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Introduction

“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.”

Yulia, an estranged child, and transgender woman speaks and writes English, Russian, Spanish, French, and Chinese fluently. Freshly living as a lady with the help of her supportive babushka, she journeys from Brooklyn to Washington D.C. and lands a job as an intern for the Director of Presidential Correspondence.

One Autumn night, as the new President-elect of the United States, Frank Fletcher, pensively perused his letters from Russian citizens, he calls for help.

However, everyone has already clocked out… except for one hardworking intern, Yulia Fedorova, who traded her pajamas for a pencil skirt to meet her deadlines.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance and Feminization Ride!

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

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m an Asian Transgender Woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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

It’s November 19, 2022, and 03:02 PM in the Philippines. It’s rainy, just the way I like it. I’m wearing a yellow Sunday dress.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The First Lady.


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

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

My First Gift for You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1

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.


Chapter 2

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.


Chapter 3

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.


Chapter 4

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.


Chapter 5

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.


Chapter 6

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.


Chapter 7

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…”.


Chapter 8

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…


Chapter 9

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.


Chapter 10

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.


Chapter 11

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”.


Epilogue

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.

The End <3

I hope that you enjoyed The First Lady as much as I enjoyed writing it. Please check out my first bundle of three full crossdressing and sissification novellas.
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Romantic Sissies Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections Books One to Six Collection.

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Romantic Sissification Ride!

Read Romantic Sissies Vol. 1


Other Titles
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Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.




Story 1 – The Wrong Room Number

Story 2 – Sissy Got Blacked

Story 3 – Karen Meets The Manager

Story 4 – Bitcoin Begging

Story 5 – Sissy Stuffing




Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies Vol. 1
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My Cherry No More is a coming-of-age and intimate telling of Lilly Lustwood’s first transgender romance.

Read My Cherry No More
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Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One encapsulates Sissyrella, Sissy White and The Seven Dwarfs, and The Sissy Mermaid.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Vol. 1
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With nothing but his ballet shoes, laser focus, and mastery of the fouetté, he braves the new dance of his life.

Will these be enough when he is dealt with the conundrum of the Royal Winnipeg Ballet, requesting him to exchange his tights for a tutu?

Read Prima Ballerina
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In an underground T-Girl Brothel lies the dreams of transgender women, only to find out that they were all disillusions. Will her newfound beauty and bravery emancipate her sisters from the harrowing confinement?

Read Beauty In A Brothel
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An American backpacker has never, for a single waking moment of his life, imagined that he would become Tokyo’s First American Sissy Hostess in a Premier Karaoke Club for Gentlemen.

Discover how Louie swallowed his Pride, Ego, Masculinity, and more *wink*, in this Tale of Feminization.

Read Tokyo Sissy Hostess
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Stanley Wetthole AKA Stacey, will stop at nothing to achieve her dreams of transitioning to a transgender bombshell and living the lap of luxury.

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

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

Read Stacey The School Sissy





Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The First Lady – A Feminization Fiction and Transgender Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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