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Introduction

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

It encapsulates three romantic feminizations and transgender transformations brought upon by three loving transgender women.

Full Novella 1 – Prima Ballerina

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?

Bill dropped out of college to pursue his dream of becoming the Mikhail Baryshnikov of his generation. Along with that decision was the disintegration of his family’s financial support and his girlfriend Kristen’s dwindling feelings.

Being twenty years old and without access to his trust fund, he ends up renting a shared apartment in North Point Douglas, Winnipeg, with a transgender woman named Daisy, a fresh graduate who interns for a fashion magazine.

Full Novella 2 – Prima Donna

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

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

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

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

Full Novella 3 – Prima Modella

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

A year after graduating high school with a house that was freshly devastated by a tornado, he journeys from Shelbyville, Indianapolis to New York City to end his brother’s nagging about having useless siblings. He rents an apartment in the Bronx and works as a server at McRonald’s to follow his virtuoso dreams.

Little did he know, destiny had another form of entertainment in place for him.

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

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance and Feminization Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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

It’s December 12, 2022, and 06:27 PM in the Philippines. It’s a bit balmy and I’m wearing a white t-shirt and blue jeans.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Transformed By T-Girls 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


Prima Ballerina Chapter 1
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Maybe there was something wrong about Bill’s decision-making process, he briefly pondered. He had a lot to lose as a consistent dean’s lister and a future accountant. But on that very Saturday afternoon in July in a ballet school decked in beige modernity in River Heights, Winnipeg, Canada, as soon as he felt the warm embrace of his black ballet shoes again, he knew that he was making the right choice.

“Please get back to your senses dear”, his mom said in a text message. He put his phone back inside his black gym bag and picked his 5ft. 8in. slender physique back up to dance.

As he gracefully twirled, jumped, and practiced his pirouettes to Tchaikovsky’s Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy, he ignored the irritatingly damp feeling of his soaked black shirt and tights.

He tweaked the choreography and placed consecutive fouettes, making the primary students’ jaws in the room drop. He spun as he has never spun before as the sweat from his short brunette locks created a wilful mist in the air.

“Bravo!” the black lanky school owner in the same ensemble exclaimed right after the very last note of the musical number. The group of seven students stood up and gave him a round of applause—further cementing his decision.

Later that night, Becca Wright, his forty-five-year-old mother, asked their middle-aged helper Lucia in a black French-maid attire to start serving his favorite dish, poutine. She did so amidst her reluctance as she deemed the dish not quite fit for her elegant food choices in an effort to convince him to reconsider his decision of dropping out of college to pursue his goals of being his generation’s Mikhail Baryshnikov.

She clutched her ebony south sea pearls as she pursed her lips from the bubbling anger of her forty-eight-year-old husband, Carlysle, who made a fortune in real estate.

“Ballet… such a silly dream to have. I don’t support it and I will not drag this conversation any longer”, Carlysle informed as he wiped his mouth with a white table napkin and cleaned the minute steak sauce stain on his dark green cardigan.

As soon as Bill heard his father’s sentiments, he vigorously cut his medium steak, causing the rest of the cutlery to shake and create chiming noises.

Becca reached his wrist, crinkling her red silk blouse, but before she could calm him down, he pounded the table which resulted in a steak sauce streak in his white linen shirt.

Support? Like I expect that from you!

“Nobody has to support it!” he furiously informed. He stormed out of their oppressive dining room decked in oak elegance then accidentally bumped into Lucia—causing his poutine to create a puddle of mess on the floor.

“I’m sorry”, he said without looking back and eventually gathered everything that he could from his navy modern bedroom. Becca wanted to go after him but Carlysle gave her a stern look—enough to compel her to stay catatonic and finish her mesclun salad.

As Bill frantically filled his gym bag with everything that could help him, he waited for his girlfriend Kristen’s reply regarding him, leaving his 10,000sqft. manor with a staff of eight to pursue his dancing dream.

Come on, babe…

He had no place to stay and could only access his trust fund when he turns twenty-five which was five years later and he dreaded the idea of waiting any longer. He started dialing his friend Bruce’s number who luckily picked up.

Bruce offered his place to Bill on the condition of the latter giving him his computer’s video card.

Fucking jerk!

Bill reluctantly agreed and shortly after, detached all of his PC parts. He sauntered towards his walk-in closet and took out his maroon luggage. He included everything in the packing, including his beloved PS5.

However, it was not his most prized possession. What made his love for ballet more obvious was how more than half of what was inside his oppressive luggage were ballet shoes and tights in different colors.

As the wheels of his luggage started creating a rolling noise against their house’s white marble floors, his father scurried towards him.

“Open the luggage!” he commanded. Bill glared at his father as he unzipped his luggage while Becca watched with welling eyes. Running out of patience, Carlysle opened the luggage with anger and aggression—causing the contents to spill on the floor.

“Trying to prove that you’re man enough by stealing my things?!” his father said insultingly right before throwing the gadget and PC parts on the floor—causing electronic shards to fly. He then dug through Bill’s pocket from his blue jeans and took his car key.

Fuck you!

“I own this too”, Carlysle said as the bald spot from his arid brunette scalp turned crimson—referring to the white BMW sedan that Bill had been driving. He then took the folded pair of black ballet shoes from the floor and threw them on his son’s chest.

“There, you can have that!” he followed right before dragging his wife away from their only child.

“Please!” Becca vigorously begged—detaching the clip from her scarlet bun, but her husband’s grip was too powerful.

Mom…

Moments later, with red eyes and not letting a single drop of tear escape his ducts, he picked up his ballet gear. Lucia, with a face drenched in tears, scurried to him with the gym bag from his bedroom in tow.

"Oh dear, why don’t you just wait until you finish college?” Lucia reasoned with him as she gently placed his ballet gear in the bag.

“I don’t know. When I’m not dancing, I feel empty. I just… want to dance…”, he explained as he stared blankly at the floor. She shook her head in disappointment and sadness. She took care of him like he was her own.

Most of his mother’s days were spent socializing and networking to provide her husband with better connections to support his real estate career.

“I’ll tell Gustavo to drive you to my apartment. Don’t worry, you’ve already met my husband and my kids. You can stay there for a while”, she informed.

At that very moment, Bill couldn’t hold back anymore. He released his tears as he embraced his maid in gratitude.

“Thank you, Lucia”, he softly said. She nodded as she brushed his back in consolation.
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Moments later, there he was, in Richmond West, Winnipeg, in front of the steps of his maid’s brown-bricked humble two-bedroom apartment.

“I got it”, Bill said as he took his gym bag from Gustavo, their family’s masculine driver in his early thirties.

“Look at that bro”, a teenager in a black hoodie remarked to his friend as they marveled at his father’s black Maserati.

“Bill!” Alessandro exclaimed before hugging him from his brown robe, white wifebeater, and blue-striped pajama ensemble. His two sons Jose and Carlos, eight and seven in their blue cotton pajamas, shyly smiled at him from behind their father.

“You remember my sons?”, he asked. Bill smiled and nodded amidst having vague memories of them.

“Of course!” Bill gleefully answered before messing the hair of the two with a friendly pat.

“Come inside! I made spaghetti Bolognese!” Alessandro excitedly informed causing Gustavo and Bill’s stomachs to rumble.

Moments later, after a scrumptious authentic Italian meal, Bill gazed at the headboard of the double bed that Alessandro has prepared for him to sleep in. He shortly realized that it was his old bed and got a nostalgic rush.

“Sorry about the place. I know it’s not something you’re used to”, Alessandro said.

“Oh no, it’s totally fine”, Bill replied. Alessandro smiled before kissing the foreheads of his boys and tucking them into the the other double bed.

“Good night. Ti amo”, Alessandro said as Bill watched and recalled how great his relationship with his father used to be.

“Good night, Papa”, Carlos and Jose said in unison before their father switched their lampshade off. Moments later, as the two children dozed off, Bill checked his phone again to see if his girlfriend replied.

"Sorry babe, saw your text late. I attended my aunt’s gallery opening. Just sleep it off babe, let’s talk about it tomorrow, okay? Love you!” Kristen said in a text message.

He then opened another unread message from his friend Bruce.

“Where are you, bro?” Bruce asked.

“Do you have the video card?” another message followed.

What a great friend…

He ignored all of the messages in his inbox and thought of how he could perfect his jumps before drifting away. Hours later, as the sunlight started creeping into the boys’ bedroom, Carlos and Jose bickered on the floor.

“Ballet is for girls!” Carlos insisted as he held Bill’s ballet shoes.

“No, it isn’t” Jose answered back.

“My friends told me only girls do ballet!” Carlos informed in frustration—causing Bill to prematurely wake up.

“Good morning”, Bill said as he struggled to open his eyes just after the clock on his phone turned seven.

“He told me that ballet is only for girls!” Jose told on his brother in a muffled tone as Carlos struggled to cover his mouth with his right hand. Bill giggled at the stereotypical information and snapped his finger.

“Yasss! Sister!” Bill quipped, causing the brothers to laugh. He then sauntered towards them and showed them a video of Mikhail Baryshnikov dancing in the movie White Nights.

“Ballet is for everyone. It requires a lot of strength”, he informed.

“Look at his feet”, he followed as Mikhail jumped and landed on a tip-toe consecutively in the clip. He then grabbed the shoes from Carlos’ hand and stood gracefully yet strongly on a tip-toe.

“It’s like flying”, he said before jumping as the boys watched in awe.

“I can do that too!” Carlos proudly announced. The boy paced himself but before Bill could stop him, he hurt himself from the incorrect movement.

“You need training for this”, Bill said as he brushed the boy’s back in an effort to calm his pain. Moments later, as Alessandro sipped his black coffee and the boys ate the hearty breakfast of frittatas and Focaccia bread that he has prepared for them, he faced Bill.

“Remember when you asked me about what you can do in the meantime?” he asked. He then took a long drag of his Marlboro Lights and tapped the ashes on a white ceramic ashtray atop their round dining table.

“Yes, about finding a job”, Bill answered right before taking a mouthful of frittatas.

“Our boss is looking for a new waiter. The salary’s not that good but you can make a lot from the tips”, Alessandro explained. Bill’s face lit up and nodded. He was open to anything as long as it could help him finish a year’s course in Canada’s Royal Winnipeg Ballet.


Prima Ballerina Chapter 3

It has been two weeks and Kristen has been visiting Bill in Mangia Vita, the Italian restaurant he had been working in together with Alessandro as the cook nearby Winnipeg’s central park on Kennedy street.

She had been lending him her MacBook for him to research how he could get a scholarship to complete Canada’s Royal Winnipeg Ballet School aspirant program.

Albeit he finished his studies at River Heights’ Prima Primary Ballet School through a scholarship program, it only offered primary courses which weren’t enough for him to earn a formal certificate or degree as a professional dancer.

“Please come back”, his mother said in a text message. He shook his head in disappointment as Kristen sipped her can of Coke Zero from a green plastic straw.

No, just no…

“Babe, why don’t you just take it? I have an extra MacBook at home. I don’t want to keep coming back in this dir—“, but right before she finished her sentence, she stopped herself from realizing her insensitive remark.

She preened in the mirror from her rectangular black Chanel compact powder and fixed the bangs of her wavy blonde locks. She then took her Versace Bright Crystal perfume from her gray taupe jumbo Chanel flap bag and sprayed it aggressively all over her pastel pink plaid jacket and pastel pink chiffon dress ensemble.

“I only have my dignity left. Don’t take that away from me”, he said as he perused some forums in his red sun visor, green collared t-shirt, and white khaki pants attire.

“Ugh, this place reeks”, she complained softly for the nth time. He leaned in for a kiss as his brown eyes emanated with yearning but she pulled away.

“There are people watching”, she said as she rolled her blue eyes and directed her sight at the other people minding their own businesses—seated in brown leather couches as they ate their sinfully delectable Italian meals atop the restaurant’s beige square tables.

Suddenly, his phone rang and created a buzzing sound against their table. He frantically picked it up—perturbed as to why Deshaun, the owner of Prima Primary School called.

“Hello?” Bill asked over the phone.

“Hey, Bill! How are ya?” Deshaun greeted.

“Good, I’m good. What’s up?” Bill queried.

“Can you drop by the school today? Around threeish?” Deshaun requested. Bill agreed as Kristen anticipated with curiosity. He asked his girlfriend if he could hitch a ride on her way home to River Heights as he needed to see his teacher. She nodded without objections and insisted to leave at once as she couldn’t stand the strong smell of cheese anymore.

Bill went to the kitchen and asked Alessandro if he could leave for a while and the latter agreed as long as the young man came back before 4:30 PM.

Moments later, there they were, parked on the two-story ballet school’s driveway in her pink Range Rover. He leaned closer and anticipated the taste of her sweet pink lips.

“You smell like cheese babe”, she said before showering him with mists of her floral perfume. He giggled and raised his long and elegant neck as he closed his eyes to avoid the liquid.

She leaned closer and started biting his lower lip which he returned by circling her tongue with his as if he was tying a cherry twig’s knot.

“You’re so beautiful, babe”, he said with warm breaths. She moaned and continued returning his fervor with feminine passion—disregarding her distaste for the spicy flavor from his novel peppery and cheesy diet.

“Thanks for staying with me. I promise, I’ll make things work”, he added—holding her nape gently.

“I love you”, he said. She nodded in euphoria as he slid his palm inside her chiffon dress and started grazing her lean and hairless thighs. She interlocked her fingers with his—misdirecting him and avoiding the consequence of being caught inside her car in a lascivious act in broad daylight.

“Me too…”, she whispered right before she sunk her teeth in his earlobe. Suddenly, his phone vibrated in his pants. He tried to ignore it but its dragging and pertinent tactility left no room for being unattended.

“I can see you from here”, Deshaun said over the phone as he watched them while taking a long drag of his Marlboro Lights by the school's entrance.

Shit!

Bill’s face turned red as he prematurely pulled away from the passionate kiss while explaining the conundrum.

“Take care babe”, he said as she fixed her hair before taking over the driver’s seat. He sauntered towards Deshaun who stood by the oppressive oak doors donned in an all-black ballerino ensemble that hugged every lean muscle of his tight body.

“Why did you stop?” Deshaun quipped. Bill blushed even more from his 43-year-old teacher’s joke. Moments later, there they were, in Deshaun’s office decked in black and gray modernity.

As Bill perused the chrome ballet trophies on the glass desk, he pondered that someday, he too would have a collection of his own.

“So, I know that you’ve been wanting to study at RWB”, Deshaun informed—causing the young man’s heart to pirouette without having any clue as to what the conversation was about.

“I have this client. She was supposed to send her kid there… paid and all but couldn’t get a refund as it was some sort of prize from her husband’s company. Long storys short…”, he continued as Bill’s eyes widened.

“…she’s looking for someone to take the gift on one conditio—“, but before Deshaun could finish his sentence, Bill interjected.

“Done! I’ll do it!” Bill said. Deshaun nodded with a knowing smile.

“She’s looking for someone to take care of their dogs. Her mother-in-law’s moving in with them and she’s allergic. They don’t want to give their dogs away and rented a space in some dingy apartment in North Point Douglas”, Deshaun said before sipping some caramel latte from his thermal water bottle.

“So, you’d have to live there and share an apartment with someone. You’re the son of Carlysle Wright, you sure you wanna do this?” Deshaun asked.

His son? I don’t think that’s the case anymore.

“Deshaun, with what you just said, this day may be possibly the luckiest day of my life!” Bill exclaimed. Deshaun shook his hand and looked at him intently.

“Bill, I know what you can do. This is it. Make me proud!” he followed.

I will! I really will! Thank you!

He stood up with eyes welling as he leaned in for a hug from the glass table partition.

“Thanks, sir. Really, thank you!” he said as Deshaun proudly patted the young man’s back.
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A week later, Bill still hasn’t succumbed to his mother’s request. But he would send him a message daily just to let her know that he was still alive.

Carlos and Jose clung to his body as they begged him not to go.

Aww…

“No!” Jose yelled as he laced Bill’s black jacket with snot from profuse crying.

“You told us that you’re our big brother now!” Carlos held his thighs from his blue jeans tighter.

“I am. I promise, I will visit every weekend”, Bill said. Alessandro wanted to cry as their family has gotten very close with the young man but he needed his kids to emulate his bravery to lessen the pain.

“He’s gonna miss his bus. He’ll visit. It’s going to be okay”, Alessandro said as he crouched and pulled his kids away from Bill.

“I love you both”, Bill said before wiping his tears away from the sleeves of his black hoodie. The moment he turned away, Carlos started crying audibly in unison with Jose as their father struggled to keep them from running after Bill.

The moment he was out of the kids’ sight, he started expressing his sadness with bated screams. He felt as if he lost his once more, but that time, the cut was deeper as he didn’t feel jolts of resentment for the brothers as he did with his parents.

Why does this have to happen!?

As he panted from sprinting and crying in his black sneakers to chase his bus ride, the kid’s faces kept creeping into his head. He had always dreamed of having siblings and just as he was enjoying his newfound role, the only cards he has been dealt were the ones that required distance.

Big brother will make you proud…

The view from his window seat on the bus started changing from suburban to a blur of metropolitan buildings. As he pensively looked at the oppressive buildings, he pondered why it was so hard for him to reach his own dream without getting anyone negatively involved.

Maybe it’s not meant for me…

Suddenly, the Don Quixote theme started streaming from his AirPods. As the energetic tune played, all of his doubts blew away on that sunny August afternoon. They were all taken by images of him doing endless fouettes as a crowd cheered him on.

More than half an hour later, there he was, in a bus station a walk away from North Point Douglas. He navigated the location of the apartment that Mrs. Wong, Deshaun’s client, asked him to stay in.

She chose the place as it was only a five-minute walk away from where she lived and it wasn’t averse to renters having pets. He started sauntering right after accurately pinning the location when suddenly…

Fuck!

A young man in a gray hoodie almost the same height as him grabbed his phone and ran away. Bill was an excellent dancer and what he lacked in protruding muscles and towering height that most people associate strength with, made up for his genuine measurable strength and not something that was only based on vanity.

In hot pursuit, he spun his gym bag through its handle and flawlessly aimed at the thief’s head like his eyes had crosshairs.

“Ahh!” the young man let out right after he stumbled to the ground from the heady blow. Bill got a hold of his hoodie and took his phone.

“Don’t you ever do that again! You hear me!?” he yelled as the young thief nodded in fear.

“Ugh!” he followed right before going his way, leaving the thief contemplating his actions as he stared blankly at the ground.

Jeez! Couldn’t this day get any worse?

Moments later, he texted Mrs. Wong about his arrival. As he waited for her reply in front of the dingy bungalow decked in white and gray scratched paint, he curiously looked around.

As he witnessed the gossiping mothers in their porches, kids riding their bikes and laughing as they played, teen boys making moves on teen girls, and men smoking their cigarettes as they hung out in front of their houses, he thought that it wasn’t so bad.

Before moving in, he read statistics of drug use in the neighborhood but on that very afternoon, he didn’t fear for his safety. Everybody just seemed to be minding their own business.

“Oh!” a slender lady an inch shorter than him with fair skin and bone-straight raven locks let out after she saw him casually standing in front of the apartment.

“You must be Bill”, she uttered as she sauntered to the tall green garbage bin close to him. He instinctively took the lid out—assisting her as she threw a black garbage bag.

Wow!

“Y-yes, I am”,  he anxiously said as he marveled at her ambiguously stunning beauty. She flipped her hair to get it out of the way—revealing her smooth decolletage from her blue Sunday dress.

He willingly took a whiff of her hair’s accidental release of the citrusy perfume’s sillage that she applied—relishing it note per note. He then redirected his olfactory sense to optical, leading him to focus on her twinkling brown eyes shaped like almonds from a windfall and pink delicate yet pouty heart-shaped lips.

“Hey! You ok?” she cheerfully asked after gesturing for him to come in more than twice as he stood catatonic.

Oh!

He frantically followed as he realized that he exhibited brief foolishness.
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As she barely created walking noises against the wooden floor in the humble foyer from her blue ballet flats, he intently stared at her delicate legs.

Snap out of it! You have a girlfriend!

“By the way, I’m Daisy. Mrs. Wong told me that you’re gonna take care of her dogs”, she said as she dunk her green tee bag in a white tea cup painted with floral tapestry. He nodded and placed his gym bag on the floor and sat on one of the two beige wooden chairs in the makeshift dining room of the apartment’s tiny kitchen decked in ivory wall tiles.

“You do ballet?” he queried, brought upon the sight of her feet in something eerily similar to what he wore whenever he danced. Her face turned crimson as she almost blew her scalding tea from his unusual question.

“Ha ha! No. Why do you ask?!” she returned with glee—flattered from the assumption.

“Oh, your shoes”, he said.

“I can’t even twerk let alone tip-toe and twirl—I just graduated. I’m interning for this fashion magazine called Wintour”, she explained. She sauntered towards him and sat on a chair parallel to where he was seated, giving him a better view of every contour from her cat-like visage.

Oh wow…

“What about you?” she asked.

“Well… I guess I’m a dropout. I came here to…”, he said as he reached for his black ballet flats inside his gym bag.

“Tiptoe”, he added. As soon as she saw the shoes, her almond eyes widened.

“For real!? That is so cool!” she said.

“Can I touch them?” she added. His heart leaped from witnessing her excited reaction. None of the people close to him were as passionate as he was about ballet.

“So this is the real thing, huh…”, she remarked while she grazed the smooth patent leather.

“Where are you from?” he asked.

Oh shit, that doesn’t sound right!

“I mean, you know, not like I’m assuming… you know, I mean”, he frantically explained as he did not want to make it seem like he was profiling her.

“Ha ha! I get it, I get it”, she answered as she fiddled his shoe.

“My parents are immigrants from the Philippines. But I grew up here, like a fifteen-minute walk away”, she informed.

“How about you? You don’t look like someone who grew up eating poutines and snacking on spoonfuls of maple syrup” she quipped.

Ha ha!

“I grew up in River Heights. Well, I sort of… ran away from home. My dad didn’t want to support my dream of pursuing ballet and he wanted me to finish accountancy”, he said in a casual tone. She handed him the other pair back and flashed a knowing smile.

“That’s too bad. In a way, we’re quite similar but I didn’t run away. They kicked me out. My father is very religious and he couldn’t grasp the fact that his only son is transitioning to a woman”, she said in a sullen tone.

Oh…

“But hey! It’s not like they can escape me. Sometimes, I see them in the stores. Maybe one of these days, he’ll learn to accept me for who I truly am”, she cheerfully said.

Why would you do that?

“Why do you still want to be with them after what they did to you?” he asked with bated frustration.

“They took care of me for twenty-three years. It’s different from where I am from. Family’s very important to us. It’ll take time but I know they’ll give Daisy the same love that they’ve provided David…”, she explained.

“… there’s no use if I return their reaction with the same negativity. Think of it like protons and electrons, ha ha!” she followed with an optimistic façade.

At that very moment, his lascivious thoughts morphed to respect. There they were, in a similar situation with her, having it worse, but she chose to wield the cards that she was dealt with using unconditional love.

“Ahh! Geez, I spilled too much of my tea”, she said—referring to opening up too soon as she wiped her faint tears with her wrist.

“So, let me show you the rest of the house”, she said right after sipping the last drop of her green tea. She gracefully stood up and sauntered towards one of the only two doors in the apartment.

“This is the bedroom, it’s big enough for the two of us”, she informed.

Oh!

He was caught by surprise. He thought that Daisy was just in the house to assist him with the move.

“That’s my side and that’s yours. I hope you don’t mind, I don’t like direct sunlight”, she said, referring to one of the queen-sized beds dressed in gray bedding that she didn’t prefer.

“Sorry about this, I’ll take some of my clothes out later”, she said as she pressed her clothes harder to her side of the shared oppressive maple cabinet.

“No, that’s fine, I don’t have a lot of clothes”, he informed as he jiggled his light gym bag.

“You’re an angel!” she said as her toes curled on the plush gray carpet from the happiness and satisfaction brought upon by his understanding of her obsession with clothes. After all, she worked for a fashion magazine.

You’re the angel…

“Nah, it’s nothing”, he reassured.

“You can have the desk all to yourself. I use my laptop in my bed”, she informed as a gesture of gratitude and bargain.

“It’s alright, really, I don’t have to. I mean, mostly I’ll be dancing and working in the restaurant. I have everything I need in my phone”, he followed.

Without thinking things through, she sauntered towards him and gave him a quick hug.

Oh!

“Sorry about that. I got carried away! Yes, I do need the desk too. I lied, ha ha!” she replied as he gazed at the color-coordinated folders, highlighters, pens, and study tools on the bedroom’s study table.

“Hmm, oh! The bathroom! You can check it out, it’s just beside this bedroom”, she informed. He nodded and placed his gym bag on the floor close to his side of the bedroom.

“Woof!” a white toy poodle barked as soon as it stepped its paws on the premises of the apartment. Mrs. Wong, in a brown sweatshirt, struggled to close the door as the Cavalier King Charles Spaniel kept bickering with the white wilful fluffy pooch.

“Mrs. Wong!” Daisy greeted, followed by Bill who instinctively accompanied the middle-aged lady.

“Daisy!” she greeted back.

“Hi Bill!” she followed.

“Sorry, I couldn’t text back. These kiddos kept fighting on the way here”, she explained. Daisy doted on the dogs as they already had the chance to be acquainted a week before.

“Thanks for your understanding, Daisy. And of course, Bill…”, she uttered as she watched Bill try to make friends with the pups.

“No, thank you, Mrs. Wong… for everything”, he said. Mrs. Wong returned a knowing smile and handed him the leashes. Moments later, she explained everything about how the puppies needed to be taken care of before her husband arrived with all of the dogs’ food and equipment.
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Later that night, as Bill tried to repress Snuggles the poodle and Elizabeth the spaniel from killing each other, Daisy’s voice echoed from the kitchen.

“I’m heating some milk, would you like some?” she asked from a distance. Bill stood instinctively and went to the kitchen.

“Sure, I—“, but right before he could finish his sentence, he felt an intense jolt of warm rush from the novel sight of a woman with nothing on but a tight-fitting long-sleeved pastel blue shirt and pastel pink cotton panties that looked like it was stuffed with a sock.

For some reason, her form, foreign to him, did not result in repulsion. If only his gray sweatpants could talk, it would complain about the unwarranted aggressive poke.

“Cinnamon, this makes it taste better”, she informed as he perused her more than adequate protrusion from behind while she stir the milk in a small pot.

Jeez! Stop it!

He nervously sat on the dining chair in an effort hide to hide his accidental erection as he scrubbed his nape to keep his hands away from the temptation of attending to his arousal.

As she continued stirring the pot, she asked him questions about ballet. He went on a tangent about Mikhail Baryshnikov and Don Quixote and it proved to be an effective way to chastise himself.

Moments later, there she was, seated across him while handing a glass of warm milk laced with cinnamon and honey.

“What are those?” he curiously asked, referring to the pills on the table.

“Ahh, these are estrogen and anti-androgen. I take them daily for my hormone replacement therapy”, she explained. With an obviously perturbed face and eyes stealing glances at her perky nipples that marked through her shirt, she giggled.

“So estrogen is a feminizing hormone. It distributes the fats in my body to the right places”, she informed right after turning around and giving him a view of her almost hourglass shape.

“It also helps increase breast size and makes my nipples more sensate. Now, the anti-androgens are the ones responsible for eliminating testosterone. It helps slow down body hair growth and male pattern baldness…”

“…oh and this! To stop this thing from getting hard all the time ha ha!” she quipped as she pointed to her crotch.

Oh, God!

Right after her innocent gesture, he soiled his pants with a jolt of yearning liquid. He has never been adventurous when it came to the categories of the adult sites he frequented but at that very moment, he started questioning his heterosexuality.

“Try it”, she followed as she stood with a glass of milk in tow while obliviously giving a preview of everything he needed to answer all of his questions about his sexual orientation.

“Huh!?” he asked frantically.

“The milk, try it”, she said.

Jeez!

“Mmm, mmm, yeah…”, he said. He then drank everything aggressively with eyes closed, ignoring the almost scalding temperature as she stared at him with a mystified visage.

“Th-thanks! The d-d-dogs”, he followed right before sprinting to the living room—creating a milky mess on his white wifebeater and giving her a quick flash of his soiled gray sweatpants.

As he tended to the dogs, she continued sipping her warm milk in the kitchen as she fought her growing urge from the quick cameo of his ballerino bulge.

Moments later, there they were, in the bedroom with Bill on his gray bed and Daisy who just finished researching color theory. He watched her from the dim with the faint ember only coming from her laptop’s screen as she placed her pink reading glasses in a case beside her sharpener. She then stretched her arms and turned around to retire on her pink bed.

Suddenly, everything was pitch black and the dogs stopped barking—creating the perfect setting for a restful slumber. However, he still couldn’t get his steamy thoughts about her out of his head.

Not long after, as she created rustling sounds from her blanket, his night vision started taking over. He started forcing his left peripheral vision to work and saw sudden movements. He slowly turned his head to the left when…

Oh damn!

With her shirt rolled up and her panties rolled down, her mind was filled with a vivid and recurring image of his jiggling and soiled VPL as she tweaked her brownish pointers and stroked her cut ladystaff.

She started envisioning what it was like to get down on her knees and worship his ballerino bulge as he embraced his voyeuristic tendencies by choking every inch of his girthy lucky eight.

Moments later, she started intensifying her yearning and grappled her staff with fervor. She sunk her feet on the mattress and started thrusting the air—carefully ensuring that she wasn’t too audible to wake her roommate up.

Little did she know, as she started releasing her ladygravy from the six sweet inches delight between her legs and shaking from the mindblowing eruption—almost in a convulsive state, he synchronically blessed his new bed with his pink pulsating pleasure stick from his rolled-down sweatpants.

Daisy…

Shortly after, she stood up—rattling him to close his eyes with utmost quickness. While she washed her thick ladyliquid away from her delicate body in the bathroom, he dozed off.
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Two days later, there he was, exploring the glorious halls of the Royal Winnipeg Ballet School in his all-black ballet ensemble. He had always known that he’d eventually be there someday but did not expect it to happen any sooner.

He watched for bystanders and saw none—urging him to sprint and perform Pas de Chats in one of the bright empty halls. After expressing his excitement through a brief dance, he proceeded to his classroom.

As he sat on the beige wooden floor in the room decked in white fluorescence and mirrors along with four other aspirants, he couldn’t help but fidget from the anxiety of meeting the teacher.

“Hey, I’m Allie, what’s your name?” a lady the same age as him with a blonde bun and a black ballerina ensemble asked from a distance.

“I’m, Bill”, he said.

“Glad to see a new person in the class! These three are starting to bore me!” she quipped—causing him to faintly giggle.

“I’m Layla”, another ballerina in a brunette bun uttered while waving her hand.

“My name’s John”, a lanky Korean ballerino said as he briefly rolled his eyes up and commenced his mobile game.

“And I’m the best!” another tall ballerino with a more masculine frame with caramel skin in the same ensemble informed right before shaking his hand.

“Ha ha, Luca is the name, my friend”, he followed right before brushing his short dark brown locks to the back of his head.

Ahh… they’re not bad.

His anxiety was on life support as soon as they started getting to know each other when suddenly…

“Ahh! Bill! Welcome, welcome!” the lanky teacher in his late thirties with curly blonde locks greeted him with a strong French accent.

“I’m Mattheo! Seems like you’ve met your classmates”, he added as he placed his black Louis Vuitton Keepall Bandouliere bag on the shiny wood.

“So, you ready for your first day?” he asked. Bill’s eyes widened as he nodded with an awkwardly profused presentation of his pearly whites.

“It’s a small class, it will be much easier for you to learn fast!” the teacher added with a profound confidence. Moments later, Mattheo gestured for the four to take their places. He then turned the tune Dance of the Flower Sellers on from his Don Quixote playlist.

Bill was filled with nothing but elation as he marveled at the energetic yet ethereal performance. He found Allie and Luca exceptionally good—almost intimidating. He thought that he knew it all from years of dancing in the Prima Primary School but watching the four of them dance ignited his passion for ballet ablaze.

They’re so good!

“You’ll learn all of this and more”, Mattheo informed as he eagerly watched beside him.

“Parfait!” Mattheo exclaimed after the number ended. Bill applauded as he has never clapped before and couldn’t wait for the lesson to begin.

Shortly after, the class continued with plie and other warmups. As Bill had the time of his life in his first class on that sunny afternoon, Kristen dusted herself right after arriving in front of her boyfriend’s new apartment.

“Ding!” the doorbell rang followed by an incessant barking of Snuggles and Elizabeth.

“What is that smell? Ughhh”, Kristen complained as she waited impatiently in her pastel pink blouse and houndstooth beige skirt.

“Coming!” Daisy informed from a distance after she added four hard-boiled eggs to the Filipino dish called Adobo that she was cooking.

As she hustled to open the door in her grey sweatshirt and white skirt ensemble, Kristen tapped her pink patent leather pumps on the doorstep.

“Oh, hello!” Daisy greeted politely but before she could say more, “Woof!” Snuggles let out with a combative face and a solid tail—forcing her to carry the two dogs and lock them into the bedroom.

Shortly after she sprinted towards the doorstep once more, Kristen signaled for her tubby driver Hugo to take the grocery bags inside the house.

“Hi, I’m Kristen”, she said with a faint smile as she entered the house without permission. Daisy felt irked by the audacity but kept herself from showing her displeasure.

“You must be Bill’s girl—", she said.

“Mmm, yah”, Kristen replied before tying her ponytail tighter.

“God, it’s so hot in here. What’s with the smell?” she disrespectfully asked.

“I’m cooking Adobo… it’s a Fili—“, Daisy informed but right before she could finish her sentence, Kristen cut her off again.

“That’s odd, Bill never mentioned that his roommate’s a girl”, Kristen interrupted. Daisy gave a faint smile right before returning to the kitchen to turn the stove off. As she stared at the astounding sustenance in brown bags on the kitchen floor, she couldn’t fathom the reason as to why Bill would go for a girl like Kristen.

To her, he was a pretty laidback guy and didn’t show signs that he would be into preppy pearl-necklace-wearing rude bitches in uninventive candy-colored outfits.

“Well, it was nice to meet you”, Daisy said. Kristen, refusing to sit on the couch that smelled like dogs, nodded and returned to fiddling with her phone as her other hand parked impatiently on her bony hips.

An hour later, just as the dusk settled, the dogs started barking vigorously, informing Daisy that Bill has arrived.

“Babe!” Kristen greeted.

“Eww, you’re so sweaty”, she followed.

“School’s crazy! Our tea—“, but right before he could finish his sentence, Kristen started torridly kissing him. Moments later, Daisy emerged from the bedroom, ducking to not be seen as the two exchanged tongues.

“Oh, hey Dai—“, but right before his greeting’s completion, Kristen interrupted him once more, sending Daisy a message of who she was in Bill’s life.

A few seconds later, Kristen gave him a stern look.

“Why the fuck didn’t you tell me that your roommate’s a girl?!” she said with an aggressive whisper.

“It’s not a big deal”, Bill replied. She then clawed his forearm from frustration.

“You fuc—“, she let out.

“She’s trans. I mean, if that makes a difference”, he retorted—hoping to shut her up.

“Ah! Ha ha ha!” she said.

“You could’ve told me that from the beginning. Yeah, something was off with that adam’s apple”, she whispered. Bill shook his head in disappointment.

Moments later, there it was, a table set for two and a lovely presentation of Daisy’s adobo and rice combo.

“Hey guys, I cooked Adobo. Would you like to try it?” Daisy offered.

“Definitely, it smells really good!” Bill said. Kristen rolled her eyes right before following him to the kitchen.

Kristen wasn’t very adventurous with her food choices. To her, Daisy’s dish looked like a brown blur.

“Umm, Daisy, right? So you’re like trans?” Kristen shyly asked with a fake smile. Daisy, not appreciating the intrusive question, replied with a nod and smile.

“Oh, good! I mean, you look so feminine. I didn’t know!” Kristen complimented but in reality, she wanted to tell Daisy how much of a relief her gender identity was as she stopped seeing her as a threat.

“Thank you”, Daisy said. She then picked her plate up from the kitchen counter and informed the two that she will eat her food in the living room as the dining room only had two chairs. Shortly after, as Bill started gorging on the foreign food like a hyena, Kristen couldn’t stop her stomach from hurling.

“I am not eating any of that”, she said.

“It’s just chicken and pork. I had this two days ago. Come on, try it”, Bill said as he offered her a spoonful. She then tapped his hand and stood up.

What now!?

She then sauntered toward the hall with utmost assertion.

“Daisy, it was really delicious. But we have reservations”, she said. Daisy smiled and continued eating her dinner. Kristen went back inside the kitchen and demanded Bill wear a fresh shirt.

Jeez…

Moments later, there they were, Bill and Kristen on the doorstep.

“It was nice to meet you, Daisy”, Kristen said as she fixed the collar of Bill’s black linen shirt.

“You too, Kristen”, she replied with a sweet smile. Moments after the driver took off with the two in Kristen’s pink Range Rover, Daisy went inside the kitchen to wash the dishes, only to realize that Kristen’s plate was pristine and Bill’s, unfinished.

She shook her head from the waste of food and threw the touched remnants in the trash can under the kitchen counter and proceeded to edit the layouts of her company’s advertorials.
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Later that night, Bill hurried to the apartment to apologize to Daisy. However, when he entered the bedroom, she was already fast asleep.

I’m sorry, Daisy…

The next morning, on a lazy Sunday, as the birds started chirping and just before the sun emerged, he hastened to the kitchen. His hands were capable of many things but cooking was not one of them. Determined to make it up to his roommate, he began perusing YouTube videos on how to cook Filipino breakfast.

He intently watched the clips as if he was preparing for an exam. Shortly after, the kitchen started smelling like garlic. He started his adventure by trying his hand at garlic fried rice. As the rice leftover rice started to fry, he thawed hotdogs and ham then proceeded to perfect sunny-side-up eggs.

The meal entailed a lot of frying and as the novice that he was, hot oil splattered in a myriad of directions on his arms. An hour later, Daisy awakened. As soon as she gained consciousness, she couldn’t help her elation from the familiar scent that lingered in the apartment.

She stood up in her powder-blue pajama ensemble and followed the trail of the provocative sillage.

“Good morning!” he exclaimed with his heavily stained white t-shirt and white sweatpants ensemble. Along with his greeting were the two dogs barking and begging for a taste.

“Oh my God!” she joyously yelled.

“How, wha—“, she said—stuttering as Bill maneuvered her to take a seat.

“This was for last night. Sorry about that. I really wanted to stay”, he informed.

“Oh no, I totally understand. This smells so good! I’m gonna need a spoon and fork!” she said. She stood up and scoured the kitchen cabinets to replace her spork on the table.

“Damn! The video only thought how to cook and not eat ha ha!” he awkwardly remarked. As they started gorging on the heavy and savory breakfast, he couldn’t help but gaze at her clear skin absent of adolescent curses.

“I didn’t mean to let her know about you being trans. She just kept—“, he explained further.

“I get it. I mean, I’d be jealous too if you were my boyfriend”, she interrupted.

What…

As soon as he heard her reveal that she was somehow attracted to him, an aggressive rush started compelling his heart to leap. Suddenly, he held her hands—causing the utensils to fall on the floor. She stared at him—eyes widened with a mouthful of rice and eggs.

“Daisy… I know it has only been days but I can’t get you out of my head”, he let out. She wanted to retort with a giggle but his brown eyes sternly commanded her to keep listening. Instead, she carefully swallowed and paced herself.

“Your beauty, your kindness… you don’t even need to help me with the dogs and you didn’t have to share your food with me but when I’m with you, I feel nurtured, I feel cared for, I feel special”, he added.

“You have a girlfriend”, she returned.

But!

He stood up and knelt right before embracing her gently.

“This is wrong”, she added—catatonic as he brushed her silky hair with his fingers.

“I don’t know what to do about it”, he revealed as his embrace started to feel more constricting. He then maneuvered her to stand up. She tried to resist but he was simply, for the lack of better semantics, too strong.

Daisy!

“Bill…”, she uttered but right before she could say more, he started painting her neck with soft kisses. His lips’ every landing was novel to her and made her feel coveted for the very first time.

“I love you”, he whispered with warm breaths as her behind pressed against the blunt edge of the kitchen counter.

“Bill, this is not…”, she said once more—fighting the euphoric tactile presses of his seductive throbbing against her thigh.

“I know you feel it too”, he murmured right before kissing her lips. At that moment, she was too powerless to do anything anymore. She succumbed to her innermost desires and let him take her.

“I love you too”, she said right before brushing his nape and scalp with her repressed yearning. He carried her to sit atop the white tiles of the kitchen counter as they continued making out.

Shortly after, he unraveled her body by removing her pajama top, revealing her delicate breasts and perky light brown nipples. He cupped them with fervor right before sinking his teeth into them.

“Ahh!” she delightfully let out from the tactile and damp feeling of his teeth and tongue as she clawed his back in an effort to remove his shirt.

I know I love you, Daisy…

As he devoured her estrogen-driven growth spurt, she couldn’t stop her testosterone-driven erection in her white cotton panties. Fearing that he might find it repulsive, she did her best to cross her legs but before she could place one thigh over the other, he grabbed what was in between her legs, letting her know that he was okay with it.

It's so hard!

“Bill!” she retorted.

“Shh…”, he reassured. He then gently rolled her pants down followed by the removal of his own, showing her that his uncut maple tree trunk still stood tall for her amidst freshly touching what was in between her thighs, causing her to release a bubble of desire.

He gently took her panties off—unleashing her solid sweet candy of six inches that was soiled in yearning.

It’s just as beautiful as you…

Without thinking things through and with a heart pounding from the novel act that he was about to partake in, he opened his mouth and then licked her ladycream clean.

“Bill…”, she let out with a moan as her hands sunk into the white tiles. Her reluctance blew and shortly after, closed her eyes and let him service her—ignoring the novice blunder of intermittent accidental teeth scratching and relished the feeling of utmost acceptance. Moments later, after an exceptional first time…

“I want to do it for you too”, she said right after feeling that she was about to explode. She hopped off the counter and led him to her bed and they commenced the pleasure with the ever-so-fair spooning sixty-nine position.

“Daisy…”, he let out from her mastery of the mouth.

“I love you”, he followed briefly before commencing his side of the euphoric bargain. Her slurps, tongue flicks, and head tilts reminded him of how deeply connected all of his nerves were. Just like when he danced, everything must remain hinged and it was exactly how mindblowing her service was.

He stretched his legs and curled his toes as he couldn’t endure the longing anymore.

“Mmm”, he groaned with a mouthful as he shook his body to warn her that he was close.

“Mmm”, he followed—urging her to thrust in and out of his mouth as well.

“Mmm!” he exclaimed right before releasing his ballerino babygravy. The moment she had a taste of his bittersweet and warm longing, she unleashed her womanwad in his mouth.

It’s so sweet…

Her eruption was indeed sweet as it was one of the side effects of her estrogen pills and with his affection for sugar, he slurped harder, ensuring that not a single drop was wasted.

Moments later, she unhinged from his Canadian pride and leaned for a kiss. He amorously embraced her as they shared her taste with their warm mouths.
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A few months later, it was winter in Canada. Bill and Daisy have been secretly dating and she often came with him every Saturday to Alessandro’s house to visit Carlos and Jose.

His class was also two weeks away from their highly-anticipated debut. Allie was chosen to play the role of Odette and Odile, both the protagonist and antagonist in Swan Lake as she was the only lady in the group who had the mastery of endless fouettes, and Bill was chosen to play Prince Siegfried, Odette’s love interest.

As Mattheo metaphorically whipped everyone to shape, he frantically fiddled with his phone.

“Where is Allie!?” he inquired his students. They explained that they had no idea in an audible blur when suddenly…

“Oh my God! She had an accident!” Layla let out. She showed Mattheo a text message from Allie’s mom stating that Allie got into a car accident. Everyone gasped at Layla’s information and anticipated as Mattheo rang Allie’s mother’s number.

After a moment of unanswered questions and bated breaths, Mattheo sauntered towards the students scattered in their black ballet ensembles.

“Allie’s fine, thank God”, he informed. The students sighed in relief after learning about the good news.

“However, she broke a leg and recovery might take six months. Merde!” Mattheo let out as he pulled his curly locks in frustration.

“Layla, practice your fouettes the whole day today!” he followed. Layla nodded in obedience. As the men watched her stumbled and messed up Odette’s parts for hours, Mattheo started losing hope.

Suddenly, his sight turned to Bill who sat casually as he cheered Layla on. He started trailing his profile like a sniper and started with his delicate and almost hairless arms. He then switched to his narrow and long neck and finally, to his small face with a side profile that protruded roundly and had fewer sharper edges.

He shortly hesitated but took a good look once more. Suddenly…

“Bill, give me three pirouettes, five jumps, and ten fouettes”, he ordered. Bill, without thinking things through, proudly took the floor. Right after his flawless performance, everyone applauded except for Mattheo who was knee-deep in merde.

“Luca, do Prince Siegfried, Bill, do Odile, John, play the music”, everyone looked perturbed but didn’t dare to question as Mattheo looked like he had no room left in him to open up a discourse.

What the…

Luca had fewer problems with the order as he wanted to take the male lead role but Bill, playing an antagonist, and a woman, felt reluctant. However, his passion was stronger than the blur of gender roles, causing him to succumb with fervor.

“Parfait!” Mattheo exclaimed right after the performance as Layla and John’s jaws dropped as they filled the room with applause. Bill didn’t look stereotypically awkward paired up with Luca as he was noticeably shorter and smaller compared to the latter.

“Bill, I know this might sound crazy but we have no other choice. You’re playing Odette and Odile”, Mattheo informed. Layla felt a little hurt but knew that Bill was more capable of playing the role and her skills weren’t ripe enough.

“Well, I mean, you look like a princess”, Luca quipped—causing John to giggle.

“Ha ha! Shut up, bro”, Bill replied with a friendly tone.

“All jokes aside, I saw the chemistry between the two of you. You were really graceful”, Layla complimented. Bill started turning crimson from the unfound recommendation.

“Well, that’s fine but won’t people know I’m a dude?”, Bill interjected. Mattheo shook his head.

“With some cute wig and makeup, I don’t think they’d know. You do look a bit feminine, no offense”, Mattheo said.

“Yea bro, I see many guys doing that on Twitch”, John interjected—referring to guy gamers who wore wigs and makeup and trap men online.

So it has come to this…

“Well, I don’t want our debut to fail”, Bill said. Everyone cheered and applauded right before thanking him with a group hug.

Odette…

Hours later, as Bill fed the dogs in his apartment, he couldn’t stop thinking of ways on how to look the part when suddenly, Daisy arrived from working overtime.

He walked up to her and planted a kiss on her cheek as he assisted her with her coat and several folders. She returned a peck on the lips right before liberating her perfectly-arched feet from her black knee-high boots.

“These shoes kill me!” she said causing him to giggle.

“Something interesting happened in school today”, he informed.

“Tell me”, she said as she unhooked her pearl earrings and sauntered towards the sofa in her black turtleneck and brown patent leather pencil skirt ensemble.

“I’m going to play Odette…”, he shyly informed as he crumpled the edges of his black hoodie.

“Oh yeah?” she said as she playfully tugged his white sweat pants dragging him closer to her.

“I mean, I want to at least look the part. Don’t you think it’s just right?” he added. She rubbed her face on his chest as they were seated on the couch and held his chin for a brief examination.

“Hmm, not bad, a little hairy but really, not bad at all”, she said.

“Honey, swans have feathers, not furs. Let me help you with that”, she followed. She scurried toward the bathroom, causing the dogs to follow.

“Come!” she invited from a distance. Moments later, there they were in the bathroom decked in aquamarine tiles under the white fluorescent light. She started gently applying shaving cream on his face.

“Well, I know how to do this”, he said.

“Oh yeah, but not close enough to get rid of the shadow”, she replied as the blade created faint crumpling sounds against his skin.

“Gosh, you’re so pretty”, she let out with a chuckle after witnessing his cleanly shaven face.

Pretty?

“Let’s tweeze it later, I mean, it’s better, but I can still see it from here”, she added.

“You have good brows but they’re a bit thick”, she informed.

No!

“Not that one!” he retorted. She giggled and proceeded to lift his black hoodie out of his body. “Mmm, sexy”, she complimented right before proceeding to his hands.

“These are the ones that really irk me, I mean, not on yours but with mine”, she said, referring to the hairs at the back of his fingers before shaving them off. She ducked and took large strips of cold wax from the bathroom counter.

Oh no, no no no no no!

He shook his head aggressively but she made him choose between his brows and the wax—causing him to lose the ability to back down. She pressed the strips on his forearms firmly then…

“Ah!” he softly let out from the quick yet sharp pain.

“Oh wow!” she exclaimed as she gazed at his smooth and pinkish forearm.

“I bet you’d look great with arm candies”, she complimented. She maneuvered his arms into the air, revealing his armpits covered in a lush carpet of brunette hair.

“My favorite parts. Too bad…”, she said in a sullen tone. She playfully sniffed his right armpit hard causing him to giggle. Reluctant as she had an affinity with hairy pits but knew how passionate he was with ballet, she pressed his armpit with the cold wax strip.

“Gahhh!” he let out more audibly—revealing his smooth white armpit that shortly turned pink from the quick blow.

“You okay, honey?” she asked. He nodded and playfully frowned then paced himself again. Moments later, she removed his pants—revealing his throbbing ballerino boner.

“How are you turned on by this?” she queried with a perturbed face to which he answered with a confused head shake.

“Maybe it’s you”, he answered. She his member a sweet kiss and told him that she had to focus on the task at hand. She proceeded to wax his long and toned legs. Moments later, she led him to the bedroom in front of her white wooden full-length mirror.

She then laced his limbs with an abundance of floral lotion as he enjoyed the nurturing feeling in front of the mirror in full glory. She gently sauntered toward the cabinet and started rummaging through her drawer.

“I know you’re trading your tights for tutus but this is the closest I have”, she informed with a pastel-pink ruffled mini skirt and neon pink bra in tow.

Jeez…

“We really don’t have to be doing this now”, he said.

“Oh come on, I’m enjoying it”, she said with begging eyes. She knelt on one knee and signaled for him to step inside the fluffy fabric. Right after the garter rested on his hips, he crouched and gave her a soft kiss. She stood up and started inserting his arms in the brassiere’s holes. As she hinged the steel hooks on his back, she couldn’t help but feel aroused.

She didn’t know what it was. Was it his naked body? His lack of proximity? Or was it the novel feeling of putting somebody else in her clothes?

He playfully jiggled his body, causing his eight-incher to intermittently appear from the skirt in front of the mirror. Little did he know, that silly movement caused her ladylimb to twitch in a myriad of directions under her pencil skirt.

She grabbed his face and started kissing him deeply to which he obliged with gratitude. As she exchanged tongues with him and grazed his behind from under the skirt, the fibers of his body felt as if they were being tickled by swans aggressively flapping their wings.

Without thinking things through, she knelt and started lubricating his walls of delight with her yearning tongue.

“Oh!” he let out a euphoric moan from the novel feeling of being rimmed. At that very moment, the flapping wings’ aggression intensified—signaling his body that they were ready to fly.

This feels so good…

“Daisy…”, he said.

“Sorry… I don’t know what gotten into me”, she briefly said but right before she could stand up, he pressed his fingers on her shoulder.

“I love it…”, he followed. Without thinking things through, she commenced servicing his sweethole. Moments later, there they were, Daisy’s pencil skirt and black panties scattered on the floor and Bill straddling on the edge of his bed.

Is this right?

“Maybe, this will make me feel more of a woman”, he said.

“I haven’t done this, it doesn’t look right…”, she informed but right after she grazed his walls with the head of her scepter, she felt different.

“But it feels… just right”, she followed.

Daisy…

She laced her yearning with a generous amount of medicated lubricant and started exploring him.

“Ahh!” they said in unison with Daisy, feeling the tightest and most warm embrace in her life, and Bill, feeling like he just did a reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Oh my…”, he groaned but right before he could say more, she continued pushing gently and eventually, landed at her destination.

“Ahhh”, she said in a convulsive state. He wanted to pull away but he has been taking Daisy regularly and heard no complaints from her. He endured the pain and thought that it was only right to return the favor when suddenly, his depths started signaling his body with an unfound sensation.

As she pulsated inside him, he felt as if his ego marbles were commanding his shaft to twitch in a myriad of directions. It started feeling good, it started feeling right, it started feeling more sensate compared to when he did the taking.

She intensified the pleasure by going in and out when moments later.

“Ahh!” he exclaimed the last time after minutes of moaning, groaning, and yelling, right before soaking the edge of his bed from her passionate pokes without the need of his hand’s assistance.

“Gahhh!” she shortly followed before filling him with her thin and warm joyjuice. She leaned in for a passionate kiss as her yearning started to naturally unhinge from losing its virility.

“I love you, Bill”, she said.

“I love you more, Daisy”, he followed as they commenced their French activity on the floor.
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Three days later, Bill started coming to school with a clip-on brunette bun and makeup on. Daisy has helped him master the art of makeup and lent him clothes from their company’s style department. He was a method actor and she had no qualms about it.

However, when it came to Kristen, he had to hide his newfound affinity for femininity. He hasn’t even mentioned the debut as she would go ballistic if she knew that he was set to play the swan princess.

After all, Kristen lived a square preppy life inside her multimillionaire trust fund bubble. Before agreeing to be his girlfriend, she had her life planned already.

She envisioned living in Graham Avenue in a three-bedroom luxury condo with her trust fund husband and that her only problem would be which outfit to wear whenever she attended galas, charity auctions, and company balls.

Dying to see her boyfriend’s classmates and brimming with anxiety as she started feeling like Bill has gotten cold, she decided to surprise him with a basket of baked goods. She also wanted to make sure that he was not having a good time with a ballerina as she didn’t find Daisy as a threat due to her gender identity.

Mattheo and the students stared at her with curiosity as she obliviously looked for her boyfriend in an all-pink coat and dress ensemble.

Bill, focused on fixing his eyebrows through his compact powder on the floor and didn’t have a clue that his girlfriend was around.

“Miss?” Kristen asked. He turned his sight to where the voice resounded when…

Fuck!

“What the hell?!” she yelled in exasperation followed by losing her grip on the basket of baked goods.

“Ugh!” she yelled once more before stomping her pink patent boots against the wooden floor. She ran as fast as she could from feeling second-hand embarrassment but her flight was slow enough to let him catch up.

As they stood in the hall just outside of his classroom, he tried to embrace her.

“Eww, get off me!” she retorted.

“What are you doing with your life!?” she followed. He explained the conundrum and as soon as she was determined to take off, she started seeing his eyes well. She leaned in and embraced him tightly and ignored what she considered an unchristian blip.

“Let’s talk about this in your apartment”, she said. He nodded and asked his teacher for permission to be excused and soon after, he started driving her pink Range Rover.

Moments later, just after 2:00 PM, there they were, seated on his bed as she profusely took off his makeup with her cosmetic wipes. Right after seeing his face without a trace of makeup, she started kissing him aggressively.

She sat on top of him as she circled her hips from her pink dress while he laid flat with nothing but tighty whities on. As Daisy closed the main door of their apartment after helping Bill walk the dogs on her day off, Snuggles and Elizabeth aggressively barked from the foreign smell of Kristen’s perfume that lingered inside the tiny confines of their home.

Oh no!

He tried to escape Kristen’s weight but she was already knee-deep in euphoria. She pushed harder, letting him feel her damp yearning when suddenly…

“Oh! Sorry!” Daisy let out, pulling the leashes of the dogs who wanted to attack Kristen.

Fuck!

At that very moment, Daisy felt like someone stabbed her heart with a rusty dagger. However, she couldn’t complain as she was the other woman. She walked out of the apartment again as her tears profusely fell on her powder blue thermal jacket.

After soaking in the thought of how hurtful it was to see Bill make love with his girlfriend, she started contemplating the mess she made. Jolts of guilt never crossed her mind before as Kristen’s absence made her feel like she didn’t exist.

But with the harsh reminder she was presented in vivid colors earlier, she felt as if she was splashed with cold water in the face. She realized the magnitude of her actions. The stab evolved into feeling like someone dug through the wound as the guilt of fooling around with someone else’s boyfriend started seeping in.

An hour later, she returned to the apartment.

“Oh, hey girl!” Kristen greeted. She then raised her eyebrow and flipped her ponytail before taking off. Daisy entered the apartment again with Bill, on the sofa, staring blankly at the floor.

He then scurried to her and started apologizing. As he painted her neck with unlimited kisses, she stood catatonic and stared blankly at the wall. As he wooed him, streams of guilt aggressively flowed down her cheeks. Her body felt as if the only thing that it was capable of making work were her tear ducts.

That night, she started losing feelings of intimacy. Every time she felt like doing something for him, she felt as if there was this force pulling her hair back and commanding her to do the right thing. After three sleepless nights and endless contemplation, there it was, the only thing left of her in the apartment, a blue post-it note on the refrigerator.

“I love you… but this is wrong… we are wrong…”, it said. On that lowly Saturday evening, Bill found himself on the kitchen floor, catatonic from his swan princess ensemble. An hour later, she dialed Daisy’s number but her phone was turned off. He tried to look for her in Wintour, where she worked, the morning after but her colleagues told him that she has gone AWOL for three days which was unusual as Daisy was quite dedicated to her job.

He looked for her full name on social media but she couldn’t find her. Abandoned once again, he went to his class to mask his sadness through dancing.


Prima Ballerina Chapter 11

A week later, there he was, in the school’s theater, all prepped and beautified as the swan princess. Everyone was curious to see the school’s most talked about one-of-a-kind Odette, except for Kristen, who didn’t have the stomach to watch her boyfriend doing pirouettes in a tutu and Daisy, who vanished into thin air.

His support group was made up of Deshaun, Lucia, Alessandro, Carlos, and Jose, who were all dressed to the nines all seated close to the front row.

After the first act, the crowd applauded Luca’s flawless performance as Prince Siegfried in a royal red tunic and black tights. Moments later, there it was, Bill’s apparition just as the music started resonating with an ethereal tune.

Everyone gasped as the young man was not recognizable in an all-white swan ensemble together with the other ballerinas. The only thing that set him apart was his height compared to the other ladies.

But his slender frame, elegant neck, perfectly arched eyebrows, amply painted facial features, professionally airbrushed skin, and elaborate headpiece that perfectly crowned his head in a brunette bun wig were all enough to disillusion the unknowing crowd.

Right after the very first hop from his fluffy white tutu, the lights glimmered against his faint muscle creases that poked through his white tights from recurring powerful yet graceful turn. The crowd could barely contain themselves. Part of what Daisy taught him was how to flawlessly tuck using a tape and a gaff, which played a huge role in masking every inch of his ego.

Most of the audience felt repressed from doing a standing ovation for his intense performance but held back as it was too premature and disrespectful.

Moments later, he started profusely spinning in dangerously fast fouettes as Odile, the black swan. He spun like his body was invincible to imbalance and headaches and did so while maintaining a fierce and sultry look.

At that very moment, the audience felt like they weren’t watching a student’s debut anymore, but they were watching a Prima Ballerina. Not long after, just right before the curtains closed, the theater was flooded with screams and crashing sounds of aggressive claps.

The dancers behind the curtains hugged and congratulated each other. Albeit satisfied with his performance, thoughts of Daisy started settling in.

I know she would be happy if she was here…

Later that night, Bill and his class celebrated their success in Mangia Vita. Alessandro has already prepared a fiesta of food before watching the show. As everyone talked endlessly about the brilliant performance, he looked out the window hoping for Daisy to walk by.
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Two months later, Kristen broke up with Bill after he confessed that he was planning to transition completely to a woman. He shared that ever since he was a child, he was drawn more toward feminine things and part of the reason why he found Kristen attractive was that she was quintessentially feminine. Her clothes selection, her hobbies, and just everything about her made him feel as if he was in a bubble of where he wanted to be.

She understood and was thankful that he came out to her early but she couldn’t love him back as she was exclusively attracted to men. She also admitted that she had been seeing Tristan, a freshman law student studying at the same university. He forgave her and revealed that he too, was unfaithful.

He accepted her reasonable decision and was not too hurt as he felt that his heart belonged to Daisy.

A year later, just after Bill changed his name to Bailey and six months after undergoing hormone replacement therapy, a media frenzy was birthed from viral videos of his performances online.

Now, Bailey Wright, also dubbed as the first transgender Prima Ballerina, was preparing for a series of interviews about her upcoming tour in Italy as the Odette of the new transgender generation.

She raised her face as a male hairstylist made the finishing touches to her brunette bangs.

“Thank you”, she said. After five interviews about her gender identity, she sipped some water from a glass atop a black round table beside her and pressed her pink chiffon dress. Just as she was fixing her posture…

“Daisy Dela Cruz for Wintour Style”, the interview organizer announced.

Oh my God!

Bailey’s heart leaped and her eyes started welling as Daisy emerged in a black blazer and structured red dress. She covered her face from the unmitigable rush that kept her heart pounding a mile a minute.

Daisy scurried in her red heels towards her and embraced her tightly as her silky hair brushed against her face.

“Shh, shh…”, Daisy said as she patted her back in consolation.

“Yeah… sorry, this is kind of a reunion”, she quipped to the camera crew.

“I never stopped loving you”, Daisy whispered with warm breaths—causing her to release more tears and messing her makeup against Daisy’s black blazer.

“You’re the one…”, Bailey said. Moments later, after the warm reunion.

“So, what’s your style like outside the studio?” Daisy queried as they sat across each other on black stools.

“I’m a fan of your articles. I follow as much as I can”, Bailey said—referring to Daisy’s transgender style guide column. Daisy blushed and continued finishing the set of style questions.

“Now, let’s talk about your love life”, Daisy followed. Bailey chuckled at the preposterous question as at that very moment, she thought that Daisy should already know the answer. But to let the viewers know what was in her heart, she answered.

“Let’s just say that it’s about to begin”, Bailey cheekily replied before winking at the camera.

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

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

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

You can do better than this!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He grew up with orphans who had no idea about what he has gone through. Albeit bullied for his high-pitched voice and girlish looks by other children, he was an ardent and acclaimed performer in the institution.
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“It’s okay”, Stefano replied in acceptance of his best friend’s sincere apology.

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

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

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

Pazzo!

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

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

What…

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

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

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

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

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

Molto stupido!

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

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

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

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

Huh!?

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

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

I knew it, you’re gay!

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

What!?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Make Pavarotti proud!” he exclaimed. The four nodded and proceeded with a chorus that could rival the voices of angels welcoming souls in the pearly gates of heaven.
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Two months later,  Diego and Gabriele have adjusted well in their new vocal home, Primo Coro. But Stefano was having a hard time grasping his new assignment as a tenor. He was used to being a soprano. Moreover, he did not enjoy being a tenor and he deigned being partnered up with Flavia Santorini, Primo Coro’s soprano. She did not only embody the term Prima Donna for being the choir’s undeserving coloratura soprano, but she was a prima donna in every sense of the word.

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

Cagna!

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

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

“Cagna!” Flavia yelled in exasperation.

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

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

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

Who does she think she is? Untalented brat!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stefano”, Flavia said in a robotic tone.

Ha ha! I knew it!

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

“Mi dispiace”, she said with a stomach that hurled from the disbelief of apologizing. He gently walked towards the bathroom door and emerged with a smile. “Okay”, he said nonchalantly—making her eyes roll before they went back to their rehearsal.
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A week later, just three days before the birth of baby Jesus, Milan was experiencing a white Christmas. Stefano tried his hand with the maroon necktie in front of the ebony-framed full-length mirror in their tiny yet tidy Milan shared bedroom decked in olive green wallpaper and kitschy figurines. Flailing after several times, he blew his blonde bangs away from his scarlet face.

Mamma mia!

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

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

Molto bella…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Laura… you’re so kind and sweet…

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

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

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

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

I can’t take it anymore!

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

I love you, Laura…

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

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

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

So soft, so warm, so beautiful…

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

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

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

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

“Sing for me!” he demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No! This is wrong!

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

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

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

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

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

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

As Flavia cried hysterically backstage, Stefano aggressively sniffed all the roses and relished the appreciation of the crowd as he mouthed grazie in a myriad of directions.
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At the afterparty in Ristorante Savini, Flavia was nowhere to be found. She called her driver to take her home in an effort to save the minuscule dignity she had left. As the Primo Coro members enjoyed their authentic Milanese dishes that were elaborately served in the upscale restaurant decked in Italian finery, Giana tapped her wine glass with a silver spoon.

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

Oh no…

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

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

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

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

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

I must have you tonight…

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

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

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

You make me feel like a man!

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

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

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

Mamma mia!

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh wow!

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

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

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

So sweet…

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

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

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

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

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

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

Laura…

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

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

Mmm…

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

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

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

So wet… so hard…

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

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

Mmm, it’s so sweet!

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

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

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

My beautiful lady, my best friend…

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

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

“Amore!” she yelled orgasmically.

Mmm!

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

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

Moments later…

“Ti proteggerò dalle paure delle ipocondrie…", he sang Franco Battiato’s La Cura on a lower key—lulling her sweetly to sleep as they cuddled with their naked bodies that kept warm by their loving embrace.
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A day after, as Stefano made breakfast to surprise Laura, he received a text message from Giana.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, I see…

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

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

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

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

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

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

I might as well use it…

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

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

“I’ll have the papers ready and fly you out to L.A. within a week. I hope your passport’s ready”, he added with a wink before exiting the restaurant and leaving a thousand euros to pay for the restaurant bill—leaving more than half of the change for Stefano and Giana.
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Later that night, Stefano revealed the good news to his best friend who seemed to also be his new girlfriend, Laura. Too happy about what she heard, she promised to spend her Saturday with him, which was the day after, to spend some of her savings to buy him at least two weeks’ worth of feminine wardrobe.

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

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

My love…

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

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

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

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

Sure looks cute but with my body…

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

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

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

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

Well… she’s right…

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

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

What?...

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

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

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

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

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

No no no no no no no!

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

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

So feminine…

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

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

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

He twirled femininely in an effort to make her laugh but at his core, he genuinely enjoyed the reassuring moment.
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Later that night, as he rested on the bed from the exhausting day of gallivanting and trying on dresses, she emerged from the living room with an oppressive black paper bag in tow.

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

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

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

My girlfriend <3

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

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

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

The red one looks cute.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This feels oddly hot…

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

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

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

What?

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

So soft…

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

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

What the…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh wow, she’s really turned on…

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

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

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

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

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

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

Squisito!

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

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

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

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

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

Dio mio!

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

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

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

Mamma mia…

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

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

Slow and steady, she thought, and she did.

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

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

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

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

“Ahhh!” she let out in a convulsive state right before twitching her staff to release the final dripping. She panted as she gently unhinged from him as he softly landed his feet on the floor. She leaned closer—whispering how much she loved him as he brushed her sweaty pixie locks on top of him.
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Two days later, the day before Stefano’s flight to L.A., Laura couldn’t help but cry endlessly from the impending long-distance relationship setup.

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

Amore…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mamma mia!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nobody knew about her secret but her team and her girlfriend who followed her career religiously from overseas.
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A year later, after a highly successful album, Sofia was able to buy a mansion in Los Angeles. Laura had been living with her for two months. Their love for each other remained strong but because of Hollywood’s pressure, Sofia’s already diva personality intensified.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No… no… I didn’t mean that…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You’re NOT nobody…

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

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

Sofia stopped appearing on TV guestings and focused on writing her own music. Her fans have forgotten about her as she lived a peaceful life in her L.A. mansion. She wanted to reach out to Laura but her popularity reached heights that Sofia had never been before and the intimidation compelled her to communicate with her ex-girlfriend through the lyrics of her songs that lived in the half-off bin.
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A year later, a film producer begged Sofia to write and sing a theme song for a movie called Endless Harmony. It brought her back to the top of the charts and gave her her first Grammy win.

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

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

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

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

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

The End <3
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Donald Dreschler was a fervent daydreamer. He knew how to play the piano, guitar, and drums. Albeit finding comfort at the tenor range, he only sang whenever he was elated. There was no secret as to why his mother, Martha, older sister, and deceased father favored the 6ft. 2in. lanky child over William, the eldest child. He was kind-hearted, helpful, and easygoing.

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

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

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

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

I’m not a bum…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Without thinking things through, he took a bite from one of the crispy cookies and asked his sister how she was feeling as her pregnancy just reached its second trimester.
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Donald spent the last two weeks researching on the internet about free music courses. He was thrilled to stumble upon an article regarding The Julliard School in New York City, offering full scholarships for individuals who could play three or more instruments.

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

Oh, fuck! It’s this serious!?

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

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

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

“Wait! My guitar!” Donald resisted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck you!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I promise you, I will succeed…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How’s the gym?” he asked.

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

“Oh, by the way, the brothers are ordering pizza. They told me to tell you not to buy dinner anymore”, Donald informed with utmost excitement—causing Arthur to shake his body from his gray double bed with delight.
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A month passed and Donald was ready for his Julliard application. At the very moment that he stepped foot on West 66th street and Broadway from the blue bus that he rode from the Bronx, he inhaled the city’s sillage with the utmost optimism.

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

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

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

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

Wow!

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

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

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

He shyly nodded with hands clasped together.

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

Fuck!

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

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

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

“Uhh, yeah, sorry about that—”

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

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

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

“Well done!” Mr. Brown exclaimed.

Phew!

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

Fuck it!

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

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

Yes!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I miss you… I love you dad…

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

Fuck you! William!

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

Take this!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hell yeah!” she mimicked—making Mr. Brown giggle from the young man’s fervor.
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“Big deal! The richest entertainers didn’t even go to Julliard. You’re not spending dad’s money on him!” William reasoned after hearing his mother’s suggestion of temporarily supporting Donald’s rent to move him to a better apartment in New York.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Trust me, mom. Let me do this on my own. I gotta go now, it’s really late here. I love you”, he said before hanging up. As Emma fiddled with her phone to watch TikToks, her mother stared blankly at the bedroom’s cracked wall.
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Three weeks later, in the middle of July on a rainy afternoon, Donald assisted a lanky black man into the McRonald’s store in Lincoln center. As he took the clear umbrella that sprinkled rain droplets on his red and yellow server attire, the man stared at him from head to toe.

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

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

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

Huh?

“What agency? Sorry?”

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

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

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

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

Well, I mean, I’m tall and all…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I will take some test shots and I’ll let you guys know about the contract after”, Devonne said.
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A week later, Arthur has already done three photoshoots for a world-renowned fitness brand and Donald was preparing for his first catwalk experience as a male model for Ralph Lauren’s new collection.

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

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

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

Oh wow!

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

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

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

Oh, fuck!

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

Keep walking, keep walking…

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

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

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

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

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

Me? A star?

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

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

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

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

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

Oh wow…

“Party starts in ten”, she nonchalantly informed.

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

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

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

She’s this famous!?

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

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

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

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

Huh…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His heart leaped from the possible repercussions but he couldn’t control his feelings.
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“To my apartment”, Cara informed the driver briefly before rolling tongues with Donald once more. As he trailed her long legs with his fingers and felt the cold straps from her shoes, she pulled his short blonde locks—yearning for him to get closer.

So damn beautiful…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Damn, she’s amazing!

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

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

“Please, let me take you”, he begged.

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

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

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

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

What’s the problem?!

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

Oh, fuck!

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

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

I still want you…

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

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

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

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

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

This is wrong…

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

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

This is actually good…

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

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

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

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

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

So fucking sexy!

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

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

Fuck!

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

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

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

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

This feels so good…

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

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

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

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

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

“Cara!”

“Cara!”

“Cara!” he growled as he shook his body as if he was in a convulsive state—opening the floodgates of his babygravy tank. As she relished his thick and warm yearning inside her, he continued kissing her passionately while whispering words of how amazing and beautiful she was.
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Donald and Cara continued dating after their romantic rendezvous. She stopped taking drugs and slowly reduced her alcohol intake in an effort to make her new boyfriend happy.

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

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

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

Ha ha!

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

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

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

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

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

I doubt it.

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

“Look at me”, she ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay! Ready!?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Aww!” he let out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sit down” she requested.

Oh wow!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s gonna hurt!” he retorted.

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

Oh God…

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

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

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

Like butter…

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

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

“Open!”

What the!

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

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

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

Oh, shoot!

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

After three strides, he stumbled with palms that landed on the marble floor. She clapped her hands motioning him to pick himself up to try again. After several trials with her, walking side-by-side with him, there he was, working the lingerie and heels like he was opening for a La Perla summer show.
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Donald needed to learn more about working the runway as a female model but Cara was determined to prove him wrong as swiftly as she could.

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

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

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

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

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

William!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the!?

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

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

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

Motherfu—ahh!

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

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

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

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

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

It feels nice…

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you”, he said softly before kissing her as she unhinged naturally from losing her virility. “I love you too”, she let out briefly before commencing their kiss and exchanging sweet nothings the whole night.
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Two months later, Donald started living a double life as Donna. Word in the fashion industry spread fast about the up-and-coming supermodel with icy hair and hypnotic blue eyes. He worked hard, even harder than Cara, taking every gig that the supermodel refused to do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the fuck!?

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

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

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

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

I love you…

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

“You need help…”.

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

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

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

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

He continued modeling and visiting Cara in the rehabilitation center—further solidifying their love for each other.
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Three months later, it was time for the annual Victoria’s Secret fashion show. Models in various lingeries and wings, organizers, hair stylists, makeup artists, and props designers backstage at the Plaza Hotel hustled to get ready.

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

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

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

I got this!

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you doing?!” Stefano yelled.

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

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

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

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

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


Prima Modella Epilogue

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

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

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

The End <3

Did you enjoy Transformed By T-Girls Volume One? In that case, I hope you could check out my other big bundle Romantic Sissies Volume One.

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

[image: ]

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

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

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

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

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

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

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

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

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

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One


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

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies

[image: ]

It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization experiences with dominant transgender women and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One

[image: ]

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

Read Oh! Carol – Coveted By The Choir

[image: ]

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

Read The Office Gurl

[image: ]

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

[image: ]

"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

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

Read Beauty In The Brothel


Author’s Message

[image: ]

Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Transformed By T-Girls Volume One – Feminization Romances and Transgender Transformations.

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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