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Introduction

“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos.”

∞∞∞

Nathan Cross was freshly dealing with his mother’s death when a strange woman’s voice started resonating in his ears. It all started when he perused the things that his mother left in her bedroom.

It talked about her cosmetics, then trailed to her intimates, down to encouraging him to perform ungodly activities that he wouldn’t even dare think about.

Along with the things she left was the son of her live-in partner, Michael Murdoch, a 33-year-old seminary graduate whose new goal was to exorcise the girly demon away from Nathan’s body.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This is a revamped book for Pride 2023. Beautiful images were added as a treat for Lilly Lustwood readers. This title contains feminization, transgender romance, psychological drama, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

✓   My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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

It’s January 16, 2023, 02:41 PM, and scalding hot in the Philippines. Luckily, I’m wearing a pink satin negligee.

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


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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I’VE ALWAYS DISDAINED the cold but on that particular winter afternoon, I felt nothing. As everyone chattered about how tragic the passing of my mother and her boyfriend was, I kept wishing that I could’ve gone with them to the Maldives.

Death never scared me and unfortunately, I was forced to live a life that was far more harrowing, living alone. Growing up as a devout Catholic who lost a father at a very young age, I was often told that everything happens for a reason. When challenging situations arise, a single prayer could solve everything.

Well, I’ve done more than a million and it seemed like God deemed my voice too soft.

“I’m sorry for your loss, Nathan. I’m sure Tess is happily watching over you”, Mrs. Colier, mom’s best friend at work in the hospital said as she handed me a basket of baked goods.

[image: ]

“Thank you”, I said, with a voice low enough that a pair of perfect ears would require a hearing aid to be heard.

“I’ll be needing the basket once you’re done”, she followed before sauntering with her husband to their white SUV.

My mother Tess was well-loved in our community in Priest River, Idaho. She was chatty, encouraging, and always present at town events. Surprisingly, my about-to-be stepfather, Bradley Murdoch, had more guests albeit he lived a pretty-much reclused life as a painter.

Oddly, most of them were middle-aged women. Maybe most of them were his fans, but a lot of them were from my town and many of them wouldn’t be able to afford his overpriced pieces.

Briefly, I thought, it was probably because of his looks. For a 55-year-old, he could still pass as a model for Harlequin Romance book covers. Sadly, that body was badly burned from a plane crash and was already rotting.
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“Nathan…”, Michael said with a faint smile—gesturing me to come with him.

Michael was five years older but I’ve never felt like he was my senior. We’re both the only child of our parents and we were excited to officially become brothers. Just like his father Bradley, he won the genetic lottery. He stood 6ft. 2in., possessed a strong beefy body, and masculine facial features that were enough to make most women’s panties drench in excitement with a single smile.

However, unluckily for them, he was set to become a priest. He just graduated from Saint Francis Seminary in Boise, Idaho, and he has already lived a long life of sin, enough for him to realize that serving the Lord was something that could only provide him the pleasure that his body needed.

“I know you won’t believe this but I haven’t shed a single tear since dad’s death”, he informed as he drove through the icy paths of Bonner County.

“Afterlife is real and I know that the way he lost his life was his destiny”.

That’s morbid…

“I wish I was as strong as you are…”, I replied as I clutched the collar of my black coat.

“You’ll get through this. We will pray for your healing”.

“Thank you, Michael…”, I answered as I ate the dry skin from my lips and wiped my tears with my sleeve.

Moments later, there I was, in Bradley’s bedroom and the home where I shared with Michael for five years. It’s funny how the olfactory sense could trick someone into thinking that someone still exists.

The fresh lilac scent that my mother often activated with a candle still lingered abundantly in their bedroom decked in crimson antiquity.

As I basked in the sillage of the memento that my mother has left, I couldn’t help but release an influx of tears as I brushed the glass of her picture frame on the nightstand.

I miss you so much…

“Nathan?” Michael said, with nothing but a white wifebeater shirt and blue jeans after entering the room.

Michael…

Gently, he placed his girthy arm on my shoulder and brushed my short blonde locks—allowing me to rest my tearful face on the nook of his chest and armpit.
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“Do you want to sleep here?”

Knowing that the house already belonged to him, I shook my head in embarrassment.

“It’s okay… I’ll stay in my room. I’ll start looking for a new place later. Sorry about the delay”, I explained.

“Shh… you can stay here as long as you want. I promised my dad that I’ll take care of you like a real brother”.

Michael…

As his warmth enveloped my body and his sporty cologne drowned the room’s scent, I started experiencing a novel feeling that I’d never felt before… secured.

“Besides, when I return to Boise, I’d need someone to take care of this place”.

“Th-thank you… Michael”.

“Ha! Don’t be so dramatic. I got you”, he said before rubbing my hair aggressively and making his exit.

[image: ]

Michael’s so hot, you should’ve kissed him when you had the chance!

At that very moment, all of my follicles solidified. I just heard a coquettish voice utter inappropriate thoughts. I shook my head to get rid of it but my ears rang for a good minute, along with several voices indistinctively spouting disgusting things.

You know you want him. This is the perfect time! Both of them are dead!

“Shut up!” I angrily said before slapping my face in a myriad of directions.

Hahaha! You can’t get rid of me this way!

I burrowed my head into a pillow and ensured that my ears were tightly covered. But the voices were coming from the inside and there was no way to escape them.

I’ll stay away from you if you follow everything I say.

“Who are you!? What do you want from me!?”

With utmost vigor, I sank my fingertips deep into the white duvet before hiding in fear of the unknown. The winter’s chill couldn’t stop my body to drench the sheets with sweat and shaking in a convulsive state.

I’ll borrow your body from time to time. If you don’t follow my little requests, I’ll take over it!

“P-please, don’t do that!”

I don’t make promises. Now get the lipstick from the nightstand drawer and put it on!

It was the most ridiculous request that I’ve ever been asked to do. But it was too mundane and harmless that I decided to succumb. Without thinking things through, I pulled the drawer with the floral tapestry and scoured through the mired mess of cosmetics, trinkets, notepads, and medicine.

Go to the dresser and start applying it.

Tortured by the ear ringing, I rushed to the cream dresser in the bathroom and started painting my lips with my mother’s scarlet lipstick. As soon as the buttery velvet feeling erased the crusts, the ringing started fading away.

Don’t you just love it? Now, you and I look and feel pretty.

“Please… stop this, whoever you are”, I begged helplessly as I glanced at my unfamiliar reflection in the mirror.

I’m Nathalie. I am you!

“No! I am not!”

Feeling defeated, I hid under the covers once more and started reciting an influx of The Lord’s Prayer.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

AFTER A LONG NAP, I’ve forgotten about the brief harrowing experience. But when I opened my eyes and saw a bright red stain on the sheets, I rushed to the dresser once more.

It was not a dream! I can’t!

My ears started ringing again as the woman’s laughter began colonizing my thoughts.

Good evening, Nathalie! I’m more alive at night!

“Shut up! I already did what you want!”

However, when a hair-pulling sensation started agonizing my scalp, I knew that the strange woman wasn’t to be messed with.

I can do more than that. Do want to feel my full wrath!?

Shaking my head, I picked up the bible on the other nightstand and started seeking help from the virgin Mary.

“Hail Mary, full of grace, the lord is with you. Blessed are you among women and—“.

Shut up whore! The virgin won’t listen to a harlot like you. Drop the bible and go to the bathroom.

With my knees shaking, I couldn’t help but repel the vision of my messed up alabaster visage with smudged lipstick in the gilded mirror. The bathroom was brightly lit but the crystal chandelier wasn’t enough to penetrate the darkness that clouded my disposition.

Take the razor from the bin and shave your face!

“Why are you doing this to me?” I queried as I shed my face of its masculinity.

Because I can. Haha!

As the errant blonde hair from my chin and mustache landed on my coat, the voice ordered me to take my clothes off. Looking at my scrawny and hairy body in the mirror, I prayed for her to stop again. However…

Isn’t it disgusting? You’d look more attractive without all that gross manly hair. Start with your armpits then your legs!

Although I didn’t like how she insulted and ordered me around, she was right. I never liked how hairy my body was. It was exactly why I’ve lived a long life covering it with a black hoodie and jeans.
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Once I’d gotten rid of my blonde wool, she started mentioning the unthinkable.

You’re not done! Shave your hole!

“What do you mean!?”

Your anus!

“Why would I do that!?”

I’ve already accidentally cut many parts of my body, I wasn’t going to risk slicing that sensitive part.

“Wha—what the!?” I let out as soon as I felt a force that made me bend over and spread my ass cheeks in front of the oppressive mirror. Seeing how hairy my hole was made me sick to my stomach. Without her instructions, I took the initiative to get rid of the ugly sight.

See how nice that looks?

I nodded as I marveled at my tight and pink hole—causing my circumcised five-incher to erect.

Haha! Look at how much you love yourself.

Embarrassed by my boner, I started rinsing the cream from my body.

Your mother had good taste in bath products. Use the shea butter lotion once you’re done purifying your sinful body.

“I am not sinful!”

Expecting demonic retribution, the voice ignored my mild retort. After patting my skin dry with a white terrycloth towel, I peered at the abundance of skin care products atop the bathroom counter.

There it was, an 8oz. lotion bottle with a blue cap that had shea butter written on it. Gently, I started caressing my skin with its thick and buttery consistency, providing me a new kind of comfort I’d never imagined I’d consider incorporating into my daily life.

The smell was faint and floral, and my skin felt like it was marinated in luxury. I’d gotten used to the instructions but for some reason, her annoying sound wasn’t anywhere to be heard.

With nothing but a towel tied to my waist, I took my laptop bag from my bedroom and started working on my existing project. The master bedroom proved a great place to work in. It had a sturdy maple desk with a snowy view of the forest.

I’ve been working as an illustrator since I was eighteen and it was one of the many reasons why Bradley and I were close. The only difference between my work and his was that he created his masterpieces with paint and oil in his art studio while I made mine in Photoshop.

A client of mine requested for me to draw a princess for his original fairy tale and creating beautiful women was my specialty. My friends often thought that I was a starving artist, and while they were right, I couldn’t care less.

Deep into forming my new masterpiece’s red gown…

Nathalie! It’s almost time!

My heart leaped once more from her disturbance. Curious as to why she mentioned time, I looked at the clock on my computer screen. I’ve been obsessing about drawing a dress that I failed to realize that I had to make dinner for Michael and me.

It was already past eight in the evening and all I could finish within ten minutes was a sandwich.

Go to the closet and get the red panties, pink t-shirt, and white leggings.

“Why would I do that!?”

Suddenly, the sharp sound started drowning my ears again. I was fresh from burial and preposterously expected that the voice would cut me some slack, but then again, if it was indeed some sort of demon, why would it offer mercy?


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

RELUCTANTLY, I crawled to the walk-in closet in the bathroom and started scouring through my mother’s drawers. Her selection of underwear, just like her leggings, was too abundant to quickly find something that would make me feel less of a joke.
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At a hastened pace, I took off my blue boxers and t-shirt then started wearing the red nylon panties. As soon as I rolled the fabric up my thighs, the ringing stopped.

Tuck your penis!

Not wanting to drown in the grating sound, I straddled and pulled my member from the back of my thighs. Shortly after, there I was, in front of the wall mirror in the closet, wearing a tight pink t-shirt and white leggings that emphasized how round and tight my butt was with a fabric that was thin enough to let the world know that I was wearing red panties.

Now, make a sandwich!

The order was ridiculous, but following it was the only way to avoid punishment. And even if Michael dealt with the loss way better than I did, I knew that the simple gesture of ensuring that he had something to eat on time and to repay him for his kindness of letting me stay in his home, pushed me to the kitchen.
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“Oh… hey, Nathan…”, Michael greeted in his white wifebeater shirt and skimpy white briefs ensemble that presented how badly his thick chest and pubic hair, along with his fat and flaccid penis wanted to escape, before pouring himself a glass of water.

“H-hi, Michael”, I gingerly said back as I looked over the shoulder—witnessing how intently he stared at my bum.

“Do you like tuna or baloney?”

I could see how wide his eyes were and the quick twitch that his member exhibited. Gently, he placed the empty glass atop the white kitchen counter and swallowed the last puddle in his mouth.

“B-baloney”, he said before clearing his throat.

To reach the baloney on the bottom shelf, I had to bend over. Briefly, I looked over the shoulder again to double-check if I already had the jar of mayonnaise out. By accident, I saw him adjust his boner while staring blankly at my ass.

Oh, la la! Did you see how much he likes you?

“Shut up!” I vigorously whispered, nudging him out of his lascivious disposition.

Damn it!

“What was that?”

“Oh, nothing, I just… remembered something”.

“Aren’t those your mother’s clothes?”

He was right, and I had to process what I was about to say as I spread the light mayonnaise on a piece of bread with a butter knife.

“I just… I miss her so much. And I think that this will help me cope”.

Slowly, he sauntered towards me and began helping me prepare the sandwiches on the island counter. As he inched closer, I could sense his warmth—causing my penis to grow and hurt from the strict confinement of my tuck.

“I hope you don’t mind”, he said as he locked my eyes with his deep brown irises and thick brows.

[image: (((25-year-old))) (((muscle hunk handsome male bro]

“I’m more comfortable just wearing briefs around the house. I didn’t do it before because of your mom”, he followed with a slight smile that reminded me of how deep his dimples were.

“Oh, of course not! No problem at all!” I let out in a novel preppy tone brought upon by the tension I felt from fighting what I considered ungodly for my almost-brother who was bound for priesthood.

Michael!

Accidentally, his boner brushed against my ass. It felt thick, warm, solid, and delightfully oppressive. The aisle from the island and the counters was too tight that I wasn’t sure if he did it on purpose or not. I wanted to feel it more but it wasn’t right. None of everything that happened that night was right.

“I want lettuce with mine”, he said before brushing his hard cock on my plump ass once more, and at that very moment, my self-control was on life support. I pushed my bum out to get a better feel of him and he seemed to enjoy it as he took a good time walking sideways—even parking his shaft in between my cheeks for a good three seconds before proceeding to make his sandwich.

“Do you want some?” he followed, blatantly giving me a view of his tight and white bikini briefs soiled in precum, along with the ball of lettuce.

My cock was twitching in a myriad of directions between my thighs and my mother’s panties were drowning in cum. Every fiber of my body was pushing me to kneel and cup his erection but as a good Catholic individual, I nodded and chose the nutritious ball of fiber.

“I’m gonna take this up my room, just go there if you need anything”, he said with a wink before brushing my ass again with his wet and hard cock—but that time, I could feel his pecs and belly, almost pinning me into the counter.

Michael…

Everything about his body was hard, beefy, and hairy. He looked exactly like the masculine men from WWE who triggered confusion about my sexual orientation.

Haha! Imagine what he would’ve done if you were only wearing panties!

“What kind of a sick joke is this!? He’s like a brother to me!” I retorted before taking a bite.
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Whatever your body feels also gives me pleasure. I’m just here to have fun.

“You can’t do this to me! I’m a man and I don’t do these things!”

Oh, please. Who the fuck are you kidding? Nathalie?

Moments later, it was past ten at night and there I was, still thinking if I should act on what just happened earlier. I couldn’t progress with work as I kept picturing the possible scenarios that entering Michael’s room could offer.

Was he curious? Did he want me to suck his cock? Was I gay? Or was everything all in my head and that the very moment I tried touching his dick, he’d kick me out in my mom’s thin clothes on a winter’s night.

However, my body needed resolve. I needed to know if being with a man answered most of my questions. Then suddenly, the annoying voice that called me Nathalie came back right on time.

Look for your mom’s pink jacket, put a black leather skirt over those leggings, and wear your mother’s floral clip. Finally, get out of the house.

“That’s crazy! What am I gonna tell Michael?”

Michael’s already sleeping, he jerked off at the sight and feel of your ass.

“He did…”.

For some reason, the butterflies that only swarmed in my belly started dancing. Knowing that Michael shot his load at my expense made me feel desired, coveted, and loved. However, it wasn’t enough. I needed proof, I needed to know if men would really be interested in me.

I drove to the nearest bar, just like what the voice suggested, in Marty’s, where the men were middle-aged, drunk, and didn’t have any reservations about groping the waitresses.

It was almost midnight and Florida Georgia Line was blasting through the speakers. The bar felt warm from the wood insulation and the high temperature that emanated from the men in their inebriated dispositions. There were two televisions, one was for a concert, and the other was for a baseball game. Most of the men who were objectifying me as I walked in the thin aisle to the bar drenched their lumberjack shirts with sweat.

“Good evening, mam”, a lanky man with a long blonde ponytail greeted as soon as I arrived at the empty bar stool—tipping his cowboy hat. Gently, he took my hand and planted a kiss.

“I’ve never seen you here before”, he said after offering me my first brush with chivalry.
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“I-I, don’t go out much…”.

“What’s yer name, lady?”

What was my name? I pondered, After an accidental ten-second pause…

Nathalie, you dumb bitch!

“Nathalie”.

“A name as pretty as you are. What does Nathalie like to drink?”

“I don’t know… hot choco?”

The man giggled at my drink of choice before breaking the news that the bar didn’t offer such. With liberty, he ordered a bottle of Baileys Irish Cream for me and started taking my hand once more.

As we waited and chattered amidst the loud music, I learned that his name was Eric. He was 48, maintained a cattle ranch, and had two children but was divorced.

“Here you go”, the Latino bartender said with a welcoming smile as he handed me a glass of the chocolatey drink. Soon after, a chunky man in an almost identical ensemble to Eric’s whispered in his ear, causing an interruption in my first taste of the drink he bought me.

He leaned closer as the man from behind him smirked at me.

“Sorry to ask this, but… are you a dude?”

Haha! Say yes!

No!

Yes! Yes! Yes!

There it was, the influx of ringing sounds, torturing me to spout the harrowing revelation.

“Y-yes…”.

Without thinking things through, he picked up my drink and threw it on my face.

“Ya trap! Get the fuck away from me!” he said—causing the crowd to scurry and witness my demise. The drink tasted really good, albeit I only had dribbles of it from my forehead, but it didn’t feel nice on my skin and mother’s clothes.

As the crowd pointed and screamed slurs at me, all I could do was cry and walk away. In my gray Ford sedan, the embarrassment kept playing in my head. I needed to drown the memory. That was when I learned why people took long drives when they wanted to forget something.

Not wanting to go home and wallow in my misery, I kept circling Priest River, our town for more than an hour.

See what happens when you don’t commit?

“I am done with you! You can take my body!” I said as I accelerated.

Don’t be so dramatic. We’ll teach them a lesson!

“No! I’m not playing these games anymore!”

*Screech!*

The vehicle abruptly stopped in the middle of an icy road and all I could see were granite and a blur of pine trees on the sides. Suddenly, I felt a force controlling my body, driving me gently and safely home.

Just go to bed and I’ll teach you everything you need to learn tomorrow.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

IT’S BEEN THREE DAYS and I started getting used to the voice in my head. I’ve been asking her what her name was but all she kept telling me was that we were both Nathalie.

The day after Eric splashed a drink on my face, she forced me to buy a long and straight red wig from Walmart. She also taught me how to apply makeup. Albeit I’ve developed an abundant lustful yearning for Michael, I didn’t have the balls to act on it.

To overcome the dangerous emotions, I focused on seeking vengeance.
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As soon as the clock struck midnight, Michael was in deep slumber, with nothing but his skimpy white briefs in the living room and the Netflix screen asking him if he should continue watching.

Carrying my new red stilettos as most of the shoes that my mother owned didn’t fit me, I stealthily exited the house. In my scarlet wig, full-made face with bright red lipstick, denim jacket, and tight black leather dress, I couldn’t help but shiver from the cold.

I pulled my fishnet stockings up my thighs once more and slid into my red stilettos. It took the whole day for me to learn how to walk in them but everything has paid off as I’ve never felt more confident in my life up until I was in them.

Sit beside him, don’t make eye contact, and cross your legs.

“You’ve already said that about a million times”.

Moments later, there I was, beside the man who threw a drink at me, salivating on my hairless and soft legs enveloped by the sluttiest stockings that I could find.

“I’m not interested”, I said—slapping his hand away from my thigh before sipping my Irish cream.

“Sorry, mam, I didn’t mean to. Let me introduce myself properly”, he said with a shy tone.
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“Go ahead”, I replied without glancing at him.

“I’m Eric Gable, I own Vista Rancho and I’m looking for a queen to live with me in my estate”.

With a scoff, I glared at him, making sure our blue eyes were well connected before spilling my impromptu offer.

“A hundred bucks, I’ll suck your dick by the dumpster”.

Okay, that’s too much but yeah! Good call!

Flipping my wig, I led him to the back alley. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to taste dick for the very first time but my hunger for revenge took over my oral sense.

Slowly, I rubbed his manhood from his jeans, and albeit I hated the man to the core, I thoroughly liked the feeling of his cock begging to be released from his pants.

I unfastened his belt with the utmost swiftness and dropped his pants. There it was, his fat and hairy eight-inch cock, soiled and darting my eyes.

“Give me the money first”, I said as I squeezed his balls gently while basking in the sillage of his testosterone. All I could see were his blue lumberjack shirt, cowboy hat, and oppressive manhood.

He inserted the hundred dollar bill in my tube top and paced himself for my oral embrace.

“You’re so beautiful, miss”.

Slowly, I started stroking his cock and teased his mushroom head with minute tongue flicks.

Salty… not bad…

As soon as I opened my mouth, there he was, his chunky friend, just in time after I informed him beforehand about the impending fellatio.

“Ahhh!” he screamed in agony after I squeezed his balls with feminine vigor—temporarily disconnecting the mobility from his body.

“Look! I told ya’ll, Eric’s a faggy!” his friend said, causing a crowd of ten to scurry and witness the abandoned fellatio.

“This is a set-up! I’m gonna get you for this!” Eric let out with a tormented voice.

Without thinking things through, I picked myself up, leaving him blue-balled, in pain, shivering, and shooting his first viral video on the internet—courtesy of his fake friends.

“I swear, I’m gonna get you for this!”

Moments later, as I gushed inside my car, her voice emerged once more.

Haha! What a loser!
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“I know! His dick tasted nice though”.

Looks like you’re finally getting it.

I wasn’t only getting it, I was embracing and craving it. Briefly, I thought that being possessed wasn’t so bad. Never for a single waking moment of my life did I feel that type of rush. As I drove home, all I could think of was sucking cock.

Moments later, there it was, Michael’s fat penis like a lobster just waiting to be devoured on a buffet table. Not a fan of the sound of snoring, it was the very first time that I enjoyed its music. It was like a lascivious melody inviting me to take a peek.

The living room was dark but his white bulging briefs glowed brightly from the TV’s blue light. I inched closer and his package looked even more delectable in close proximity, along with his hairy armpits, masculine body, and the thick trail of navel hair that went down his pubic hair.

Briefly remembering that he was like a brother to me, I profusely shook my head.

Don’t worry, he’s in deep sleep. Now’s your chance!

However, she was right, it was the perfect opportunity. His snore bellowed in the living room and I saw the new chair he crafted and painted that he left out of the house to dry. He seemed terribly exhausted.

“Michael?” I softly said as my penis fought the confines of my pink lace panties.
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“Michael?”

There was no response, only a loud snore. Kneeling on the wooden floor, I straddled to avoid making a noise. As soon as his girth invaded my small hand, I knew that I was dealing with a monster.

It was still soft but I could barely contain it.

“Michael?”

Still nothing. As bubbles of sweat formed on my neck, I leaned into his bulge and landed just the tip of my nose to inhale his testosterone. His sillage was a mix of masculinity and cleanliness, far from how the sweaty cowboy’s dick smelled like.

I needed more, I was so horny, and soon after, I gave in. Softly yet surely, I rolled his briefs down and like an apparition, all of my pores opened up and my follicles solidified. If I didn’t shave earlier that day, my blonde body hair would’ve stood up.

His cock was fat, flaccid, circumcised, pink, and dressed with a lush carpet of brown pubic hair. His balls were tight, oppressive, and fuzzy, like a tempting exotic fruit from a tropical country.

Peering at him to check if he was conscious, I was greeted with another loud snore. Earlier that night, I had a good experience of tasting a stranger’s dick head and precum. At that very moment, I knew that Michael’s would’ve tasted better.

Curiously, I tickled his balls with a quick tongue flick but he was unresponsive. I swallowed his faint salty taste and progressed by softly kissing and licking his shaft. His taste was so strong that it contaminated my saliva, and I joyously swallowed every drop of it. Without thinking things through, I challenged my mouth’s elasticity and housed every fat and flaccid inch—causing the flavors to burst in my mouth like melted butter pecan.

Suddenly, I could feel his manhood growing in my mouth. It was as if my saliva was the only thing that could nurture his cactus in an arid land. Like a watering can, I drowned his hard dick with my saliva while peering to check if he was awake.

But he kept snoring—and his nine inches of delight needed resolve.

“Gwak!” I let out after letting his mushroom head knock on my tonsils.

Like a Dyson vacuum cleaner, I intensified the power. It may be my first bout with a penis but I knew that I was doing something right—evident by how his cock danced happily in my mouth.

As I teared up, choked, gagged, and let his long and fat penis go in and out like it had a VIP pass in my throat, his snores intensified. In my peripheral vision, I could see him curl his toes inside his socks. Maybe he was awake, but I didn’t care. If he’d kick me out of the house for sucking his cock, I could just use the money that my deceased mother left me.

“Gwak!”

I continued sucking, accidentally scratching his cock with my teeth, and flooding his thighs with my saliva, letting the demon of lust, or whoever that voice was, take over my body when…

“Phew…”, he let out another snore that sounded different from the previous ones as his balls opened their floodgates and fed me with his seminary semen.

His daddygravy was warm, thick, and abundant, enough to cause me to swallow twice. As I relished the bittersweet taste of his sperm, two thoughts ran through my head.

Did I taint his pure body with penilingus or did his semen cleanse my possessed body? However, I couldn’t care less, as I already knew that at that very moment, I was bound for hell.

Softly, I kissed his cock and whispered good night before rolling his briefs up and playing with myself in the shower.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE DAY AFTER, I was relieved to discover that Michael didn’t realize that I sucked his cock while he was asleep.

“Good morning, Nathan!”

“Hey, Michael!”

Based on how he greeted me as he sanded a chair’s arm from his woodwork hobby while I walked to my car to pick up an SSD that I reserved online, I was sure that he was living in oblivion.

“I’m going to the mall. Do you need anything?”

“Nah. I’m all good, thanks!”

During that week, the tension between us continued to rise. It was undeniable by how blatant he was by wearing skimpier briefs and sometimes, with holes around the house.

I wasn’t a fan of movies but I’d obliged him regularly—teasing him with a view of my ass in a natal position as he adjusted his cock several times on the same sofa during our movie nights.

However, even after my flawless performance on his penis, fear still coursed through my body and I couldn’t act on my lust for him again. That was exactly the reason why I went to the same bar while he was asleep on a Friday night.

Marty’s was always packed but their Fridays meant that my body would be grazed by several strangers’ hard-ons on the way to the bar. At that moment, I was hoping that the voice would start talking to me once more but it was a no-show for more than twenty-four hours.

Why is the bitch ignoring me? I’m doing what she wants!

In my long scarlet wig, tight pink leather dress, fishnet stockings, and lucite heels ensemble hidden partially by my red leather trench coat, men couldn’t help but gravitate towards me.
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As my crimson acrylic nails glistened from the bar’s yellow dim fluorescence, I gulped my first taste of martini in less than five seconds.

Oomph! That’s gross!

Since the spirit of the slutty bitch wouldn’t talk to me, I opted for the spirit of alcohol.

“Give her another round”, the chunky friend of Eric said to the bartender before shooing the man on the next stool.

“I’m Tyler. I know what you are”.

Slowly, I turned to him with a scintillating glare—confusing him on whether he should continue communicating with me or let me pay for my second glass.

“Where’s your friend?”

“He ain’t my friend. We’re just business partners”, he explained after consuming a quarter of his pint.

“Look, whatever Eric has paid you, I’ll triple it. But just be sure that you can handle a fat dick”, he said before grabbing my wrist and forcing me to rub his extra-girthy meat.

“I know you’re a cocksucking whore”, he followed before brushing his sweaty brunette bangs to the back of his head. Impressed by his thickness, I squeezed his package—causing his wide blue eyes to almost pop out of their sockets.

“Woah! Calm down, you’re gonna get it”, he jested.

Shortly after finishing the free drink, I led him to the same alley where I almost sucked his business partner.
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By the black dumpster, he pressed my face against his jeans, causing the zipper to mildly cut my cheek.

“Stop it!” I begged.

As much as I tried to run away, he was simply too big and strong. He drew out a wad of twenties and slapped my face—faintly painting the bills scarlet. Suddenly, he unzipped his jeans and drew out his extra-fat and sweaty cock—proving that he wasn’t all talk.

It was the fattest thing I’ve ever seen, like a baby’s leg. He then slapped the other side of my face with his seven-incher before impaling my mouth.

“Gwak!”

“Ahhh! You nasty feygeleh!”

At that time, I didn’t understand his Jewish insult, I just focused on making him cum as soon as I could to escape his unwelcome fervor. As much as I enjoyed his fat cock, I didn’t enjoy the way he treated me.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”

Thank God…

Haha! Thank your mouth, whore.

Feeling destitute, I spat his semen on the floor and rushed to my car with the bloody cash.

“Where have you been!?”

I was busy and you seemed like you had it all figured out.

I didn’t want to admit it but there was a part of me that felt insecure when she wasn’t around. However, even if I could feel her presence, I couldn’t stop my tears from trying to heal my fresh wound.

It was past one in the morning when I arrived home. As soon as I opened the door, there he was, Michael, in his white briefs with crossed arms and an unimpressed gaze like I was about to be scolded by a paternal figure.

“If you only looked harder, you would’ve seen me watch you sneak out of the house with that outfit”.

Slowly, he sauntered towards the foyer. With every step that he made, every beat of my heart leaped out of bounds. That was it, he was gonna discover my crossdressing secret. I briefly thought of taking my wig off, but that was of no use, he already saw my slutty outfit anyway. I might as well offer him the full look.

Here goes nothing!
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He switched the lights on and there I was, with smeared makeup and traces of dried up blood from the small wound that the man’s gung-ho inflicted. I could barely look at him but I could sense his concern.

“Nathan…”, he softly said before holding my chin and examining my face. I could barely formulate an explanation and I was relieved that he didn’t ask me any questions. Slowly, he led me to the guest bathroom where he frantically pulled out a first-aid kit.

“Ouch!” I complained as soon as he wiped my wound with an alcohol-drenched cotton ball.

“I don’t know what has gotten into you, but what happened with this?”

Suddenly, the sting from his effort to cure me was drowned by my tears. All I could do was rest on his chest and cry.

“Hey… hey… it’s okay”, he let out as he brushed my back and welcomed me with a warm embrace.

He took out a band-aid and carefully covered my wound before taking me in his arms once more. I didn’t want the moment to end. It was the acceptance that I’d yearned for all my life. If I had to cut myself just to feel it again, I’d do it in a minute.

Moments later, in the master’s bedroom, we were sitting face-to-face on the edge of the bed. He scratched his growing scruff and smiled, locking me in the depth of his dimple, causing me to succumb and smile back.

God, he’s good…

“Finally, a smile. So tell me what’s going on”.

Brimming with trepidation, I looked away and started explaining the voices in my head. I could see his face get redder and redder with every salacious detail I shared.

“I don’t mean to scare you but…”, he let out before a brief pause.

“It seems like you were possessed by a succubus”.

I faced him head-on, wanting to get answers. I needed a better explanation than that.

“What’s that?”

“It’s a demon who has this hunger for… semen”.

“Haha! That’s ridiculous”.

“Yes but it’s what she does. She’s very seductive and can lure men using her body as bait to feed on their carnal desires”.

But what he said made a lot of sense. Normally, I would’ve laughed such kind of suggestion off, but with what I’ve experienced from the voices, I felt like he was right on the money.

“How do I get rid of it?” I queried.

The troubled look on his face was impossible to hide. With a concerned gaze…

“Through exorcism”.

No!

I’ve watched far too many exorcism and horror films and I knew that they didn’t end well for the victims. They usually ended up as sacrificial lambs.

“But it could be something psychological”.

“Nathan…”, he softly said as he held my hands.

“I think you need to seek help. This wound… these sinful romps with strangers. I wouldn’t know how I’d take another death in my family…”.

Michael…

I wanted to say no as I feared that I’d have to live with the fact that I was a lunatic. But when he slightly revealed his weakness and I wasn’t the only one dealing with grief, all I could do was agree.

“But I don’t know anyone...”.

“Don’t worry, I have a psychiatrist friend from college. He’s really good”.

“Thank you, Michael…”.

That time, it was my turn to initiate the embrace.

“I’ll take care of you. We’ll get through this”, he whispered as he gently brushed my back.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I finally got an appointment with Dr. Brown. Just like Michael, he was about five years older than me. His clinic was located in Angel Gabriel Hospital, an hour's drive from where we lived. I would’ve met him sooner but he was fully booked for six months.

If not for Michael, I wouldn’t be sitting across him in his clinic decked in white and wood modernity. In my pastel pink turtleneck, white pants, and brown UGGs ensemble complete with a scarlet wig, I appreciated how comfortable he was with my presence.

“How’s Mike?”
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“He’s good”, I gingerly said as I tucked my scarlet wig behind my ear.

“What were your hobbies growing up?” he queried as he crossed his leg and prepped himself to jot down whatever information he would get out of my mouth.

“Drawing, video games… hmm, what else? I guess, coloring”.

“You didn’t play with your neighbors? Any type of sport?”

I shook my head and focused on the steel button of his blue polo shirt.

“My dad died when I was a baby from a car crash and my mom was busy making ends meet. She’s a nurse. I basically grew up with my Nana”.

He scratched his chin with his executive pen and tipped his glasses before looking at me.

“I see. Was there ever a time in your childhood when you felt like wearing girly clothes?”

Peering at his gray slacks, I trailed to his Vito Corleone hairstyle, trying to recall if there was indeed a moment of the sort. Slowly, I shook my head.

“I don’t think so. My grandmother was a stern Catholic. If I did and told her about it, I would definitely remember the punishment I’d be dealt with up to this day”.

After two hours of questions about my job, friends, family, and how in touch I was with my feminine side, I anticipated the next step.

“How do I get rid of the voices?”

“Same time, same place, next week”.

What a rip-off!

Not wanting to pay three hundred bucks an hour again without getting answers, I deleted his number from my phone and bid him goodbye.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

IT WAS ELEVEN IN THE EVENING and I was still trying to find the right words to tell Michael that I wouldn’t be seeing his friend anymore. Luckily, he started snoring from the lulling art documentary that I forced him to watch.

It’s Cowboy night at Marty’s! Get dressed and get out!

“I can’t! I promised Michael!” I let out an exasperated whisper.

Seeing his pink mushroom head peep from the hole of his white briefs intensified my hunger for cum. But I didn’t want to fondle him again and I knew that in his conscious state, he wouldn’t participate in satiating my desire.

Moments later, in my black leather coat, tube top, skirt, and stockings, topped with a scarlet wig, lips painted abundantly with MAC’s Ruby Woo lipstick, my small wound covered with concealer, and my red leather boots in my hand, I tiptoed to the foyer.

“Nathan!”

With utmost vigor, he pulled my wrist and led me to the bedroom.

“Michael! Get off me!”

“No! You can’t go out!” he said as he pinned me to the bed. Feeling his warmth, weight, and thick bulge on my exposed belly, I couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Please! I need a man’s cum!”

“No! Demon, go away!”

With feminine vigor, I cupped his cock and aggressively rubbed it. He tried to pin me again but I could feel his manhood grow. I stretched the hole, allowing his cock to breathe, and jerked it with all my power.

“Stop doing that!”
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“If you don’t want me to go out, let me drink your cum! Please, Michael!” I begged.

As soon as his precum laced my fingers, I drenched my black panties with ladygravy. He rushed to the bathroom, allowing me to fondle him as he scoured through my mother’s drawers. With two scarves in his hand and a solid cock that was begging for resolve, he created a tight knot and tied my wrists to the oak bedposts.

With the blue scarf on my left and the pink scarf on my right, I tried to yank my way for liberation but to no avail.

“I’m sorry, Nathan. We’ll figure something out in the morning”, he softly said as his cock pulsated through the hole I created.

“Michael, I can see that you want it. Just give it to me now so I can calm down”.

“Demon, go away!”

Three hours later, as he did his best to stay awake and watch me, my leather jacket started suffocating me.

“Michael… I need water, and I need to take this jacket off”.

Shortly after, he came back wearing jeans. He wiped the sweaty wig off my face before feeding me a glass of water.

“Why are you wearing that, Michael…”, I asked in a sullen and disappointed tone.

“You have to fight the demon inside you, Nathan”.

With mercy eating him up, he untied my left wrist and took my jacket’s sleeve off.

“Give me your cum!” I said as I rubbed the bulge from his jeans.
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“Stop it!” he retorted before tying my wrist to the bedpost once more.

Soon after, he proceeded to the other side, and there I was, with nothing but my black tube top, leather skirt, and stockings, trying to escape the suffocating grasp of my mother’s scarves.

Seeing his cock covered only made me hornier. But just like Michael, I was running out of energy. He climbed towards me and held my torso in a spooning position—calming my disposition with his warmth and weight.

Hours later, as the sun rose, its light burned my lasciviousness away.

“Michael…”.

“Oh, hey”, he greeted as he peered.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t think of another way. How are you feeling?”

“It’s okay, I don’t know what has gotten into me. I’m feeling better now… I just feel that kind of hunger at night”.

He scratched the morning glory off his eyes and untied the scarves.

“Good, I’ll call Father Lombardi and report this case immediately”.

“No! Please!”

“We have to get this demon away from your body”.

“Just… tie me up… every night”.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS HAVE PASSED and Michael has been cuffing my wrists to the bedposts every night. As much as I feared the thought of possibly dying from exorcism, I couldn’t handle the guilt of watching Michael have sleepless and exhausting nights anymore.

Dr. Brown suggested taking sleeping pills but Michael refused. He didn’t feel like drugging me was the answer. Running out of options, I finally agreed to seek help from Father Lombardi, granted that he allowed me to wear light clothing as I often passed out from the oppressive masculine garb that he put me in for the past two weeks.

It was almost midnight and I was yanking my wrists away from the handcuffs that Michael has locked me in.
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“In the Name of Jesus Christ, our God and Lord, strengthened by the intercession of the Immaculate Virgin Mary, Mother of God, of Blessed Michael the Archangel…”, Father Lombardi prayed in their matching black robe vestments as he splashed holy water on my chest.

In only a pink tube top, pink thongs, my scarlet wig, and white stockings, it came as a surprise how scalding the water felt whenever it touched my skin.

“Ahhh!” I screamed in agony.

“… of the Blessed Apostles Peter and Paul and all the Saints. and powerful in the holy authority of our ministry, we confidently undertake to repulse the attacks and deceits of the devil!”

“Ahhh!” I screamed once more as Michael clasped his hands together.

“Stop it! Let me suck your geriatric cock!” I retorted as I stared at Father Lombardi’s balding head.

“Put your dick in my mouth, daddy!” I followed—spreading my legs wide and lifting my lower back to give him a view of my ass.
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Michael rushed to me and pinned my right leg down as I harnessed every power I could. Thoughts of how delicious their holy cocks would feel at the same time in my mouth kept running in my head like a hamster on a wheel.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” I followed as I kneed Michael’s dick under his priestly robe.

“Tell me your name! Demon!”

Haha! Tell him you’d let him cum in your ass if he stops.

“Shut up and cum in my ass!”

“Are you Lilith!? Naamah!? Tell me who you are! I demand you!”

“Haha! Who are those bitches!? I’m whoever you want me to be! Now cum in my mouth!”

That time, he splashed holy water on my face, opening me to the type of pain I’d never felt before. It was seering, deep, and felt like my cranial bones were being tickled—topped by how strong Michael’s hands were in pinning my ankles to the bed.

“Ah! Stop it!” I screamed once more.

“Eisheth!? Who are you!? Get away from this man’s body, you Jezebel!”
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Tell him you’ll stop if he puts his cock in your mouth.

“Shut me up! Put your dick in my mouth!”

Ten bottles of holy water and an influx of prayers later, I could feel the sun beaming in my eyes as their quiet conversation filled my ears.

“It’s really unusual. I don’t think he’s possessed. You have to take him to the psychiatrist again”.

“But Father, he isn’t like this. It only happened after the death of our parents. You don’t think the demon found an opening while he was in a weak state?”

“No. There’s no demonic presence and his answers made no sense.”

“Michael…”, I softly said as I opened my eyes.

“What time is it?”

He inched towards me and peered at his watch Apple watch.

“It’s eight. How are you feeling?”

“I’m good, just thirsty. Good morning Father”.

“Good morning, Nathan”, he greeted back with a suspicious look.

“Please call me if this happens again tonight”, he told Michael before making his exit.

“Thank you Father”, we said in unison.

As he unlocked my cuffs from the bedpost, I needed to feed my satiation, not with semen, but with pancakes.

“I’m gonna make us some breakfast”.

“Okay, thank you”, he said before brushing my back and helping me stand up.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

The dusk was about to settle as I started combing my scarlet wig after placing it on top of my head. It was the first time I wore my mother’s silk nighties and the fabric made me feel like I was drowning in a pool of luxury.

“Nathan…”, Michael said as he entered the bedroom with his black hood and grey sweatpants on.

Sitting side by side on the edge of the bed, he intently stared at me.

“Father Lombardi told me—“, but before he continued his fresh information, I interrupted him.

“I know, I’ve heard…”.

I continued brushing my wig but he took the gilded comb away from my hand. I offered my wrists for the upcoming locking but he interlaced his fingers with mine instead.

“Dr. Brown shared his assessment with me based on what he has gathered from your social media accounts and work portfolio.”

With a brief pause and a deep breath, he gently tucked my wig behind my ear.

“He saw your artworks and all of them were women. He was also able to gather your old posts from Deviant Art before—suggesting that you want to transition into a woman but you’re hiding behind the guise of… being possessed”.

“Michael…”, I said—with tears forming in my eyes.

“You’re afraid of being judged and the Catholic guilt you acquired growing up was stopping you from being who you truly are”.

At that very moment, every semantic escaped my brain. All I could do was allow my tears to stream down my cheeks. I was waiting for the strange voice to provide me with the answers but all I could do was look away from him.

Suddenly… he inserted my hand in his pants—rubbing his cock with it.

“It’s okay, you’re in a safe space now. Is this what you really want?”

“Michael!” I retorted before pulling my hand away.

I could feel my heart beat a mile a minute as he leaned closer. Soon after, he started kissing me as he took off his pants—revealing his hard and hairy cock.

Michael…

“I’m sorry for making you go through all of this”, I said.

“It is true… I’ve always been into men and I’ve felt like a girl since I was little”.

He kissed me once more, and that time, deeper. His juicy lips and warm mouth tasted like metaphorical ecstasy.

“But this is wrong… you’re about to be a priest”.

“Well, I’m not yet. I could still sin… with you”, he whispered.

Sinking his fingertips on my thigh, I could see my boner through my negligee. With a soft giggle, he started stroking my candy stick.

“Michael! You don’t have to…”.

“It’s okay, it’s like a mini clit”.

After taking our clothes off, he pinned me to the bed and rubbed his Loch Ness monster against my girly cock.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this but… I’ve been wanting to try it ever since I saw you wearing you’re mom’s leggings in the kitchen”, he let out as he squeezed my ass.
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“Suck my cock, just like how you did when I was asleep”, he whispered.

Every fiber of my body felt like they were being electrically charged by a Goddess of lust. There was Michael, the man of my fantasies, encouraging me to welcome his manhood with my oral embrace.

On the floor, I flipped my wig behind my back and started licking his soiled mushroom head by the edge of the bed.

“I’ve been teasing you for such a long time—walking around the house with my tight briefs. You could’ve just told me sooner”, he said as I stared at his glorious hairy pits and masculine arms from the way he rested his hands behind his head.

“Mmm, mmm!”

“I was scared that you’d kick me out of the house”.

“If you don’t do a good job tonight, I might”, he jested before grabbing my mouth and forcing me to suck his pink fat cock.

“How do you like that?”

His dirty talk intensified my need for his cum—causing me to gently pull his abundant pubic hair and impale my throat with his girth and length.

“Gwak!”

“I wish we could do this forever… Michael…”.

“I can’t promise you that but while you have me…”, he let out before thrusting upwards and circling his hips—exploring how warm and tight my throat was while wiping my tears from the gagging he obliged me with.

“Ahhh! You’re so warm”, he let out with profuse breaths.

He unhinged his cock from my mouth and playfully trailed my face with his meat.
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“I’ve always wanted to know what sodomy felt like”.

Oh no!

“Michael… I’m a virgin”.

“The tighter, the better”, he said before slapping my cheek with his heavy boner.

I wasn’t sure if he was roughing me up as a form of vengeance, or if he really was dominant in bed.

“Okay, but let me do this first…”, I agreed before climbing to him and sniffing his armpits.

“Michael…”, I said with an utmost lascivious tone as I buried my face in the smell of his testosterone.

“Haha!” he let out from the ticklish sensation that the tip of my nose and my tongue delivered. Michael’s pits smelled and tasted the same as I imagined them to be, musky and salty, with a faint chemical taste from his sporty deodorant.

After overfeeding myself, I sat on his stomach and paced myself.

“Don’t worry, I’ll try to be gentle”.

“Okay, I’ll just get some lotion”.

Shaking his head, he generously spat on his hand and started lubricating my ass.

“Just spit on it. Be dirty”, he encouraged.

“Ahhh…”, he let out as soon as I lubricated his yearning with my saliva.

Shortly after, he sank his fingertips into my waist and lifted my body with ease.

“Ouch!” I let out as soon as his cock’s tip entered my premises of pleasure.

“Ahh!” I followed as I watched him roll his head in euphoria.

He lifted his thighs, inserting two inches more, as I endured what felt like the reverse taking of the Excalibur. I wanted to complain but after what I’d put him through, taking the blow was the least I could do.

“So… fucking… tight!” he followed after reaching more than halfway to my prostate.

“Michael…”.

“Shh… shh…”.

Shortly after, there it was, nine inches of Michael—happily beating in my asshole. Suddenly, he started stroking my shecock, nudging me to a novel sensation that I didn’t know I needed.

While I recovered from the impalement, his pulsating penis poking my prostate multiplied the sensations of his jerking.

“You like it?”

“Yes… you’re so hot Michael. I could sit on your cock forever”.

With a sweet smile, he spat on his hand once more and continued jerking my cock. Shortly after, I couldn’t feel the pain anymore. All I got was how strong his grip was and how sensate my hole felt from housing a huge truck.

Curiously, I circled my hips, causing him to choke my cock to deal with how good his dick felt from my slight movement.

“Yeah, keep doing that…”.

As I undulated and oscillated, I flipped my wig in a myriad of directions—exhibiting how much I enjoyed his meat. Suddenly, he couldn’t take it anymore, he abandoned my cock and sank his fingertips into my hips once more. With full force, he lifted my body and used my ass like a sex toy.

“This is so damn tight! It’s gonna make me cum so fast!” he informed as I happily jerked my cock and basked in the tactile reward from the harbinger of prostate pleasure.

Each time his cock reached my depth, I felt like I was gonna explode.
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“Fuck me! Michael! Use my body! I’m all yours!”

“Yes! Ah! This is is mine!”

At a faster pace, he started pounding with no care, as we filled the bedroom with the harmony of our groans and moans.

“Gahhh!” he followed, pinching my skin to scarlet.

“I’m gonna!”

“Oh! I’m really gonna!” he exclaimed.

“Me too, Michael, me too!”

“Gah!”

“Fuck!”

“Ahhhhh!” he screamed like we had no neighbors as he drowned my prostate with his seminary semen. As his cream purified my sinful ass, my tight and pink balls released my pent-up emotions on my flat belly.

“Oh my god…”, I softly said.

“Gahhh!” he screamed once more as he expressed his last drop.

“Wow!” he followed, with wide eyes and a sweaty face before drawing me in for a kiss as his cock profusely pulsated inside me.

“That was amazing”, he whispered with warm breaths.

“You’re amazing, Michael…”.

As soon as his flaccid member slid out of my hole, he invited me to shower together to wash away the sin.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, Michael was set to go back to Boise to pursue priesthood. Along with his leaving was my first day of taking estrogen and anti-androgen medications.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to drive you?” I asked as I fixed the collar of his white shirt.

“It’s fine. I’ll just take the bus”.

“Nonsense, let’s go”.

In my scarlet wig and white coat ensemble, I pulled his steel luggage bag and headed to my car. I tried my best to show him that I wasn’t hurting. The time we’ve shared was horrifyingly special that I wanted to spend every remaining second of him as a bachelor together.

After a ten-minute quiet drive, we reached the bus stop. I couldn’t look at him. All I could do was wipe my tears with my sleeve.

“Nathalie…”.

“I understand, Michael… Don’t worry, I’m gonna be fine”, I said—tapping his shoulder.

“Nathalie”, he said before taking my hand.

“I can’t do this”.

Michael!

Not wanting to show him my tearful visage, the shock of his revelation forced me to check how sincere he was. Looking into his brown eyes, seeing a teardrop on his cheek felt like an apparition of the Virgin Mary.

“What are you talking about?!”

Squeezing my hand, my heart wanted to liberate itself from my chest.

“I love you…”.

At that very moment, I wanted to kiss him. But not wanting to pile up my sins and his, I sought answers instead.
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“Michael, I love you too but… what about the church?”

There it was, his deep dimples again, pacifying my trepidation.

“Nathalie… God has many warriors.”

Briefly, he paused and squeezed my hands once more.

“With this transition… and after making love to you, I can’t just leave you alone”.

“Michael, that’s not—“.

“Nathalie, when I promised dad that I’ll protect you, I meant it. And when I realized how much I love you, I knew that you are my life’s purpose”.

That was it, all my reluctance just blew out the window. As my heart leaped, I leaned in and kissed him as deeply as I could—sucking every drop of his love, allowing it to possess my veins.

“I love you too, Michael! I really do!”

“I guess we’ll have to drive back”, he jested with a wink before switching seats with me and driving back home.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Femininely Possessed? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Girlification 1.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Sissified in Mars

From a small male Earthling to the Queen of Mars, I, Elona Max, will tell you a story of Love, Sacrifice, and the Power of the Feminine Spirit.

Story 2 – Let’s Get Physical

With the help of my workmates from the Big Boys gym, I didn’t only unleash the talent I had for creating choreography, but I also discovered that I had the perfect body for tight pink leggings and sports bra.

Story 3 – Dangerous Disguise

The death toll was rising and I had to do something. With a series of ignored killings, I decided to go undercover and find the criminal in my blonde wig and high-heeled boots.

Story 4 – New Wardrobe

As I slipped into the character of Bonnie, I found myself captivated by the art of transformation. With each layer of makeup, every stroke of the brush, and the careful selection of wigs, lingerie, and clothing, I felt my true self emerging. The sensation of satin against my skin and the gentle sway of my hips in a skirt awakened a desire that I couldn't ignore.

Story 5 – Cyber Babe

As I became more and more obsessed with her, I found myself dressing up and transforming into her, embracing every curve and stitch of her digital persona.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Girlification 1


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Sissy Store
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Many of my readers love dressing up. What inspired me to create the Sissy Store is the e-mails I’ve received from them wanting to emulate the characters in my story.

And the best way to do that? Dressing up of course! That’s why I made the Sissy Store, it’s a curation of my favorite finds online to provide you with an easier time in shopping for the best outfits available.

From wigs, breastplates, stockings, and down to shoes, toys, uniforms, lingerie, and more, you’ll find everything you need!

Visit The Sissy Store


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Who said something about male flyers!? We’re going to dress you up as a girl cheerleader.”

Read Cheerleader By Chance

[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
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“I don’t know about this, Captain. Do I really have to wear these stockings?”

Read In The Navy
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Femininely Possessed- A Reluctant Feminization and Exorcism Romance.

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

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

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

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

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

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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