is it okay if I study with you?”

Gemma giggled audibly at Barbie’s query causing Sarah to pinch her thighs. Ruth lifted her head and as the ceiling lights beamed on her smooth ebony face, Sarah squeezed her hand frantically in an effort to stop her from what she was about to say.

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

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

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

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

How can people still be this evil after college…

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

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

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

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

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

Huh?!

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

“I didn’t say that”.

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

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

Ugh! What is with that girl!?

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

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

I would never!

“That’s so not true!”

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

Shareena stood up and pushed her out of the room.

“Let me exp—“.

“Bye, bitch, bye Felicia!”.

“Bang!”

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

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

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

“Dear, just come back”.

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

But if I do that…

“You know what, I’m a Sinclair!”

Suddenly, her mother’s face lit up.

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

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

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

“That’s my girl!”

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

“How dare you undermine me! I’m Barbie, I can be anything!”
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Two weeks later, there it was, the day of the product pitch presentations. Everyone belonged to groups except for Barbie, who slaved even on the weekends to come up with her pitch. As Sarah and her posse in their blazer and slacks attires proudly shared their product called Bestest Tampons in the media room that was only lit by a projector, Ken couldn’t help but gaze at Barbie from a distance.

After all, it was hard not to notice how brightly she glowed in her neon pink boatneck dress. Along with Ken were her other male classmates, secretly lusting over the abundant curve brought upon by her new knockers in a tight-fitting dress.

“Bestest Tampons, top-quality tampons made with the most expensive materials to ensure fast absorption. Made by real women for real women! You go girl!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

OMG OMG OMG!

“Great job Ms. Sinclair!”

“Nice job, Barbie!” Ken added.

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

“That was great!” a male student added.

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

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

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

As she waited in line…

“Barbie?”

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

“Oh, hi Ken!”

“What are you doing here?”

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

“You?”

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

Oh…

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

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

“Barbie…”.

OMG!

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

“Are you going somewhere after this?”

Ken…

“Not really, why?”

“Would you like to have lunch with me?”

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

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

“We broke up”.

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

“Weren’t you two together earlier?”

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

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

OMG!

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

“Great!”

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

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

“Thank you, so were you”.

OMG!

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

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

Still in disbelief, she giggled.

“Why are you so serious?”

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

Moments later, after a fifteen-minute drive of her, trying to keep her eyes glued to the passenger window view and him, mustering all the control he had to not kiss her pink lips, there they were, in the al-fresco area of Harvest Restaurant, waiting for the menu as the Boston afternoon sunshine gloriously beamed on their mannequin-like perfect pairing.

After learning that they both came from a family of entrepreneurs and that they enjoyed arts and crafts, her, making dolls and him, sketching, there were no words left to create another water cooler conversation.

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

Ken…

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

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

OMG!

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

“Kissing you…”.

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

“I hope it’s okay…”.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re so hot”.

“Mmm, you too”.

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

No!

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

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

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

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

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

No!

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

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

“You smell so good”.

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

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

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

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

“Fuck!”

“Mmmm”.

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

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

“Easy…”.

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

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

“Keep doing that, ahhh”.

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

“Ahhh, Barbie…”

“Mmm, yeah, that’s so good”.

“You’re a good girl”.

I love you, Ken…

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

“Ahhh! Barbie!”

“Fuckkkk!”

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

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

Mmm, it feels so nice…

“Wait!”

Huh!?

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

“No!”

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

“Ken… I don’t have a—“.

“Shh, it’s alright…”.

Oh my God…

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ken, I do, I really do…”

I love you…

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

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

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

“Ahhh! Ken!”

“Mmm, mmm”, he groaned.

Oh my God!

“I think I’m gonna pee!”

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

“Ah!”

“Mmm!”

“Ahh!”

“Mmm!”

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

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

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

“It’s your turn”.

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

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

“Ken!”

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

“Please be gentle…”.

“I will, just trust me, okay?”

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

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

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

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

“Ahh!”

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

“Everything’s gonna be fine”.

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

“I trust you…”.

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

“Shh, shhh, shhhh”.

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

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

Why does it suddenly feel so nice?

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

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

“You’re so tight…”.

“You’re so hard, ah!”

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

“Fuck!”

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

“Yes, Ken, Yes!”

OMG! I think I’m gonna cum again!

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

“Barbie!”

“Are you ready for me!?”

“Gahhhhhh!”

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

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

I love you Ken…

“I’m close!”

“Yes! Give it to me!”

“I’m close! I’m close!”

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

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

“Oh Barbie, you’re the best”.

“Ken…”.
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The next morning, after their sensual afternoon delight, Barbie couldn’t stop gazing at her image in a sweet pastel pink chiffon dress in front of her mirrored closet.

I can’t believe it…

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

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

“I love you, babe, get well soon”.

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

Suddenly, her heart stopped. Wanting to vanish by closing her door, it was too late as he already saw her.

“Barbie!” he frantically let out an audible whisper.

No!

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

“Barbie…”

“It’s not what you think it is”.

“Something happened and she needed care”.

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

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

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

“It’s not what you think, please, let me in, I can explain”.

With a hand yearning to open the door and lips wanting nothing more but to give him a good morning kiss, her mind proved to take full control and commanded her to send another text message instead.

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

With no more words left, he walked away, leaving her with nothing but the sound of his clacking leather shoes against the marble floor.
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Three days passed and Barbie was still ignoring Ken‘s voicemails and text messages. All he could do was steal glances at her whenever they shared the same classes. On that particular day was also the announcement of their next project, a bazaar challenge that required them to sell the same cookies but with their unique branding.

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

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

Eww, gross!

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

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

“Hey!”

OMG!

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

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

“I got you something”.

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

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

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

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

The day after, it was irritatingly hot in Boston and Barbie soaked in the cool central air provided by her skincare clinic discovery. She removed her pastel pink chiffon cardigan, revealing her tight-fitted collared pink sleeveless shirt and khaki white short-shorts ensemble.

Fanning herself with her hand as she waited for her appointment, she adjust her seating position in a Cambridge Cross as the waiting sofa in the all-white clinic was too low for her five-inches wedge and long legs.

“Barbie!”

Oh my God!

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

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

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

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

“We’re really no longer—“.

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

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

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

“Sorry about that”.

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

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

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

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

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

Ken…

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

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

The aesthetician giggled from the funny yet common query.

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

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

“Did you shave your bottom, Miss?”

Oh no!

“Uh… no, sorry”.

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

Oh my God…

“Sorry, what’s your name again?”

“Theresa, but you can call me Tess”.

“Thank you. Tess… it’s just, I’m a trans woman and I haven’t—“.

“Girl, don’t worry, I have a lot of pre-op trans patients. It’s totally fine”.

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

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

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

“So-oh-orry”.

“It wa-was the g-guy ea-earlier”.

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

“I know how it feels, spill the tea”.

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

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

“Oh wow, Barbie, this is too much”.

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

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

Why does this have to happen?

She started thinking how cruel fate was to her. Not even twenty-four hours have passed after it made her feel what it was like to be loved, wanted, and coveted, it already took the feelings back, stealing them from her like her happiness was just a cosmic blip.
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A month has passed and Ken has stopped following Barbie. Each time she checked her phone, she secretly wished that she would read his name in her inbox.

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

OMG!

“Ladies!”

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

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

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

“Of course! OMG! There are so many cute guys here! Who’s Ken?” Jenny queried.

“Shh, start decorating, we only have fifteen minutes!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

OMG OMG OMG!

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

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

Sarah and Linda glared at the three from a distance with unified thoughts of how unfairly slutty they were. Ken and his friends just gave up as their target market was more interested in pretty women than old sporting goods. As much as Ken tried to forget Barbie, seeing her get all the male attention sparked his need to protect her once more. However, he also thought that she has already moved on and he wanted to respect her decision.

Not ten minutes have passed and Barbie’s group already sold everything. All that was left were the desperate hormonal men asking for their numbers. As the three women basked in their victory and the cuties that were waiting for their books to be signed with their phone numbers, Linda sauntered towards Sarah’s booth.

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

“How about the CD?”

“Here, it’s free! Just go! Ugh!”

“Sarah?”

“Oh! Hey there, hi there, Linda!”

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

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

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

“Okay, if you say so”.

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

“What are you—“.

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

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

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

“Hey! That’s my phone!”

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

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

Huh!?

“That’s transphobic!” Linda yelled.

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

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

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

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

“Woah”, the men said in unison.

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

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

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

“Okay, then, what about slut!?”

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

“Just saying…”, he added.

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

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

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

Green with envy, all Sarah could do was squeal and run away. Dying from embarrassment, Barbie asked Jenny to start her car. As they collected their earnings for the event and wrapped their kiosk, Ken tried to talk to Barbie, but watching the men encroaching on her and helping her pack, felt like he had no chance at her anymore.
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Barbie’s blunder became the talk of Harvard, not only the business school but the whole Ivy League. She was branded as a modern-day harlot and a bad representation of transgender women. Others saw her as an iconic goddess and a modern-day Helen of Troy.

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

Even at her worst times, she was still thinking of others’ feelings. As she crocheted her worries away, a rustling under her door filled the room.

“A love letter for Barbie, Illustrated and Written by Ken Roosevelt”. There it was, a comic book made especially for her by the only man that she loved.

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

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

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

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

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

“Barbie?”

A familiar voice resonated in her ear. She looked around and there he was, Ken in her blue denim jacket and a black backpack. There were no words left. She expressed everything she felt in a stream of tears. Without thinking things through, she hopped on his shoulder and planted his lips a wet and warm kiss.

As the other students gathered around with their copies of the comic book, he proudly initiated another passionate kiss in the school’s courtyard. Ignoring the cheers and the leaves falling and brushing against their skin at the center of red brick buildings…

“I’m sorry Barbie…”.

“I love you, Ken… I’m sorry too”.

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

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

“Ken loves Barbie! Barbie loves Ken!” they said in unison—shaking their comic books in utter elation.
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The next morning, there they were, Barbie in her neon pink leather jacket, pink corset, pink pleated skirt, and pink thigh-high boots ensemble, walking arm-in-arm with Ken in his blue sunglasses, electric blue jacket, thunder graphic tee, and skinny jeans.

“Hi, Barbie!”

“You look so pretty, Barbie!”

OMG OMG OMG!

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

“The perfect match!” Mrs. Abbott greeted.

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

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

With a puzzled face, she looked back.

“I’m sorry about what happened before. I was a jackass”.

“It’s okay Suk Mee, I’ve moved on from that”.

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

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

In a proud stance, she faced the class.

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

Head-on, she faced Sarah and her friends.

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

“Well done, Miss Sinclair!”

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

“You’re my best value”.

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

“I love you more!”.

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

“Barbie…”.

Huh?

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

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

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

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

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

Sarah handed her the golden bracelet screwdriver.

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

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

“Aww”, Raul jested and joined their embrace.

Shortly after, as they commenced their lunch, Ken took Barbie’s hand and locked eyes with her.

“Barbie, with what just happened, I don’t know who else is the right guy for you”.

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

“Ha ha! Touche! Come here!”

He drew her to him and kissed her once more as she soaked in his love and his promise of forever.
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A little less than two years later, Barbie topped her class as she promised to do so. Ken moved from Rochester to L.A. with her to start a business. She opened her crocheted dolls shop and he started his comic book creation business.

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

After all, he was dating Barbie and everything had to be pink, frilly, and exhaustingly girly.
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In their raggedy two-bedroom apartment in Carrizo Springs, Texas, Jillian, who has been living as a transgender woman for less than a year pensively stared at her laptop screen. Not having a desirable GPA for a scholarship, she needed to take a student loan.

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

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

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

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

“Bang!”

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

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

Not again…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sweet Jesus… here goes nothing!

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

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

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

“Click”.

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

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

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

“Fine, you wanna see more?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like my girltoy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ahhh”.

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

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

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

“I’m so close, ahh!”

Rolling her head in utter euphoria…

“I’m gonna!”.

“I’m go—“.

“Ahhh!”

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

Yes!

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

The night was still young, at 11:00 PM, she thought. She took a little break by smoking topless beside her window. As she gazed at the stars, she kept imagining how her mother would react after receiving some money from her first paycheck.
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It has been three months and Jillian realized that the earnings of a camgirl were as volatile as the graphs of cryptocurrencies. But at the very least, she had something to give her mother every month whenever they needed money for the bills.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hablas Espanol?”

Fuck!

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

“It’s okay, shall we?”

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

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

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

“Is Fox your real name?”

“Ha ha! Ayyy no chica. I’m Luis”.

What a sexy name…

“Wow, you’re very handsome”.

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

“Thanks for the gifts you sent me”.

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

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

“Chi-chica”, he quiveringly let out.

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

Sweet honey bunches! Ding ding ding jackpot!

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

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

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

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

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

“Ding!”

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

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

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

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

Sweet Jesus!

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

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

“Luis…”.

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

“Yes, chica?”

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

“Fuck me!”

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

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

“Oh!”

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

Gosh…

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

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

Papi…

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

“Mmm, muy macho, papi”.

“All for you, chica”.

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

Jesus, take the wheel!

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

Ding dang dee lish!

“Mmm, you little puta, ahh…”.

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

“Gwak!”

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

Carefully, she tried once more.

“Dios mio! Hijo de puta maricon!”

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

“Mmm, you like that papi?”

“Si, keep doing that you little whore”.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

“Very… mucho… bueno, ugh”.

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

“Stop!”

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

“Damn!”

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

“Tee hee”.

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

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

“So cute and small. A girlcock”.

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

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

“Mmm, so sweet, chica”.

“Luis…”.

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

“I’m so close!”

“Yes, give me your milk mami!”

Briefly, he gasped and commenced his service.

“I’m gonna!”

“Mmm!”

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

“Mmm…”.

Tastes sweet…

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

“Ahh!”

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

“It feels so nice…”.

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

Sweet Jesus!

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

Motherfucker!

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

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

“Okay, I’ll be gentle”.

“Thank you…”.

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

“Ahh!”

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

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

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

It’s so painful…

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

“Luis…”.

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

What the?! Mmm…

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

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

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

“I wanna see your face”.

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

“Play with yourself”.

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

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

Like a jackrabbit, he pounced fast and hard.

“Fuck, yeah!”

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

“Papi!”

“Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Yes, little puta!”

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

“Yes, let it go!” he cheered.

“I’m close too!”

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

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

“Oh my…”.

“Whooo! You’re one hot chica!”

Mmm, so good.

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

As his babygravy streamed gently inside her, he lifted his head and grabbed her face for another passionate kiss. She couldn’t have asked for a better first time. He was everything that she wanted in a man and at exactly 1:34 PM, she happily declared the death of her virginity.
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A week later, Jillian was ready for her contract signing and abrupt career move to another state. After an hour of struggling to get out of her house from her parents begging her to change her mind, she was finally in the meeting place.

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

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

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

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

Los Angeles…

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

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

“Where are we going?”

“To the contract signing”.

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

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

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

Oh wow, so it’s not just me…

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

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

“I’m Jack”.

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

“Ha ha! In your dreams, Lacresha”.

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

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

“I’m Jillian, Jillian Jenner”.

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

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

“A performer? Yeah”.

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

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

He shrugged and took his iPhone from his jeans.

“Beats me”.

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

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

Huh!?

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

“Guess not…”.

That’s rude…

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

“Shwushhhhhh”.

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

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

Sweet baby Jesus…

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

“Ha ha. You done yet?”

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

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

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

Jack…

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

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

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

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

“We’re here now”.

Huh?

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

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

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

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

What the!?

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

“Sure, Zaddy!” Gemma jested.

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

“Thud!”

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

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

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

All of this under that lil’ hole?

Soon after, her amazement multiplie tenfold.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Luis…

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

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

Huh!?

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

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

That’s odd…

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

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

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

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

“Hey!”

Oh!

“Oh, hey Jack”.

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

“Was that your boyfriend?”

Jesus…

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

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

“Yeah… it caught me by surprise too”.

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

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

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

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

“Oh, it’s my turn”.
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“Beep! Beep! Beep!”

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

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

Oh right…

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

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

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

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

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

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

Stats?

“Stats?” Jack queried Jill.

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

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

Yeah, she’s probably right…

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

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

“Lift your arms please”.

Gosh…

“Oh wow, 24-inch waistline…”.

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

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

“So-sorry, but what’s this for?”

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

“It’s a five isn’t it?”

Oh wow, she’s good…

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

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

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

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

Jack…

What Jack really wanted to ask was how far the wings were from each other but he settled with a nod.
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Moments later, there they were, Jillian, Camille, and Ichigo in the cafeteria of the Bottom Wing on the Superstar’s Quarters floor that looked like a five-star hotel’s restaurant.

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

So gorgeous!

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

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

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

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

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

Her hands are so soft…

“I’m Jillian”.

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

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

Ichigo cleared his throat from Anya’s unfound comment.

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

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

What does she mean?

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

OMG!

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

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

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

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

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

“So… okay, don’t tell anyone…”.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think I’m just gonna quit!”

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

Wow!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wow… she’s so lucky.

“Anyway ladies, I have an appointment for my estrogen shots. Don’t let the other girls bug you! Stay on my bed so they know we’re friends. See ya!” she said before blowing a kiss.
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After a month, as the leaves started turning brown on the surface, Jillian’s looks started blossoming. She didn’t need much help as she had a naturally feminine visage, but the 550CC breast implants, laser hair removal treatments, and butt augmentation greatly helped solidify her femininity.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry, miss”.

“It’s okay”.

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

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

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

“Que guapa! Who’s this?”

“Oh, hi Jillian!” Ichigo greeted.

“This is Jillian Jenner. She’s new”.

“Hello, good evening”.

Oh!

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

“Is she available?”

Huh!?

“No. She’s still recovering”.

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

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

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

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

“Okay Arturo, say buh-bye now!”

“Bye Ichi! Bye Jillian!”

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

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

No!

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

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

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

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

Oh…

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

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

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

“I won’t. Thanks, Ichigo…”.
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The next part of their training was hormone replacement therapy. Jillian had been taking estradiol valerate shots weekly and a daily dose of spironolactone for a month. Her skin looked firmer, thinner, and softer. Her eyes had less aggression and she looked more docile.

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

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

Sweet baby, sweet baby, sweet…

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jack!?”

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

“It’s Jacqueline now”, Lacresha added.

Oh my God…

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

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

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

Oh…

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

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

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

Jeez…

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

What is her problem!?

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

“Is it okay…”.

“Mmm, yes Jack”.

“Can I kiss you?”

Jack…

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

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

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

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

Fucker!

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

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

Oh no…

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

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

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

“Sorry…” Lacresha let out a fake apology.

“Are you okay sis?”

Fuck you!

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

“Gwak!”

Seeing Jillian tearful and in pain, Jack had enough.

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

Jack…

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

She does know how to fuck…

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

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

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

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

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

Oh my God… Jack…

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

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

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

“Ahhh!”

“Mmmm… Jack…”.

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

“Ahhh! Jillian!”

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

“I’m close!”

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

“Mmmm… Jack!!!”

“Jillian!”

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

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

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

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

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

Camille…

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

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

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

“We love you, Cam”.

“I love you, girls”.

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

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

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

“I have great news for you!”

Huh!?

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

“Isaac Levy?”

“The founder of LevyMart!”

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

“$10,000 baby. Just one night!”

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

“Well, okay…”.

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

Jack… Camille…

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

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

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

“Alright, nighty night!”

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

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

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

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

I can’t do this…

“Mr. Levy… that’s too big”.

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

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

But before she could reach for the steel door…

“Slap!”

“Nobody rejects me!” he let out.

Oh my God…

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

“Sweet… almost a virgin”.

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

What is that?

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

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

A notebook…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Toot”.

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

“Huh!?”

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

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

As they stealthily navigated to the elevator…

“Wang! Wang! Wang!”

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

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

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

“Bang!”

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

“Cree!” Gemma yelled in exasperation.

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

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

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

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

“You have no conscience!”

“Gahhh!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Beauty in the Brothel Chapter 11

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

Oh my God!

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

“No!” Jack screamed from a distance.

Jack!

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

“Bang!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This looks easy to use”.

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck is this?!”

“It’s over, Luis!” Jillian let out.

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

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

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

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

“Toot”.

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

“Ahh, the face then”, Camille jested.

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

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

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

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

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

“How did you find out?”

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

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

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

“I love you, Jack…”.

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

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

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

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

“No, this is just the beginning”.

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


Oh Carol! Chapter 1
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As the snow piled up outside of Carol Carey’s all-white bedroom in Cookietown, Warren Country, New Jersey, so did her confidence as she gazed at almost a year’s worth of growth spurt from her chest brought upon by weekly estradiol valerate shots and daily oral spironolactone intake.

Although having confessed her gender identity to her parents Adam and Lilian, and her year-older sister, Marianne, she hasn’t come out to her neighbors and her church yet.

When she decided to start living as a woman, it entailed growing her hair, taking hormones, and dressing up. Being a former member of St. Augustine of Cookietown, a Catholic church, she felt like it would be a long shot for them, especially the choir that she sang with since she was eight, to understand.

Just as quickly as her blonde locks grew past shoulder length, so did her disappearance from the church. All her life, she was revered by the town for her vocal chops. She used to sing as a tenor and many of the churchgoers proudly declared how powerful her voice was to the point that whenever she sang, it was as if they could feel the presence of the holy spirit.

Very sensitive…

The novelty of her extra sensate nipples brought upon hormone replacement therapy hasn’t died down yet. Circling her pink perky pointers with her fingers with a tucked candy stick inside her pastel pink cotton panties in front of the mirror attached to her white oak closet, she started wondering how it would feel if it were a man’s teeth grazing her nipples instead.

Softly, she opened her mouth and laced her index fingers with saliva then commenced her playful tweaks and tactile finger brushes. As her blood rushed to her visage that begged for resolve…

*knock, knock*

“Sis?”

Frantic and perturbed, she opened her window’s blinds then unlocked the door. There she was, her 20-year-old sister Marianne in pink satin pajamas. They used to bicker a lot when she was still living as Carl but after coming out, they became the best of friends.

Both were blonde with green eyes, into anything stereotypically feminine, and almost shared the same weight of 115lbs. and 5ft. 5in. height—if only Carol was a cisgender woman, just like her sister, she would’ve been her high school’s prom queen as well.

“So these are the 34 As that I could find”, Marianne said as she laid down seven pairs of bras in candy colors that wouldn’t fit her anymore on Carol’s white bed.

“Let’s see if this fits”, she followed as she hooked the bra on her younger sister’s back who was holding her hair in a ponytail. Shortly after, Carol let her hair down as she preened in the mirror in the pink nylon bra.

“Push them together from the sides. Here, let me help ya”, Marianne said as she scooped her sister’s side boobs to form a hint of cleavage.

“Yeah, you’re right, that looks better. Thanks, sis”.

Marianne’s elation about Carol’s transition hasn’t died down yet. When she was seven, she hysterically screamed and cried in the grocery store—demanding her parents for a baby sister. Growing up, she noticed how effeminate Carol was but she didn’t pay much attention to it as she wasn’t aware of what transgenderism was.

She would often catch Carol trying her makeup, clothes, and skincare products and they used to bicker about it all the time. Marianne thought that it was her little sister’s way to piss her off. Every time she finished a book by Jane Austen, The Bronte Sisters, and Nicholas Sparks, Carol would borrow them and finish each story within a week.

As she brushed her younger sister’s hair, Marianne felt like Carol wanted to feel emancipated and that she missed her childhood friends. Even though Carol was reclusive about her emotions, she couldn’t bypass what some called the sister’s intuition.

When she went to college and started transitioning, she cut all communication lines with everyone from high school, neighbors, friends, and the choir.

“You should really consider the invitation”, Marianne suggested—referring to Mr. John Deakin, her 44-year-old former choirmaster’s invitation for Carol to fill in for the tenor who wouldn’t be able to perform in the church the coming Christmas Eve due to being quarantined in the airport from a family trip in Dubai.

“I don’t know… they’re pretty conservative”, she said as she tried on another bra.

“Well, times have changed. You’ll never know until you try. If they don’t, fuck ‘em—“.

“—we’ll always be here for you, you know that right?” Marianne reassured as she hooked the turquoise nylon bra on her sister’s back.

She’s probably right, it’s about time…

“Yeah… let’s just hope time’s have really changed. I miss singing…”.

“And they all miss your voice. You’re the only one who could do the Mariah whistle thingy there”, she jested.

“You mean the little…”.

“Ahhh!” she briefly sang a high-pitched C7 note that sounded like a whistle or a dolphin squeal.

“I could never do that. Ahhh!”

“Ahh!”

“Haha! Go girl!”

“Wahh! Wohh wah!”

After several failed attempts, Marianne gave up and proceeded to help her sister try her old bras on.


Oh Carol! Chapter 2
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It was the 8th day before Christmas as Carol mindlessly tapped the marble floor with her pink UGG boots just before St. Augustine’s oppressive two-door entrance.

Struggling to preen in her compact powder’s mirror brought upon the heavy basket of cookies that she baked for her reunion with her choirmates, she shook her head and pressed the creases of her pastel pink sweater.

It’s gonna be okay, it’s gonna be okay, it’s gonna be…

“Carl!? I mean, Carol!? Mr. Deakin greeted from a distance as he sprinted to get a better look at the person he fondly called Blondie. It was only a year and he was still the same brunette 6ft. 2in. hunk of a man who proudly wore shirts one size smaller to let everyone know how girthy his arms and opulent his pecs were.

Without thinking things through, he took her basket of cookies and gently placed it on the floor—obliging her into a warm and tight embrace that was enough to choke a bear.

He smells so good…

“Come inside, everyone’s so excited!” he followed as he led her inside the Catholic church decked in gilded finery and Michaelangelo-inspired murals.

Carol crushed a lot and Mr. Deakin was at the top of her list. Albeit absent of daddy issues, she has always lusted over masculine and mature men. For some reason, she felt like she could only truly feel how it was to be a lady if a strong man like Mr. Deakin owned her.

As they walked on the center aisle of the church, her choirmates held their breath while watching the two from the mezzanine choir area just above the stage and podium. As soon as they reached…

“Woah! Look at you!” Josiah Peters, the lanky 6ft. 3in. brunette bass, exclaimed in his black sweater right before hugging her like she was his childhood teddy bear.

He’s still so cute…

“Hey there, gorgeous!” Angelo Gutierrez, the masculine 6ft. baritone with an unhumanly handsome visage and gorgeous tan dressed in a fancy Ralph Lauren purple label maroon vest and white linen shirt ensemble added before planting a kiss at the back of her hand.

Oh my God!

“Glad to have you back”, Mark Humphrey, the 6ft. blonde countertenor who was built like a cub in a grey sweater gingerly greeted before shyly shaking her hand.

At that very moment, she couldn’t have asked for a better reintegration. Her first thought was that they would treat her like she was destitute, but they were all very welcoming.

After fifteen minutes of chatter about college, the courses they were taking, and the changes in the choir after she left, there it was, a white songbook.

“So, since you’re a woman now and you’ve always been able to sing in the soprano range, we’re going to change things a bit”, Mr. Deakin informed.

Hmm…

“I did a revamp on the set and you’re going to sing Mariah Carey’s versions of Christmas classics. The finale would be her version of O Holy Night. The lyrics of the other songs are also there.”

Oh gosh…

“That version’s crazy high but I will try…”.

“You got this”, he said with a wink.

“Alright guys, let’s taste Carol’s cookies then proceed with warmups”.

“Yeah!” the boys exclaimed in unison.

I hope they enjoy my cookies…

As they enjoyed her saccharine offering, Mr. Deakin played the version of Mariah Carey’s O Holy Night from his iPhone to give them an idea of how to approach the Christmas masterpiece.


Oh Carol! Chapter 3
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After two hours of almost breaking her vocal cords, Carol was finally getting the hang of the finale song. As she sang the piece for the fifth consecutive time, Mr. Deakin couldn’t stop his newfound attraction to her femininely stunning visage.

As he stared at her mouth’s every movement, his attraction grew even bigger with each note that she enunciated. He shook his head in hopes of getting the thought away but when she briefly locked her emerald eyes with his, he was caught up in the rapture of his desires.

“Fall on your knees…”, she sang with fervor. As soon as Mark heard the line once more, he couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel to hang onto her long and delicate legs that were being hugged by the tight confines of her black tights.

Meanwhile, Angelo kept stealing glances at Carol’s protrusion from behind. For a brief moment, he wondered if her butt was real or if they were brought upon by surgery or medication. However, he couldn’t care less as what he really wanted to know was how it’d feel like to have his manhood sandwiched between her plump cheeks.

“Oh niii… iiight, di… vine!” she sang intensely—causing her to shake her hair from the holy spirit seemingly taking over her body.

As soon as Josiah saw her hair shake, his brain started painting scenarios of him, pulling her blonde locks and hearing her scream his name.

“That was fantastic, Carol!” Mr. Deakin complimented.

“Great job everyone! Same time, same place, tomorrow”, he followed.

Moments later, as soon as she got into her bedroom, she couldn’t stop gushing. She took a pink pen with a furball from her mirrored nightstand drawer and started writing her feelings on the blank pages of her songbook.

“Dear Santa,

Today’s the happiest day of my life. My choirmates accepted me for who I am, including our sexy choirmaster Mr. Deakin. They treated me like a lady. I hope that they continue to do so. They’re all so cute, Santa. Please give me a mistletoe moment with at least one of them. I promise to be a good girl.

Love,

Carol”

With butterflies fluttering in her stomach, she closed her eyes and softly kissed the songbook. Shortly after, she watched the snowfall from her bedroom window and dreamt of how being  kissed felt like.


Oh Carol! Chapter 4
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It was the 6th morning before Christmas and Carol was abruptly woken up by a phone call. Normally, she would’ve gone ballistic but…

“It’s mine, mom!” she said after receiving a package—letting her know that she didn’t have to go down. Shortly after, she sprinted into their living room decked in Christmas cheer back to her bedroom.

Tired of tweezing and shaving her body and facial hair, she was happy to know that blondes had an easier time permanently removing unwanted hair. Brunettes required multiple Diode laser sessions or electrolysis, and both were extremely pricey and couldn’t be done at home.

Jumping for joy after unboxing the IPL (intense pulsed light) device that she ordered from Amazon, she didn’t care to inspect whether it was fully charged or not. Without thinking things through, she started zapping her leg hair with her white IPL gun in her blue bathroom.

Later that afternoon, it was time for another rehearsal. Confident with her hairless legs, she wore an oversized pastel pink sweater, white shorts, and knee-high pastel pink UGG boots.

“I’m leaving mom”, she announced as she softly grazed her smooth legs absent of the usual abrasive cactus feeling after preening in their foyer’s oppressive white wall mirror.

“Alright dear, take care”, her mom replied as she continued knitting Christmas sweater gifts in her opened bedroom upstairs.

It was a bright and sunny winter’s day and many of her neighbors were out and about. Some were creating snowmen, some were wrapping their homes with Christmas lights, and the men casually hung out as they marveled at the smoothness of her milky and delicate thighs.

As soon as she got into the church, Mark’s eyes looked like they were about to fall from their sockets. He had a thing for legs and feet and her small act of generous exhibition made him feel like he just hit the Powerball jackpot.

The boys, including Mr. Deakin, were secretly growing their attraction for the freshly transitioned young lady. Hesitant to act on their feelings as they felt like wanting her was gay, and most especially that they’ve known her for a long time, they tried their hardest to suppress their desires.

However, after the rehearsal, Mark couldn’t fight his feelings anymore.

“Hey! Carol!” he said as she sauntered out of the church’s door.

“Oh, hey!”

“I really wanna watch this movie called Lilly, The Nutcracker. I heard it’s really funny”, he gingerly informed.

“Do you have plans for today?”

OMG!

Shyly, she shook her head.

“Great! Let’s go”.

As Mark happily drove her to the cinema in his gray BMW sedan, she couldn’t stop staring at his beefy arms and slight belly from his brown sweater. She felt like she was being tortured by not being allowed to bite into a Christmas ham.

“You know, I’m really glad you’re back with us. Christmas in Cookietown is just not the same without your voice”.

“Thanks, Mark. Yeah, this year was pretty sad for me but I wasn’t sure how you guys would take my transition”.

Briefly, he stared at her with his blue eyes emanating lasciviousness and sincerity.

“I can take anything…”.

Mark…

Moments later, inside the Regal Pictures theater in Warren County that housed fifty seats, there they were, sitting side-by-side, watching Lilly, the movie’s protagonist, grinding peanuts for her small butter pecan pie business.

“She’s so pretty”, she softly said.

“She’s got nothing on you”, he whispered before feeding her a piece of salted butter popcorn.

OMG!

With a face painted with shock, she couldn’t process if his deep finger insertion in her mouth was intentional or an accident. However, as she faced him to check his disposition, his eyes were locked into hers as he licked the finger she soiled with utmost lasciviousness.

“It’s so delicious”, he let out.

Not knowing what to do, she giggled faintly and turned her attention to the movie. At that very moment, Mark abandoned the movie and watched her thighs that shined brightly in the dark room.

Two hours later, after reminiscent chats, walking side-by-side, and mustering every chivalrous cell from his body, there they were, in front of her cape cod two-story home.

“I think I like you, Carol”.

Mark…

“I like you too, but I’m not sure if I’m ready for… you know”.

With a gentle smile, he held her hand.

“What about a soft kiss for now?”

And just like that, doubts started drowning her head. Was she ready to give her first kiss to Mark? Is he the one? It’s just a kiss and she liked him too, what was so bad about it?

But before she could come up with a conclusion, he leaned in and gave her a sweet kiss. At that very moment, her thoughts blew away and her knees started feeling like Jell-O. Having enjoyed the novel taste, she leaned in and asked for more. Without a single utterance, she puckered up and received his second saccharine offer.

“Mmm”, he moaned as he gently opened her small mouth with his and rolled his tongue with hers. Too hot and heavy, he sunk his fingertips into her thighs as his kisses veered from soft and sweet to passionate and warm.

Feeling euphoric, she could do nothing more than absorb his yearning and let him fondle her smooth thighs as she squeezed his girthy arms like she was forming a Play-Doh.

*Ring, ring*

Ugh!

Frantic and blue-balled…

“Yes, mom?”

“Where are you?”

“I just got home”.

“Okay, dear”.

She gave him one last deep kiss and bid him goodbye.

“I really had fun today, thanks Mark”.

“Let’s do it again, Carol”, he let out before obliging her into a romantic encore.

“Okay, I gotta go!”

As soon as she got inside her home, there he was, her 49-year-old father Adam in his red Christmas sweater, privy of whose car she exited from.

“Who was that, dear?” he queried with a Bud Light in tow.

“Oh, it’s Mark from the choir”.

“Why were you in his car?”

“We watched this movie…”.

“I see. Did you have fun?”

“Yes, daddy. I’m just gonna change”.

Not prepared for the first interrogative daddy-daughter conversation about her love life, she rushed into her bedroom, leaving her father perturbed.

“Dear Santa,

Well, I don’t know what to say but thank you for granting my wish early. Mark was an amazing kisser and I want to kiss him more. I hope he invites me on a date again.

Love,

Carol”

As she rolled on her bed, she profusely licked the leftover taste of Mark’s luscious lips, dreaming of kissing him more.


Oh Carol! Chapter 5
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On the 4th day before Christmas, Carol and Mark have been communicating secretly. As their feelings developed for each other, she wondered if there would be a possibility for Mark to become her boyfriend and if he would claim her openly.

“Hi, Carol ^_^”, a text message from Josiah said.

“Hello Josiah, what’s up?”

“Since we don’t have rehearsals today, I was wondering if you’re free”.

Hmm…

“I have two tickets for the Evanescense concert in Trenton tonight. I was hoping you could join me...”.

Evanescense!

She was a huge fan of the rock band and wanted to say yes in a heartbeat but at that moment, she felt unworthy.

“Why me?”

“You’re the only one I know who also likes rock music. I’ll pick you up at 7”.

Well, in that case…

“Sounds great! Thanks!”

“See you! Wear black, haha!”

After six grueling hours of scrubbing, ironing her blonde locks bone straight, and applying her best take of 2000s emo girl makeup look, there she was, in her bedroom wearing a black leather jacket, a black choker, a red leather tube top, black leather pleated skirt, and patent leather thigh-high boots that boosted her heigh three inches more.

As she waited with her sister who was more excited than her in their living room, her father couldn’t stop yapping about Carol’s failure to inform them in advance.

“Your father’s right, dear. You should always let us know about your whereabouts. You’re a lady now and the dynamics are different. We just don’t want you to get in any trouble”, her mother reasoned.

“Well, she’s right, sis”.

“I’m really sorry, daddy. I promise, I’ll start informing you guys”.

She sauntered towards her father who was sitting on his black La-Z-Boy and watching a basketball game. He wanted to scold her more but her gentle embrace melted his aggravated disposition.

“I can’t miss this, it’s Evanescence!”

“I love you, daddy”.

“Fine. But I gotta talk to this guy first”.

Moments later, there he was, Josiah, in a black leather jacket, Evanescence t-shirt, and blue jeans ensemble standing on their doorstep. Albeit a rock fan, he didn’t look like the guy that would be shooed away by the parents for looking like a quintessential bad boy.

His brunette hair was neatly swiped to the back of his head and his face was absent of adolescent curses. Based on the sillage of Versace Eros perfume, he seemed like someone who took good care of himself. So much so that her father didn’t make him feel awkward when he entered their home.

“Good evening”, he said with a trustworthy smile.

“Good evening!” her family greeted back in unison.

“Don’t you want to have some coffee first?” her mother offered as she tucked her short brunette locks behind her ear.

“No, it’s fine”.

Her sister couldn’t stop giving her an encouraging look—making her feel like she just hit the jackpot with a guy like Josiah. With everyone’s approval, there they were, about to hop into his black Harley Davidson bike.

“This is so cool!” she let out as he handed her an extra helmet.

As they were seated and ready to go.

“Hey!” her father yelled from a distance after realizing that he didn’t bring a car.

“I thought you’ll pick her up in a car”.

“The bike’s much faster Mr. Carey. Don’t worry, she’ll be safe with me”.

*Vroom! Vroom!*

“No!”

“We’ll be home by two!” he cheerfully announced before driving away at the speed of light.

Oh my God!

“Come back here! You scoundrel!”

Mr. Carey screamed at the top of his lungs but his resonance was drowned by the engine’s noise and their distance. At that very moment, Carol knew that she was doomed but too afraid of the vehicle’s speed and with a newfound affinity for his scent and his nonchalant charm, all she could do was hold his body tight.

“Please! Not too fast!”

Albeit finding humor in witnessing her father yell in exasperation, he had the utmost respect for Carol and slowed down his driving. As the city lights started bouncing on their rockstar attires—waiting for the red light to turn green, he looked over his shoulder.

“I almost forgot to tell you…”.

“You look so beautiful tonight”.

Josiah…

“Haha! Don’t be silly”.

“I wish I was being silly…”.

Oh my God…

Moments later, there they were, in Trenton’s CURE Insurance Arena, anticipating the rock band to appear after three opening acts from artists they didn’t know. Not long after, a harrowing yet ethereal melody started filling the room as a voluminous grey smoke enveloped the stage.

“How can you see into my eyes… like open doors”, Amy Lee, the band’s vocalist, started singing in her famous head voice.

Too overwhelmed by the starstruck feeling, she squeezed his arm and leaned into his shoulders.

“Leading you down into my core, where I’ve become so numb”, the song continued. As soon as the electric guitar started resonating in the arena, the crowd screamed louder.

Feeling that she found comfort in his arm, he felt like it was the perfect opportunity to hold her from the side. As she sang along and lightly jumped from the beats, he jived rhythmically, word per word, riff by riff, inflection to inflection.

“Wake me up! Wake me up inside!”

“I can’t wake up! Wake me up inside!”

“Save me! Save me from the nothing I’ve become!”

Carol had the best time of her life. It was her first time attending a rock concert and she felt lucky that it was free and she attended it with someone as handsome as Josiah.

It was past eleven when they arrived in front of her house. As soon as she removed the helmet and hopped out of his motorcycle with disheveled hair, he drew him to her by the waist and grabbed her hair for a deep kiss.

Josiah!

Albeit feeling guilty about kissing another man while knowing that she and Mark were getting to know each other, his grip and unmitigable gaze were too powerful for her to even consider avoidance.

Kissing Josiah didn’t feel the same as kissing Mark. His was more intense, making her feel like he truly wanted her.

“I don’t know why I’m doing this but it just feels right”, he briefly said with warm breaths as he tried his best not to pluck her blonde locks out of her scalp.

“Mmm, mmm”, she let out as he cupped her breasts under the street light.

“People might see”, she followed as every fiber of her body felt like it was being tazed.

“Let them, I don’t care”.

Josiah…

“Well, I really had a lovely night. Thank you so much”.

“Good night, beautiful”.

“Haha! Good night. Dad’s gonna kill me but it’s worth it”.

After sauntering towards her house’s door, Josiah stayed catatonic on his bike, ensuring that she got into her house safely.

“Go before he sees you, haha!” she sent him a text message.

After ten minutes of their house that resounded of her ballistic father’s voice, she was back in her bedroom. As warm rushes coursed through her veins, she took her songbook out of her nightstand drawer and started documenting her musings once more.

“Dear Santa,

I’m really confused. Not that I’m complaining but what’s up with Josiah? Gosh, I really miss him and I wish our kisses lasted longer. But what about Mark? I’m really confused! Help me…

Love,

Carol”

Exhausted but not wanting to go to bed sweaty with mussed-up hair and makeup, she drew herself a bath. As she soaked in the warm water of Epsom salt and lavender, she played the events of the romantic night that she just shared with Josiah as she tweaked her nipples and rubbed her candy stick.
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Christmas was only two days away and as they got closer and closer to the birth of baby Jesus, so was Mark and Josiah’s steps to get to the third base. Albeit Carol wanted to feel what it was like to make love, she maintained her distance as she wasn’t prepared and didn’t know if she could handle penetration and how a man would react, whether be it Mark or Josiah, when he sees what she had between her legs.

While Mark kept mum on his involvement with Carol, Josiah was showier about it. But because of her request to keep their distance as she didn’t want him to get flak for being affectionate with a woman like her, all he could do whenever they rehearsed were fondle her butt or caress her hair when nobody was watching.

As she walked home in her pastel pink sweater, white skirt, pastel pink leg warmers, and white booties ensemble, she noticed a vehicle convoying her.

There it was, the only black Maserati Quattroporte in Cookietown, resisting to leave her alone.

“Hey, Carol!” Angelo said after rolling the passenger window down.

Hmm?

With a puzzled visage, she sauntered toward him as he carefully pressed his thick eyebrows and fixed the collar of his white linen shirt.

“Dad has a new restaurant and he needs people to try the food on the menu. Would you like to go with me?”

If there was one thing that one should know about Carol, she wasn’t only into pastries. She had a fervent affection for spicy food, Mexican, to be exact. Knowing that his family owned a chain of fine-dining Mexican restaurants all over New Jersey, saying no would be like turning a million-dollar game show prize down.

“How are you and Natalie?” she gingerly asked—referring to his girlfriend. He cleared his throat and curled his toes inside his Bally loafers from the loaded question.

“We broke up, like two months ago”.

Gosh! Why did I have to ask that dumb question!?

“Sorry about that, I didn’t mean to”.

“It’s okay, she wanted to study in London and I don’t do long distance”.

“What’s that smell? It’s really good”.

“It’s the lemon thing”, he said, pointing at the car air freshener on his car’s AC.

“No, it’s something else”.

“It’s probably my perfume, Dior Sauvage”. He lifted his torso, motioning her to take a whiff of her perfume from his navy blue vest.

Oh my…

Bumping against his masculine chest and inhaling his sillage made her candy stick twitch—causing her tuck to loosen inside her pink panties.

“Yea, i-it’s, you…”.

Softly, he looked at her with a proud smile.

“Yep, it’s me”, he said with a wink.

Dammit, he’s so handsome!

Many girls would kill to be where she was at that moment. After all, he was one of Cookietown's and inarguably, New Jersey’s most eligible bachelors. Tall, handsome, masculine, striking brown eyes, facial hair carefully groomed, and rich, were just icing on top of his sinfully delicious cake.

Moments later, there they were, inside the empty restaurant that was only a ten-minute drive from the church, Recuerdos Picantes.

“Wow!” she exclaimed as soon as she walked into the restaurant decked in red and Castellan modernity. There was only one table and on it were servings of gastronomically inviting Mexican food.

“Why is there no one but us?” He scratched his head with a scarlet face.

“Well, we’re a bit late. Haha!”

“Please, take a seat, I’m just gonna heat the food”.

Moments later, there they were, munching on a burrito. As she relished the complex taste of his father’s recipe, he couldn’t stop imagining how it’d feel if it was his burrito that was inside pink lips.

“You like it, huh?”

She had no words, all she could do was chew and nod.

“Seems like it’s going in the menu”, he said, based on her heavily satiated reaction.

Moments later, it was time for tacos. Carol has always been gentle and possessed social graces but when it came to food, she was a sloppy eater. Seeing her struggle with the taco that completely erased her pink lipstick, he stood up and assisted her.

Gently, he broke the shell and scooped the filling as he stared at her intently—inviting her to take a bite.

Angelo…

As soon as she got a taste of his offer, a warm rush coursed through her body. Sure, the place didn’t have an AC installed yet, but it was snowing outside. However, at that moment, she couldn’t deny the fact that her temperature was reaching feverish heights.

Thinking that she was off the hook as he unhinged his fingers from her mouth, he grabbed her face and kissed her right after she finished swallowing her trial entrée.

“Mmm”, he let out as he relished the savory taste of her plump lips.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since I saw you holding that cookie basket”, he added. Without thinking things through, he cleared the table and lifted her. Gently, he laid her atop the table and started kissing her neck profusely.

“Angelo… mmm”.

She thought that her problem ended between Mark and Josiah, only to find out that three times was indeed a charm. How could she resist the man who was coveted by hundreds of thousands of people on Instagram?

The taste of her neck left him wanting more, causing him to carry her and pin her hands against a red wall. Trailing her back with his hands, he ended at his destination, her plump behind.

As he squeezed her butt and kissed her deeply, her tuck was struggling to be undone. She didn’t use a tucking gaff as she wasn’t well-endowed and she was wearing a skirt that day and didn’t have to worry about possessing a bulge.

Like the playful playboy that he was, he slid his hand into her pink cotton panties and started squeezing her two scoops of vanilla ice cream. Too aroused as she could feel his boner rubbing against her thighs and fearing that he would feel her erection by accident…

No!

“Angelo!”

“I… I’m sorry, I can’t”.

“It’s okay, I’m fine with whatever”, he whispered—his warm breaths tingling every pore of her skin.

“I’m not ready… I’m sorry”.

And just like that, she sprinted out of the restaurant and went to the bus station. As soon as she got into her bedroom, she took her phone to text Josiah. She promised him that she would send a text message whenever she got home.

However, there it was, a text from Angelo.

“I’m sorry, Carol… I didn’t mean to. I’m willing to wait”.

That’s very sweet…

After a sigh of relief, she took her songbook from her pink tote bag.

“Dear Santa,

Okay, I don’t want you to think that I’m ungrateful but… seriously!? Three of them! And how do you expect me to say no to the hottest guy in the world? Are you playing a joke on me? Please, Santa, give me a sign. If only I could break my heart into three…

Love,

Carol”

Feeling perturbed, she went to her sister’s bedroom and explained her conundrum.

“Oh my God, you little slut!”

“I don’t know if I’ll be proud of you, kill you from envy, or chastise you!” Marianne said as she sharpened her jaw with a derma roller on her vanity area in her pastel purple bedroom.

“I’m serious… I don’t know what to do”, she let out as she pensively looked at her sister from the bed.

“Well, okay, who’s the most sincere?”

“Well, Mark can’t date me openly, you know that he comes from a very conservative family”.

“Yea, tell me about it, I dated his older brother and it was a disaster”, Marianne said.

“Then there’s Josiah, he’s really…”.

“Oh! The hot one! I like him for you”, Marianne interrupted.

“Well, yeah, he’s pretty hot but like, I don’t know if dad approves. You know what he did”.

“Yes, but that’s not something major. He can just apologize”.

“Well, now you’re making my decision-making process harder”.

“Sorry, sis, haha! Go on!”

Gently, she laid down and hugged her sister’s oppressive brown teddy bear.

“Then there’s Angelo…”.

“Are you ready for the bashing from his fans? But seriously, he’s so effin’ hot!”

“I know, that was so out of the blue”.

Choking the teddy bear, she was reminded of how tightly Angelo squeezed her butt earlier that day.

“Sis, I know this might sound cliched but… go with your gut”.

“What if my gut tells me that they’re all perfect!?”

“Nobody’s perfect. Just go with the one who treats you the best and makes the butterflies in your stomach flutter”, she said with a wink.

Treats me the best…

Shortly after, she took her IPL device and started zapping the errant hair on Marianne’s legs.


Oh Carol! Chapter 7
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Finally, she reached her most dreaded day of the year, the day when she debuts as Carol to the churchgoers and the Christmas eve that will determine if she could justify saying yes to singing one of the hardest songs to sing in the world, Mariah Carey’s version of O Holy Night.

The St. Augustine church was decked in oppressive wreaths, sconces, bells, and garlands. A 15ft. Christmas tree was erected on the stage that stood proudly beside a tall clear donation box that encouraged everyone to reach their pockets deeper and fill it to the brim.

All the churchgoers, along with her family, were dressed in their best suits and dresses. But the question of the night was… who was the beautiful blonde lady in the choir area?

Carol looked extra stunning that night, thanks to her sister’s help with the poofy hairstyle and her mastery of cosmetics. She looked like a Playboy Bunny underneath her white and maroon church choir vestments.

Finally… after everyone heard the mass and filled the donation box that couldn’t take another dollar note anymore, there he was, Father Amalfi, unsure if he made the right decision.

“And before we end this night and start the preparations for Christmas, I’d like to welcome back our choir’s tenor, well, now, a soprano, sorry about that. Please give a round of applause to Carol Carey”.

Mixed reactions filled the room. Most of them were happy to have her back but there were a few who felt like they needed to drown her in holy water to ricochet her back to her old form.

However, everyone clapped, not because they agreed, but because after all, it was Christmas. Shortly after, a somber and ethereal piano piece drowned the sound of the churchgoers’ gossiping.

“Oh holy night, the stars are brightly shining…”.

“It is the night, of our dear savior’s birth…”.

“Long lay the world, in sin and error pining…”.

“’Til he appears and the soul felt its worth…”.

Once again, Cookietown was blessed with its original star. However, she was just starting. Shortly after, when she started reaching the notes that soared as high as the star of Bethlehem, everyone's follicles solidified—feeling like they were being held by an angel through her sonic declaration of faith and love.

And just like that, as they accepted the spirit’s embrace, they also accepted Carol. Moments later, after the deafening applause, the choirmaster motioned for a victorious group hug.

“Merry Christmas, everyone!”

“Merry Christmas!”

Carol wanted to kiss the three young men but not wanting to downgrade herself in a blink of an eye to a town whore from freshly experiencing her town’s warm acceptance, she abruptly exited and joined her family on their pew.

Later that night, unlike most Americans, the Careys celebrated Christmas. It was her first Christmas as Carol and the first time that she received feminine gifts from her family.

Marianne gave her a pack of lingerie in three different colors while her parents bought her a pair of pink pumps and a Kate Spade handbag.

Thank you…

“Gosh, sorry for crying, I’m just so overwhelmed”, she let out as they were opening presents on the living room’s wooden floor in their Christmas pajamas.

“This is my first Christmas as a woman”.

“Aww”, her mother and sister said in unison with tearful faces as they embraced the baby of the family tightly. Not into anything sappy, her father couldn’t help himself but join as well.

Later that night, like in typical Carey fashion, they ate sinful home-cooked meals, from stuffed turkey, lasagna, ham, and green bean casserole, down to Carol’s famous Christmas cookies, as they watched Christmas specials on the Hallmark channel.


Oh Carol! Chapter 8
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It was the 25th of December and she was happy to wake up on the day of her savior’s birth. As soon as she opened her eyes, she reached for her phone on her nightstand. It was already 11:11 AM and her inbox was flooded with greetings and flirtations from the three men.

Huh?

“Hello, Carol. Merry Christmas! Will you be able to drop by my house at around 4:30 this afternoon? I have to discuss the new setup for the choir”, Mr. Deakin said in a text message.

“Sure!”

Mr. Deakin didn’t live too far from her. He was only three blocks away. Freshly divorced with no children, he has been living as a bachelor for six months.

But, why on Christmas day?

Moments later, after spending a lazy day with her family in the living room, there she was, freshly out of the shower and thinking of what to wear.

Aha!

Soon after, she realized that she just received lace privates from her sister. Perturbed between pink, red, and pastel blue, she shrugged.

“It’s Christmas, I’m feeling festive”, she told herself as she softly tucked her six-incher and covered it with her new red lace panties. She stood up with a red bra in tow and preened in the mirror.

Oh wow!

After trotting to her vanity and picking up the Versace Bright Crystal perfume that she bought for herself for Christmas, she spread it generously on every nook, cranny, and pulse point of her body, and ended her bout with the floral concoction by lacing her damp blonde hair.

Feeling crusty, she went back to the bathroom and applied shea butter lotion on her legs and arms, ensuring that she wasn’t only smooth to look at, but also to touch.

Carol has never imagined how empowering being in lingerie could be. She felt sexy, unstoppable, and ready to take on every challenge.

Moments later, there she was, at the doorstep of Mr. Deakin’s two-story colonial home, in her red dress with white polka dots, shivering and stomping her brown boots from the consequences of choosing fashion over comfort.

Without thinking things through, she rang the doorbell but before she could press the button.

“Merry Christmas!” Mr. Deakin greeted in his green Christmas robe as he led her to his beige living room decked in holiday cheer and photos of his dog who passed away a year before.

“Have a seat”.

“Your place is really nice”, she said as he took a glass of eggnog for her in the kitchen.

“Oh, it’s all my ex’s doing. Here you go”.

As she tried his concoction, he couldn’t stop staring at her mouth, most especially after taking a break and witnessing a streak of white liquid that stained her upper lip.

Fighting his erection, he crossed his legs as he kept imagining that what was on top of her lips was his daddygravy.

“Carol, I have to talk about...”.

“This…”.

Oh my God!

There it was, the songbook that she left in church when she hastened to leave.

“I’ve read everything and I just want you to know that I also find you very attractive—“.

“—the first time I saw you in that pink sweater, I wanted to rip it off”.

Mr. Deakin!

It’s official, if there was anyone naughty that year, it wasn’t Carol, but it was Santa Claus gifting her all the right men she desired, at the wrong time.

He stood up and untied his robe, revealing his extra masculine and burly dad bod dressed in nothing but skimpy red briefs.

“Carol, I’d like to make your Christmas wish come true”.

Oh gosh…

“Mr. Deakin… I really like you too but, you’ve read that book, you know my problem”.

“I want to know what sex is like but I’m not sure who I should give myself to… if only I could cut my heart into four…”.

“That won’t be a problem”, he let out as he rubbed his solid boner from his nylon briefs.

“Boys!” he announced. Moments later, there they were, Mark, Josiah, and Angelo, in skimpy red briefs and Santa hats with mistletoes in tow.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. At that moment, she wanted to run away from the embarrassment and guilt. But when Mr. Deakin sauntered to the plush beige sofa where she was seated, followed by the three hot men, she was too catatonic to do anything.

Gently, Mr. Deakin took her hand and rubbed it against his package that was soiled with precum. He then crouched and grabbed her face softly.

“I’m the only one who hasn’t tasted those sweet lips of yours”, he said with warm breaths before obliging her with a wet and warm kiss.

So hot…

Moments later, Josiah and Angelo took her dress and shoes off—revealing her delicate body in a two-piece lingerie ensemble. Her heart raced like it never had and her lady boner has never hurt that badly from being restricted by her thighs and the abrasive texture of lace.

Luckily for her, Mark knelt and leaned in to liberate her penis from her tuck.

“No!” she frantically said.

“Carol, all women deserve to be pleasured no matter what they have between their legs”, Mark softly said before licking her thighs like a popsicle stick on a hot summer day.

With his sweet promise, she closed her eyes and succumbed.

“Let’s get her in bed”, Mr. Deakin suggested.

As they carried her like she was Cleopatra traveling with her slaves, her dick jiggled with delight from their gung-ho. Moments later, there they were, in Mr. Deakin’s beige bedroom, sharing a California-king bed that was dressed in white sheets.

As Angelo unhooked her bra and Mark rolled her panties down, the two other men rubbed their yearnings. Shortly after, there she was, seated on the edge of the bed.

Beside her were Angelo and Josiah, sharing her breasts. Behind her was Mr. Deakin, pulling her face to his crotch, and Mark, on the floor, sucking her toes and licking her ankles.

Without thinking things through, Angelo and Josiah started licking her nipples and Mark rolled her panty to the side and started licking her shaft.

OMG!

As she inhaled Mr. Deakin’s testosterone with utmost passion, her body was spoiled with varied and consistent novel tactile delights.

“Gwak!” Mark let out from choking on her sweet and salty estrogen-laced candy stick.

So good…

It was the very first time that someone has attended to her nether regions and she didn’t want it to end.

Shortly after, Angelo and Josiah stood on the bed and rubbed their boners on her face. As she relished the feeling of Mark’s excellent service, she drowned in the sillage of the three men’s manhoods that were begging to escape their tight briefs.

“Time to open your presents”, Mr. Deakin said in a lustful tone.

It was Christmas day, after all, she thought. As Mark choked and gagged on her sweet penis, she rolled the other men’s briefs one by one. Shortly after, there they were, three dicks grazing her delicate face and blonde locks.

A tough choice to make as they all looked different from each other—Mr. Deakin’s was a circumcised, hairy, extra girthy, and veiny eight-incher. Josiah’s was cut, hairy, nine inches, pink, and veiny. Angelo’s was cleanly shaven, fat, eight inches, uncut, tanned, with a moist mushroom head.

Not wanting to miss out on the revelation, Mark stood up and took his briefs off, revealing his lush carpet of blonde pubic hair, extra girthy, pink, and circumcised eight-incher.

So many dicks… so little time…

“You guys… I don’t know which one to try first…”.

“Well, let’s do a reversed order based on who you kissed first”, Mr. Deakin suggested.

“Yeah, that’s fair”, Josiah added as he swiped her hair away from her face.

Not caring if the decision was unanimous, Mr. Deakin impaled her small mouth, the mouth that he had been fantasizing about entering since the first time he met her.

“Ahhh!” Mr. Deakin let out in tremor as she relished the taste of his salty treat. Mark went back to his service as he jerked his member while she circled her fingers on Josiah’s and Angelo’s dicks and gave them fair and equal strokes.

Am I dreaming…

“Mmm, mmm”, she let out as tears fell on her delicate cheeks.

“Ahh! Carol!” Mr. Deakin screamed as she mimicked the tongue flicks and intense suckling that Mark provided her.

“Mmm, mmm”, Mark and Carol moaned in unison as they delighted in their servicing.

“Wait!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed after feeling that he was about to explode.

“Let’s take her to the floor”.

Shortly after, there she was, in a doggy-style position. As Mark sucked her candy stick from below while laying down on the gray carpet and jerking off, Angelo took over Mr. Deakin’s place.

“Ahh!” Angelo exclaimed as soon as his dick entered her wet and warm mouth. Josiah spat on his long dick and rested his hands behind his head—giving her a view of his masculine arms and hairy pits as he closed his eyes and rolled his head from euphoria.

Meanwhile…

Oh my God!

“Mmm!” she let out after the first swipe of Mr. Deakin’s tongue in her pink walls of pleasure. He ate her ass just like how he ate his ex-wife’s pussy—wet and sloppy.

With all the sensations that Carol was gifted with, she felt like she wasn’t the owner of her body anymore.

“Ahh!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahh!” Angelo let out. Not wanting to cum, he unhinged from her mouth and motioned Josiah to take over.

“Oomph!” Josiah said as soon as he got his turn. Angelo slapped and rubbed his yearning on Carol’s delicate back. Feeling Mr. Deakin’s mushroom head graze her tight opening, she unhinged and provided a brief announcement.

“Mr. Deakin… please be gentle”.

Hearing what she said, Mr. Deakin shook his body in delight. Without thinking things through…

“Gwak!” she let out, both from choking on Josiah’s extra-long penis and half of Mr. Deakin’s fat cock. Albeit feeling like she just partook in the reverse taking of the Excalibur, her candy stick expressed a small bubble of sweet semen, causing Mark to release a bubble of precum as well.

Fuuuuck…

“Woah!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed from the very first time of experiencing anal sex. His dick has never been in such a wet, warm, and tight confinement before.

“I wanna try it too”, Angelo told Mark. Like a true gentleman, Angelo started by softly licking her pink and moist penis head.

“Can I?” Mark asked Josiah. As soon as Mark entered her yearning mouth, Mr. Deakin reached his final destination… her prostate.

“Gwah!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed as he pulsated inside Carol’s freshly popped cherry. Not wanting to kill the momentum, she ignored the sharp pain and continued relishing the savory taste of Mark’s fat cock and precum.

Oh my God…

As Josiah and Mark learned the perfect timing of sharing her mouth, Angelo scored A+ in penilingus. As the pain started fading away and the harbinger of prostate pleasure started arriving, Carol circled her hips in a sultry manner—letting Mr. Deakin know that she was ready for the taking.

So damn good…

At a romantic pace, Mr. Deakin started thrusting in and out, doing his best not to cum abruptly. As he sank his fingertips into her hips, he couldn’t stop shaking from his deliriously delicious state.

“Oh! Carol!”

“Mmm, so tight!”

“Gwak!” she let out from choking on Josiah’s yearning. Mark, who was balls-deep in euphoria, suggested checking how wide Carol’s mouth could go.

Wanting to take on the challenge, she opened her mouth—forgetting that her jaw had limits. Albeit being a novice, she took half of their dicks at the same time, suckling them like a puppy starving for milk.

“Mmm, mmm!” she let out in a guttural groan from the intense pounding of Mr. Deakin, her mouthful of two big boners, and her dick going in and out of Angelo’s throat.

“Oh! Carol! I think I’m gonna—“, Mr. Deakin let out.

“Wait!” Angelo interrupted.

“Let’s see if we can fit her ass at the same time”.

OMG!

So far, Carol liked every sensation that the men gifted her. With a yearning mouth and a beating hole, she gave Angelo a thumbs up. With all his might, he scooched under her and found a little opening under Mr. Deakin’s dick.

Slowly but surely, there they were, Mr. Deakin and Angelo rubbing dicks together as they went in and out of her pink hole. Like the jock that he was, Angelo penetrated her while doing pullups at the same time as Mr. Deakin’s hold on her hips got tighter.

“Ahh!” the men exclaimed in orgasmic unison like they were performing a harmony.

“Angelo, I’m gonna cum. Give us a moment”.

Mr. Deakin, with a scarlet face with veins like they were about to pop in his neck, started fucking her like a jackrabbit. Angelo patiently waited by sucking her dick once more.

“Carol!”

“Mmm!” she let out.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Take it! Take it!”

“Fuck!!!” he uttered in a thunderous exclamation as he released his thick and warm daddygravy inside her sore hole.

So good…

As Mr. Deakin pulsated and relished his orgasm, he shook his head—releasing wilful mists of his sweat in the air.

“Oh! Carol… what a wild woman…”, he softly said as he wiped the sweat off his forehead and burly chest with the back of his hand.

She didn’t want to waste a drop of Mr. Deakin’s lineage. As he unhinged, she clenched her anal muscles as she released fragments of precum in Angelo’s mouth. Shortly after, it was Angelo’s turn.

Ever since the day he saw Carol, his masturbatory sessions were filled with thoughts of nothing but the form of her ass in her black tights.

“Gwak!” she let out from choking on Josiah’s cock. Mark, missing the sweet taste of her candy stick, went under her and started choking on her member. Mr. Deakin couldn’t stop his erection albeit just releasing his unborn heirs inside her. As he watched the choir members from his bed, he started stroking his dick gently.

“Woah!” Angelo exclaimed from the novel feeling of fucking an ass. She was extra tight, extra warm, and extra wet from Mr. Deakin’s creampie. Angelo had a collection of toys for masturbation but nothing compared to what he was getting at that moment.

In typical Angelo fashion, he flexed his biceps as he carelessly pounded her scarlet ass. Josiah, throat-deep in euphoria, started grabbing her hair as she choked on his dick.

“You like that cock, don’t cha Carol?”

Sweetly, she nodded as he locked his eyes with a tearful siren gaze.

“Fuuuuuck!” Angelo screamed from the tactile sensation of her anal clenches.

“Carol!”

“Oh! Carol!”

“I’m go—“, but before he could finish his announcement, he refilled her ass with the abundance of his semen.

Angelo…

“Whew! That’s insane!” he let out as he squeezed his dick to release the last drop. He slapped her right cheek and planted a soft kiss on it before resting his masculine and sweaty body on Mr. Deakin’s bed.

“Man, ain’t it good”, Mr. Deakin said after giving Angelo a high five.

As Carol contained Angelo’s cum, Josiah excitedly impaled her.

“Ahh!” she yelled as soon as his mushroom head knocked on her prostate.

“Fuck!” Josiah let out from the strange feeling of the delightful novel sensation.

“I’ve never done this before but fuck!” he followed as he shook his body in a convulsive state while Mr. Deakin and Angelo proudly watched.

“Take me…”, she said—giving him an over-the-shoulder come-hither look.

Too hot and bothered by the hourglass figure and her thick blonde hair, he grabbed her locks with one hand as he held onto her hip with the other.

Josiah went in extra deep and hard without a warning, weakening her knees. With every prostate poke from his intense taking, she felt like her balls were ready to open their floodgates.

"Ahh! Ahh!"

"Carol!"

"Yes, Josiah!”

“Oh! Carol!”

“I think I’m gonna—“.

“I’m gonna cum too”, she said. Hearing her utterance, Mark, intensified his suckling like a Dyson vacuum cleaner—yearning and begging to swallow every dripping of her candy stick.

“Here it—“.

“Ahh!”

“Fuck!” he let out. As soon as his thick wad filled her, she released her ladycream deep in Mark’s throat. As Josiah shivered in orgasmic delight, so did Carol.

Mmm…

Mark relished every sweet drop from her estrogen-laced sperm. He wanted to cum at that very moment but he wanted to know how it felt like to be inside her.

Josiah picked himself up and started kissing her passionately.

“Oh!” Mark let out, in shock at how tight Carol was even after having gone through three dicks already. Unlike the other three, Mark enjoyed taking his time. At a romantic pace, he relished every bit of orgasmic choke from her creampied ass.

“So…”.

“Fucking…”.

“Tight…”, he let out—rolling his head from the mindblowing sensation.

“Carol, you taste so sweet”, Josiah said with warm breaths.

“Mmm, Josiah”.

As soon as Mr. Deakin and Angelo regained their virility, they sauntered toward Carol and aimed at her face.

“Let’s shower her with our love”, Mr. Deakin suggested—causing Josiah to move back and join their cum race.

“Carol!”

“Oh! Carol!” Mark let out.

“Are you ready?” he followed.

“Yes! Fill me with love!” she exalted as she anticipated Mark’s cum in her ass and the three men’s impending second ejaculation.

“Here I come!” Mark announced. As soon as the three heard his announcement, they choked their members with the utmost aggression.

“Ah!” Mark exclaimed.

“Ahh!” Mr. Deakin followed.

“Ahhh!” Angelo let out.

“Ahhhh!” Josiah yelled.

As Mark’s sperm freely flowed inside her sweet hole, the three men performed a synchronized squirt. Playfully, she caught their cum with her excited tongue that went in a myriad of directions.

Ahhh…

“Whew!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed. One by one, they rewarded Carol with passionate and wet kisses before carrying her to the bed and cuddling with her.

Still in disbelief by how lucky she was…

“Oh! Santa!” she jested.

“Oh! Carol!” the men let out in a lustful chorus before grazing her body with their strong hands.


Oh Carol! Epilogue
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After Carol’s romantic rendezvous with the four men, she decided to enjoy what she had and stop thinking about who the best man was for her. Everyone was equally sweet and handsome and picking only one didn’t make sense.

Every weekend, they’d often get together for a rehearsal in Mr. Deakin’s home, along with equally sharing her. Three months before the next Christmas, they all chipped in and saved up to fund her breast augmentation surgery which she happily accepted.

The End <3
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Three romantically feminized men by three dominant transgender women.

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

When Mrs. Morningwood tells him to apply lipstick, he obeys without questions. When Mrs. Morningwood tells him to wear black sheer nylon stockings, he follows. When Mrs. Morningwood tells him to kiss her, he opens his mouth... and more.

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

Determined not to swallow one more insult from his father, he swallows his new role as an apprentice for a Sissy Geisha Training... but it wasn't as easy as he thought, most especially when the mama-san is a stern Japanese transgender woman.

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

After many years of enduring a futureless relationship, Amanda AKA the holiday transgender girlfriend, demands to be the fifth wife, up until he carelessly lets out a misogynistic comment that compelled her to teach him a lesson he'll never forget.
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".
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“From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.”

Read Squeaky Clean
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.
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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.
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.
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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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“It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.”

Read Joy Ride
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Feminization Bible Volume One – Transgender and Sissy Romances Collection.

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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