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Introduction
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Get ready for an unforgettable journey of self-discovery and desire. In this steamy and provocative novella, the protagonist is YOU.

Yearning to explore your feminine side? With the help of a unique and alluring companion, me, you will embark on a journey that will unlock new realms of passion and pleasure.

As you explore the sensual world of femininity, you will discover a side of yourself that you never knew existed. From the soft embrace of lingerie against your skin to the flow of a frilly dress, revel in the freedom of expressing yourself in ways that were previously unimaginable.

But with pleasure comes risk, and you must navigate a world that is not always accepting of those who challenge societal norms.

Will you be able to overcome the obstacles in your path and fully embrace your newfound identity, or will you be forced to hide your desires once again?

With sizzling storytelling and imagery, this book is a journey of discovery and desire that will leave you breathless.

The setting of this story is in the Philippines and you’re looking forward to your vacation in Boracay island, a tropical paradise. I, Lilly, a hot Asian transgender lady, will help realize your innermost fantasies. If you're ready to explore the limits of passion and pleasure, then come along for the ride. It's going to be a wild one.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

It’s March 02, 2023, 03:11 PM, and scalding hot in the Philippines. Luckily, I’m wearing a blue Sunday dress.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Femizing You – A POV Feminization Romance: Boracay Island Edition.


Free Vip Mailing List
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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
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You had been looking forward to your trip to Boracay island in the Philippines for months, dreaming of the sun, the sand, and the crystal-clear waters. You had spent countless hours planning your itinerary, researching the best restaurants, and booking the perfect hotel room.

But as you arrived at the airport in Manila on the day of your departure, you could sense that something was off.
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The sky was dark and ominous, and a thick blanket of clouds loomed over the runway. You could feel the tension in the air, as passengers milled around the terminal, checking their phones and glancing anxiously at the flight information board.

The flight to Boracay was delayed, and as the minutes ticked by, the mood in the airport grew increasingly tense.

Suddenly, an announcement blared over the intercom, announcing that your flight had been canceled due to a tropical storm that was sweeping through the region. You felt your heart sink as you realized that your dream vacation was in jeopardy.

But as you looked around the airport, you couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the stunning beauty of the people and their friendly smiles.

Despite the frustration of your canceled flight, you couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder at the raw power of nature. The storm raged on outside, whipping the palm trees into a frenzy and sending sheets of rain cascading down from the sky.

As you settled into your seat at the airport cafe, sipping a cup of hot coffee and watching the storm rage on outside, you decided to stay in Manila for the night and you started booking an Airbnb room.

It didn't take long for you to find a suitable room, and you quickly booked it, feeling a sense of relief and excitement at the prospect of exploring a new city.

As you stepped out of the airport and into the bustling city of Manila, you couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration. The streets were crowded with people and vehicles, and the air was thick with the scents of street food and tropical flowers.

It was a stark contrast to the calm and peaceful beaches of Boracay, but you found yourself drawn to the energy and vitality of the city.

Your Airbnb room was located in a neighborhood filled with hip cafes, boutique shops, and colorful street art. As you stepped inside the room, you were pleasantly surprised by how cozy and comfortable it was.

As you made your way to the Airbnb that you had booked, you couldn't help but feel a sense of curiosity about me, the person you would be staying with. When you arrived at my apartment, I greeted you with a smile and introduced myself as the owner.
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You couldn't help but be struck by my beauty. My hair was long and black, framing my heart-shaped face and highlighting my fair skin, which had a hint of a Japanese look to it.

But what really caught your attention were my enormous breasts, which were on full display thanks to the tight-fitting dress I was wearing.

"Welcome to my apartment, I’m Lilly," I said, flashing you a dazzling smile.

"I'm so glad you could make it."

You couldn't help but feel a sense of attraction to me, and you found yourself admiring my beauty and confidence.

"Thank you," you replied, feeling slightly tongue-tied.

"Your place is lovely."

"Thank you," I replied, beaming.

"I take great pride in my home. Let me show you around."

As I led you into the apartment, you couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder at the tasteful and stylish decor. It was clear that I had put a lot of thought and care into every detail of the space, and you found yourself feeling grateful to be staying in such a comfortable and inviting home.

As I showed you to your room, you couldn't help but feel a sense of intrigue about this mysterious woman. You were looking forward to getting to know me better over the course of your stay.

“Just call me if you need anything,” I said with a charming wink before leaving you to your room.

“Thanks, Lilly,” you said, a slight shiver in your tone.

The bed was soft and inviting, and the walls were adorned with beautiful artwork and photographs.


Chapter 2
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After settling into your room, you eagerly began to unpack your luggage. However, you were surprised to find that the contents were not your own.

Feeling frustrated, you approached me and explained the situation.

"I'm sorry, but this isn't my luggage. I must have grabbed the wrong one.”

I apologized and offered to help you sort through it and find the owner so you could switch with them. As we worked together to sift through the contents of the bag, I couldn't help but notice the frustration in your voice.

"I can't believe this happened," you said, rubbing your forehead in frustration.

"I was really looking forward to my vacation and now this."

I nodded sympathetically, but as I leaned over to help you sort through the luggage, I noticed your eyes wandering towards my cleavage. You quickly looked away, but I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement at the thought of you being attracted to me.

As we sorted through the luggage that had nothing but computer parts in it, I tried to keep the conversation light and playful, hoping to distract you from your frustration.

I noticed your eyes lingering on my curves, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction at the thought of having such an effect on you.

As we finished sorting through the bags, you thanked me for my help and I excused myself.

Once inside and feeling a sense of excitement and arousal building inside of me, I accidentally left the door unlocked. I couldn't stop thinking about the bulge in your boardshorts and the thought of what lay beneath them sent shivers down my spine.

I quickly stripped off my clothes, revealing my own penis and my large breasts. I began to stroke myself, feeling the pleasure building with every stroke.

I couldn't help but moan softly as I caressed my breasts, feeling the sensitivity building as I got closer to orgasm.

Suddenly, you felt the need to pee. You opened the door, not knowing that I was pleasuring myself at your expense.
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“Oh, shit!” you said, looking at me, but instead of closing the door, you stood there for about 3 seconds, looking at my exposed body and pulsating member.

That’s when you found out that I wasn’t like any other woman. I knew what I wanted and I wanted it now.

I also froze for a moment, unsure of what to do next. I just let my lady semen flow on my thighs as I was already in the heat of the moment.

After watching me pleasure myself in the bathroom, you went back to your room, unsure of what to do next. The sight of me, a gorgeous transgender woman with large breasts and a penis, had left you feeling both aroused and confused.

As I emerged from the bathroom, I could see the look of desire and uncertainty in your eyes.

"I'm sorry, I..." I began, but you interrupted me.

"No, don't be sorry," you said, your voice hoarse with desire.

Moments later, you turned to me with a frustrated expression, asking if there were any clothing stores open at this hour. You felt dirty and in dire need of a shower.

Unfortunately, everything had already closed for the night, leaving you with nothing to change into.

Feeling sorry for you, I offered to lend you some clothes while we waited for your luggage to be switched back.

"I'll have something ready for you when you finish your shower," I said, leading you to the bathroom with an extra towel.

As you undressed, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation building inside of me. The thought of you seeing me earlier and the way you had looked at me had left me feeling hot and aroused.

"You sure there's nothing else I can do?" you asked, turning to face me with a mischievous grin on your face.

As you stepped into the shower, I couldn't help but imagine the way the water would cascade over your body, washing away the sweat and dirt from your travels.

And as I laid out a fresh set of clothes for you on the bed, I couldn't help but feel my member twitch inside my pink lace panties.

After what seemed like an eternity, you emerged from the bathroom, a towel wrapped around your waist. I couldn't help but stare at your toned body, feeling the desire and arousal dancing in my crotch.

You looked down at the clothes I had laid out for you on the bed with a sense of surprise and shock. Pink nylon panties and a pink silk nightgown were laid out, and you couldn't help but feel a sense of hesitation and confusion.

"I don't know if I can wear this," you said, your voice filled with uncertainty.

I reassured you with a smile, explaining that those were the only things I wore to sleep.

"It's okay, you'll see how comfortable they are," I said.

As you slipped into the pink nylon panties and the silky nightgown, I watched from a distance with a sense of satisfaction and desire. The fabric hugged your body, molding to your form and feeling so soft and silky against your skin.
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You gasped in surprise, feeling a sense of pleasure and desire building inside of you. The way the silk fabric clung to your body was so sensuous and arousing, and you couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction and desire building inside of you.

As you lay back on the bed, feeling the soft silk against your skin, you closed your eyes and let out a deep sigh of pleasure. The way the fabric felt against your skin was so sensual and erotic, and you couldn't help but feel a novel kind of sensation trying to erupt inside of you.

An hour had passed and the aircon in your room suddenly stopped working. You were feeling sweaty, hot, and frustrated, so you decided to check if I was still awake.

As you entered the living room, you saw me in my black nightgown, watching porn on my laptop.
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Embarrassed, I quickly turned off the laptop and turned to you, a blush spreading across my cheeks. You explained about the aircon in your room, and I offered to check it out.

As we walked back to your room, I realized that the aircon was beyond repair.

"I'm sorry, but there's no way I can have this fixed tonight," I said, feeling a sense of frustration building inside of me.

"You can sleep in my bed if you want," I said, my voice betraying my desire.

You looked worried about me sleeping in the heat, but I assured you that I was used to it.

"Don't worry about me, I'll be fine," I said, a smile spreading across my face."


Chapter 3

[image: ]

As you settled into the cool sheet, you couldn't help but notice the array of wigs on display in my bedroom. Your curiosity piqued, you looked around the room and saw magazines with me as the covergirl, and you realized that I was a ladyboy model.

You were shocked and intrigued, unable to resist the temptation of flipping through the magazines. As you thumbed through the glossy pages, you saw me posing with my big breasts and cock out, and you couldn't help but feel a sense of arousal building inside of you.

The pictures were so explicit, showing me getting a blowjob from different men in wigs and penetrating them in the ass. The thought of me with other men was so taboo and arousing, and you couldn't help but feel yourself growing hard in my pink nylon panties.

Unable to resist the temptation any longer, you began rubbing your dick through the silky fabric, imagining yourself in the pictures with me.

The sensation of the silky fabric against your skin was so tactile, and you couldn't help but let out a soft moan as you began to stroke yourself more vigorously.

As you lost yourself in the fantasy of being with me, you couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to experience me in person.

The thought of my big breasts, round ass, and thick cock was so arousing, and you couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to touch me, to taste me, to be with me.

As you continued to stroke yourself, lost in the fantasy of being with me, you couldn't help but wonder what the future held in store for you.

With each passing moment, your arousal grew more and more intense, until you were on the verge of exploding with pleasure. You closed your eyes and let out a loud moan, unable to contain yourself any longer.

“Ahhh!”

As you opened your eyes again, you saw me standing in the doorway, my black hair cascading down my back as I gazed at you with a look of shock on my face.
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“Oh, sorry, I heard you scream, I thought…”

You were embarrassed and ashamed.

“G-good night.”

Moments later, you woke up to the smell of bacon and followed your nose to the kitchen, where I was cooking breakfast. I turned around and saw you, giving you a warm smile as I greeted you good morning.

"Good morning, did you sleep well?" I asked.

You nodded, feeling a bit shy and embarrassed after last night's events.

"I'm sorry about last night, the magazine…" you said, looking down at your plate.

"It's okay," I replied, sitting down beside you.

"I'm just glad you enjoyed yourself."

You looked up at me, surprised at my response.

"You're not mad?"

I shook my head, reaching out to touch your hand.

"No, of course not. I love it when people enjoy themselves at my expense."

You felt a sense of relief wash over you as you relaxed into my touch. As we finished breakfast, you mustered up the courage to ask me about the men in the magazines.

"I noticed that the men in the magazines were wearing wigs," you said tentatively.

"Can you tell me more about that?"

I smiled, sensing your curiosity.

"Yes, I love feminizing men and turning them into my sissies. It's a form of power and control that I find very arousing."

You felt a sense of shock and arousal wash over you as you listened to me describe my desires. You couldn't help but wonder if you would enjoy being feminized like that.

As I led you to the bedroom to show you my collection of wigs and lingerie, you couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement building inside you.

You watched as I picked out a long, blonde wig and placed it on my head, transforming into a sultry seductress right before your eyes.

"You look so beautiful," you said in awe.

I turned to you, a mischievous glint in my eye.

"Of course, that’s why I’m called Asian Goddess in the sissy forums.”

Shortly after, "Hey, have you seen the news?" I asked, turning on the TV in the living room.

You looked over from your spot on the couch and shook your head.

"They're saying there's a typhoon coming, and domestic flights won't be happening for the next three days," I explained.

You let out a groan, clearly frustrated by the situation.

"I'm so sorry," I said, feeling bad for you.

"I know this isn't how you wanted to spend your vacation."

"It's okay," you replied, trying to keep a positive attitude.

"Thanks for letting me stay here."

"No problem," I said, placing a comforting hand on your shoulder.

"Listen, why don't I take you to the mall and help you get some temporary clothes? We can make the best of a bad situation."

You nodded, grateful for my offer.

"Okay, I'll call someone to fix the aircon, we’ll go in the afternoon," I said, grabbing my purse.

"Just relax here and watch some Netflix."

As I walked towards my bedroom to change, I could feel your eyes on me, and I knew that you were still thinking about the magazines you had found earlier.

The thought of you getting turned on by my photos made me feel a little shy, but also excited.

As you settled on the couch, you couldn’t help but notice how my pink shorts hugged my ass really nicely. You tried to focus on the TV, but your mind kept drifting towards the sight of my body.

You felt a stirring in your loins and tried to adjust yourself discreetly. As I returned to the living room, you tried to keep your eyes away from my curves, but you can't help but steal glances at my body.

I caught you looking and gave you a smile. You felt a rush of excitement and wondered if I was flirting with you. You tried to push the thought away, but your body betrayed you, and you could feel your heart racing.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang, and I excused myself to answer it.

“Hi, I’m Juan, I’m here to repair the aircon.”

As walked in, I couldn't help but notice the bulge in his sweatpants. It was so big, I wondered if he was even wearing underwear.

He then looked at you, weirded out as to why you were wearing a nightgown.

After greeting him and exchanging pleasantries, I led him to the bedroom to check on the malfunctioning aircon. As we walked down the hallway, I couldn't help but notice his bulging biceps and strong physique, and I found myself getting a bit flustered.

Once we arrived at the bedroom, he began to inspect the aircon unit while I stood by nervously, hoping that it could be fixed quickly.

As he worked, he made small talk, asking me about myself and the apartment. I tried my best to answer his questions without giving away too much about my personal life.

After a few minutes, he determined that the aircon unit needed some repairs and that he would need to come back later with some replacement parts.

He apologized for the inconvenience and assured me that he would get the unit up and running as soon as possible.

As he packed up his tools, I couldn't help but notice that Juan's sweatpants were even tighter than before, and his bulge seemed even more pronounced. I tried my best not to stare, but my eyes kept wandering down to his crotch.

Suddenly, he grabbed my butt and started kissing my neck. I turned around to face him and he started munching on my breasts, which were straining against my tight tank top.
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"I have something to tell you," I said between gasps.

"I'm a ladyboy."

He pulled back and looked at me, his eyes filled with desire.

"I don't care," he said, before pulling me into a passionate kiss.

Our tongues intertwined as his hands roamed over my body. I could feel his hard cock pressing against me, and I knew I wanted him.

"Let's take this to the bed," I said breathlessly.

He eagerly followed me to my bedroom, where we quickly stripped off our clothes. His muscular body was glistening with sweat, and I couldn't wait to feel him inside me.

He kissed me again as his hand made its way down to my cock, stroking it gently. I moaned with pleasure as he explored my body. Our bodies moved in perfect rhythm as we moaned and gasped with pleasure.

As we lay on the bed, our bodies entwined, I moaned softly as he caressed my body.

"Mmm, your breasts are so soft and beautiful," he murmured, tracing his fingers over my nipples.

I arched my back, pressing my chest into his hands.

"Mmm, I love it when you touch me there," I whispered, my voice thick with desire.

He moved down my body, trailing kisses along my stomach and hips, before reaching my shaved cock. He took it in his mouth, swirling his tongue around the head. I gasped, clutching at the sheets.

"Oh, Juan, that feels so good," I moaned.

He looked up at me, a wicked glint in his eye.

"You like that, baby?" he asked, his voice low and rough.

I nodded, biting my lip.

"Yes, please, don't stop."

He continued to suck and lick my cock, his mouth working me into a frenzy. I reached down to stroke his thick, hairy shaft, feeling it pulse in my hand.

"You're so big, Juan," I murmured, looking up at him.

"I want to taste you too."

He grinned, rolling onto his back and spreading his legs. I eagerly took him into my mouth, relishing the taste and texture of his cock.

"Oh, yeah, just like that," he groaned, thrusting his hips up to meet my mouth.

"You're amazing."

I bobbed my head up and down on his cock, swirling my tongue around the head.

"Mmm, you taste so good," I said, before taking him deep into my throat.

He moaned loudly, his fingers tangling in my hair.

"Oh, fuck, I'm gonna come," he gasped, thrusting faster and harder.

I pulled off of him just in time, watching as he came all over his stomach.

"That was so hot," I whispered, leaning in to kiss him.

He pulled me close, kissing me deeply.

"You're amazing, I," he said, stroking my hair.

"I can't believe how lucky I am to be here with you."

I smiled, snuggling into his arms.

"I feel the same way, Juan," I said, before reaching down to stroke his cock again.

Shortly after, you wanted to check if the aircon has been fixed. You slowly turned the knob and peeked your head in. But what you saw instead made your heart race and your breath catch in your throat.

There we were, both naked in bed, our bodies intertwined in a passionate embrace. Our eyes met for a brief moment before you quickly closed the door and apologized.

I could see the jealousy written all over your face, and I couldn't help but feel a bit guilty for not setting any boundaries.

You knew that you had no right to feel jealous, after all, we were just roommates. But seeing me naked with another man in bed made you feel something you couldn't quite put into words.

You tried to distract yourself by watching TV and scrolling through your phone, but your mind kept going back to the image of us.

Later that afternoon, I gave you my skinny jeans, pink cotton panties, and pink t-shirt, the only clothes I had that weren't too feminine.

"Here, you can wear this to the mall with me. Let's get you some temporary clothes," I said with a smile.

You still couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy at the thought of me with another man. But you pushed it aside and thanked me for the clothes.

"Thanks, I really appreciate it," you said.

I could sense something was bothering you, but I didn't press further.

"No worries, let's just go have some fun shopping and get your mind off things.”

You put on the pink cotton panties, t-shirt, and skinny jeans that I lent you. At first, you were hesitant, wondering what others would think of you in such an outfit, but as soon as you got them on, you realized how light and freeing it felt.

The soft cotton material of the shirt clung to your chest in a way that made you feel confident, and the tightness of the jeans around your hips and thighs made you feel sexy.

You walked over to the full-length mirror in the room and examined yourself. You had to admit, you looked good. The tight jeans accentuated your toned legs and ass, and the pink shirt complemented your skin tone.

You felt a bit self-conscious at first, but the more you looked at yourself, the more you grew to love your new look.

As you were admiring yourself in the mirror, you felt a sense of liberation. You realized that it didn't matter what others thought of you, as long as you felt comfortable and confident in your own skin.

You felt a sudden urge to show off your new look to the world, to strut your stuff as nobody knew you in Manila anyway, and prove that you were comfortable in your own skin.

You took a deep breath, psyching yourself up, and headed out of the room. You felt a new sense of purpose as you walked down the hallway, your hips swaying with each step.
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You felt confident and sexy, and for the first time in a long time, you felt like you could take on the world.


Chapter 4
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As we walked down the street, I could feel the stares of men and women alike. You seemed to be uncomfortable with the attention, so I grabbed your hand and squeezed it tightly.

"Don't worry, they're just admiring how sexy you look," I said, trying to ease your nerves.

"They're probably looking at you," you replied, glancing at my cleavage.
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I just giggled and shrugged it off.

"Well, they can look all they want. It's not like they can touch."

We continued to walk, the sound of the kids playing and laughing. It was a bit gloomy, but the atmosphere was still vibrant with the sound of street vendors selling their wares.

As we passed a group of men, they whistled and catcalled at us. You blushed and looked away, but I turned to them and blew a kiss.

"They're just being friendly," I said, grinning at you.

"Filipino men love foreigners, especially pretty ones like you."

You chuckled nervously, still not used to the attention. But I could see a small smile forming on your face, and I knew you were enjoying it in your own way.

We walked a bit further, and I could feel your hand slowly loosening from mine. I didn't want to push you too much, so I let go and walked beside you, still keeping a watchful eye on you.

We eventually made it to the mall, but the stares didn't stop. Some of the men even followed us inside, trying to catch our attention. You started to get really uncomfortable, and I could tell.

"Let's just hurry and get you some clothes," I said, trying to distract you.

We walked around the mall, looking for a store that sold men's clothes. The men were still following us, but I tried to ignore them. Finally, we found a store and you started browsing through the racks of clothes.

As you picked out some clothes to try on, I stood by the door, keeping an eye on the men who were still lingering outside. One of them approached me, trying to make conversation.

"You have a very beautiful friend," he said, nodding towards you.

I just smiled and nodded, not really knowing what to say. I could see that you were starting to get frustrated with the clothes, but I didn't want to leave the store just yet.

Finally, you found some clothes that you liked and went to the fitting room to try them on. I waited outside, still keeping an eye on the men who were now hanging around the store entrance.

One of them even whistled at you as you came out of the fitting room, showing off the clothes.

I could see that you were uncomfortable, so I quickly paid for the clothes and we left the store. The men followed us outside, still trying to get our attention.

"Let's just go home," I said, grabbing your arm and pulling you towards the exit.

As we walked back to the apartment, I could sense that you were still on edge. I tried to comfort you, telling you that you looked great in your new clothes and that the men were just being friendly.

Moments later, I slipped into my mistress outfit, complete with my favorite corset, a lacy thong, and some killer heels. The outfit felt so good against my skin, and I felt like I was on top of the world.

When I emerged from my room, you were lounging on the couch, scrolling through your phone.
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I could tell by the way your eyes roamed over my curves that you were intrigued.

"I'm doing a photoshoot today," I said, twirling around in my outfit.

"The photographer will be here soon, and we'll be shooting in the living room."

You looked a little taken aback but quickly recovered.

"That's cool. I'm interested in watching," you said, your eyes still on my outfit.

I grinned, feeling excited at the thought of you watching me in action.

"Great! I think you'll enjoy it," I said, walking over to you and sitting down next to you on the couch.

"We have another model joining us, a sissy who's going to play my submissive. I hope you don't mind."

You shook your head, a little unsure.

"No, it's fine. I'm just curious about what's going to happen."

I could see the curiosity and excitement in your eyes, and I couldn't help but feel a little turned on.

"Well, you'll just have to wait and see," I said, leaning in closer to you.

"I promise it's going to be a lot of fun."

As we waited for the sissy model to arrive and the photographer to arrive, I started to set up the living room with different props and lighting equipment. I wanted to make sure everything was perfect for the shoot.

After an hour of waiting, I started to get frustrated that the sissy model didn't show up. I had already paid Clyde, the photographer, for his time. I expressed my frustration to him, feeling like we wouldn't be able to create anything without the model.

Clyde nodded sympathetically.
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"I'm sorry to hear that, I know how frustrating that can be. But don't worry, I have an idea. How about your roommate here stands in as the sissy model?"

You looked at Clyde incredulously.

"Me? As a sissy model?"

"Yes, you'll be perfect," he said confidently.

"I can see it in you, the way you carry yourself.”

“What do you mean!?”

“No, I mean, you know, I just feel like you’re a pretty boy.”

“Huh?!”

“I’ll pay you $500,” I interjected with puppy dog eyes.

You hesitated for a moment, unsure about the idea of dressing up as a sissy, but the offer of $500 was too good to pass up.

"Okay, I'll do it," you finally agreed.

I grinned at you.

"Great! Let's get you dolled up."

I excitedly led you to the living room and showed you the makeup kit.

"Don't worry, I'll make you look fabulous!" I said with a big grin.

You looked hesitant, "I don't know, I've never really worn makeup before."

"Don't worry about it, it's just for fun. And for the money!" I said, waving the wad of 25,000 pesos in front of you.

"Come on, let's get started."

I started by applying a light foundation all over your face, making sure to blend it in properly. You flinched a little as I dabbed it onto your nose, "Is it supposed to feel like this?"

I chuckled, "Yeah, it's a bit cold, but you'll get used to it."

Next, I moved on to your eyes, carefully applying a neutral shade of eyeshadow.

"Close your eyes and relax," I said soothingly.

"I promise I won't poke you in the eye."

You chuckled nervously, "I trust you, but still, be gentle."

As I continued to apply makeup, you gradually relaxed and even started to enjoy it.

"I never knew makeup could be so soothing," you said with a contented sigh.

"See, I told you it was fun," I replied with a smile.

"Now, let's add some eyeliner and mascara to really make your eyes pop."

As I applied the finishing touches, I couldn't help but admire how stunning you looked.

"There, all done!" I said, stepping back to admire my handiwork.

You looked in the mirror and gasped, "I look...different!"

"Different in a good way, trust me," I reassured you.

"You look absolutely beautiful."

You blushed at the compliment, "Thanks, I never thought I could look like this."

I grinned, "See, I knew you had it in you. And hey, if you ever want to wear makeup again, just let me know!"

As I finished your makeup, he began selecting outfits for you to wear.

"Let's see... this pink frilly dress will look great on you," he said, holding up a lacy frock.

You blushed at the thought of wearing such a feminine outfit, but you didn't want to back out now.

"Okay, let's do it," you said, trying to sound confident.

Suddenly, I called Clyde in. We helped you into the dress, and he adjusted the straps to fit your body.

"Perfect!" he exclaimed.

I asked you to sit still in front of the mirror, as I began to rummage through my collection of wigs. You watched me intently, your eyes darting from one wig to the other.

"This is harder than I thought," I muttered, running my fingers through a pile of curly blonde wigs.

"Do you want something that matches your natural hair color?"

You shook your head.

"No, I want something different. Maybe something wild so they won’t recognize me."

"Wild it is then," I said, pulling out a long wavy red wig.

"I think this will look good on you."

You looked at the wig apprehensively.

"Are you sure about this? It looks so... different."

I laughed.

"That's the point! You wanted something wild, and this wig is definitely wild."

"Alright, let's do it," you said, finally giving in to my suggestion.

I began to carefully place the wig on your head, adjusting it to fit perfectly.

"Hold still," I warned you as I worked.

"I want to make sure this looks perfect."

As I finished styling the wig, you turned your head from side to side, admiring the transformation in the mirror.
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"Wow, this is incredible," you said, a grin spreading across your face.

"I knew you would love it," I said, smiling back.

You couldn't believe how euphoric you felt in women's clothing. Twirling around in the frilly dress and wig made you feel like a completely different person.

You felt like a beautiful girl, with all the curves and femininity that came with it. It was a sensation unlike any other, and you couldn't help but smile widely as you spun around, watching the skirt of the dress swirl around you.

The fabric of the dress felt soft against your skin, and the way it hugged your hips and accentuated your waist made you feel incredibly feminine.

You couldn't believe how much you enjoyed the feeling of the dress against your skin, and the way the long wig swayed and brushed against your back as you moved only added to the sensation.

As you continued to twirl and admire yourself in the mirror, you couldn't help but feel a newfound confidence and happiness that you had never felt before.

The dress and wig transformed you into a beautiful and confident woman, and you couldn't help but revel in the feeling.

You spent several minutes just admiring yourself in the mirror, twirling and posing as if you were a professional model. You couldn't believe how much you enjoyed the way the dress and wig made you feel, and you didn't want the feeling to end.

Eventually, you tore your gaze away from the mirror and turned to face me, your eyes bright with happiness and excitement.

"Thank you so much for letting me try this on," you said, your voice filled with genuine gratitude.

I grinned back at you, thrilled to see you so happy and content. "I'm so glad you like it," I replied.

"You look absolutely stunning. I knew you would love it."

You beamed at me, then twirled around once more, the skirt of the dress flaring out around you as you moved.

"I never want to take this off," you quipped, a note of excitement in your voice.

"I feel like I could conquer the world in this dress."

I couldn't help but laugh at your enthusiasm, feeling overjoyed that I could bring you such happiness. Watching you twirl and dance around the room, feeling confident and beautiful in your new outfit, was truly a sight to behold.

"Now let's get you in front of the camera,” Clyde said.

As the shoot began, you felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness. You struck poses and made facial expressions at his direction, and he snapped away with his camera.

You were feeling shy and hesitant as he directed you to pose, but I could see the excitement in your eyes.
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"Come on, baby, work it," I encouraged you, and you began to loosen up a bit.

"Spread those legs a bit wider," he instructed, and you followed his direction, feeling yourself getting turned on by the attention.

"Good, good. Now give me a sexy pout and run your fingers through your hair."

I watched as you followed his every instruction, feeling myself getting aroused by the sight of you in a wig and frilly dress.

"That's it, you look amazing," I said, giving you a wink.

Then he directed you to bend over, spread your legs, and do a variety of provocative poses.

"Oh yeah, that's it, give me that slutty look," he said, snapping pictures.

As you licked your fingers and gazed seductively into the camera, he motioned for me to come over and join in the photoshoot.

”Let's get some shots of you with your mistress," he said, positioning us together.

I took the opportunity to lean into you, pressing my breasts against your back as he snapped away.

"Touch me," I whispered into your ear, and you nervously reached up to feel my chest.

As he continued to direct us, he suggested that you touch my dick as well.

"Go ahead, feel it," I said, feeling myself getting wet with excitement.

You hesitated at first, but then slowly reached down to touch me, your fingers grazing over the fabric of my panties.

"That's it, touch me like a good sissy," I encouraged you, and you continued to stroke me as Clyde snapped pictures.

Soom after, he suggested that I should have you lick my member, you looked hesitant and unsure, but I could see the curiosity in your eyes. You took a moment to gather your thoughts before looking at me again.

"Are you sure about this?" you asked nervously.

I smiled at you and ran my fingers through your wig, "Yes, my dear. It's just for the photoshoot, and it'll make a great shot."

He nodded in agreement then I guided your hand to touch it. You felt its softness and warmth, and then you leaned in to give it a hesitant lick.

I let out a soft moan as you did so, and you seemed to gain confidence from my reaction. You began to lick and suck my member eagerly, taking it deeper into your mouth each time.

“Mmm, good sissy,” I moaned as I looked at your face in utmost lasciviousness.

As you continued to work my member with your mouth, I couldn't help but let out a groan of pleasure. Your eagerness and willingness to please me were intoxicating, and I began to lose myself in the moment.

He encouraged you to take it deeper, and you did so with enthusiasm. The sensation was so overwhelming that I could hardly contain myself.

“Gwak!” you let out from choking and gagging.

After a few moments of pure ecstasy, I pulled away and looked down at you. Your lips were glistening with saliva, and you looked up at me with a satisfied expression.

"That was amazing," I whispered, feeling a wave of pleasure wash over me.

You grinned back at me, clearly proud of your accomplishment. "I'm glad you enjoyed it," you said, still catching your breath.

“Now, fuck him.”

You were so nervous when Clyde suggested that I penetrate you. You had never been with a ladyboy before and have never gotten anything inside your ass, and the thought of taking me inside of you was nothing short of terrifying.

But as I began to guide you, telling you to relax and let yourself feel the pleasure, your fear began to give way to excitement.

I took my time with you, slowly preparing you for what was to come.

I wanted to make sure you were as relaxed and comfortable as possible before we started. I had you eat my breasts and lick my ass, helping you to relax and let go of your inhibitions.

When Clyde handed me the lubricant, I applied it liberally to myself and to you, making sure you were well prepared.

“Ahh,” you moaned from the cold and wet sensation in your hole.

“Don’t worry, I’m not that big. I’ll be nice and gentle.”

Then I slowly pushed myself inside of you, feeling your tightness giving way to my penetration.

“Fuck!”

You moaned in pleasure and pain, and I whispered in your ear that everything was okay, that I was there to guide you through this new experience.

“Shh, shh.”

As we moved together, our bodies entwined in pleasure, I could feel your inhibitions slipping away. You became more and more comfortable with my touch, and you began to move with me, taking me deeper and deeper inside of you.

With each thrust, you moaned and gasped, the pleasure building inside of you. And as I reached around to stroke your cock, you cried out in ecstasy, your body shaking with pleasure.

“It feels so good,” you let out.

“I know, you’re so tight baby,” I seconded.

“Mmm! I could fuck you all night long.”
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Clyde played with himself as he took a video of me fucking you. You were moaning in pleasure and I was grunting with each thrust.

He kept encouraging us to keep going and to make it more intense. He kept zooming in and out of our bodies, capturing the moment from different angles.

As I penetrated you deeper, I could feel your body shaking with pleasure. You were whimpering and begging for more. I grabbed your hips tightly and pounded you harder, causing you to scream in ecstasy.

He was getting more excited as he watched us. He kept telling me to fuck you harder and to make you scream louder. I could feel my cock getting harder as I took his advice and gave it to you even harder.

You were sweating and panting, your body completely under my control. I could feel myself getting closer to climaxing as I pounded you relentlessly.

He was getting more and more excited, his breathing becoming heavier as he recorded the entire scene.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”

Finally, I was about to explode.

“I’m gonna cum!”

Clyde told me to shoot my load on your face, then you moaned loudly as I painted you with my gravy.
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He captured the moment perfectly on camera, taking close-ups of our bodies as we lay there, panting and satisfied.

As we caught our breath, he grinned and told us that the video was going to be amazing. We all laughed and enjoyed the moment, feeling completely satisfied and fulfilled.

After what seemed like hours, we finally collapsed in a heap on the bed, exhausted and sated.

Moments later…

"I just want to thank you for agreeing to do the shoot with me," I said with a grateful smile.

"It was my pleasure, really," you replied, looking a little bashful.

"I know it was probably a little out of your comfort zone," I said, placing a reassuring hand on your shoulder.

"But you were fantastic. Really, truly fantastic."

"Thank you," you said, looking up at me with a hint of pride in your eyes.

"And I have to admit," I said with a chuckle, "I think you might have enjoyed it a little more than you thought you would."

You blushed, but couldn't hide the grin spreading across your face.

"Maybe a little bit."

I laughed.

"Well, I'm glad. I had a lot of fun working with you."

"I did too," you said.

I smiled back at you, feeling a warm sense of satisfaction. It was always a pleasure to work with someone who was not only talented but genuinely nice as well.


Chapter 5
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The day after the steamy photoshoot, I informed you that I had an appointment for a hair removal laser session and a spa visit. As a kind gesture, I invited you to come with me since you didn't have any plans for the day.

You were surprised by my offer, but you didn't want to miss the chance to spend time with me, so you happily agreed.

"Are you sure it's okay for me to come with you?" You asked.

"Of course! It's always nice to have someone with me," I replied.

We got dressed and headed to the spa together. During the ride, we chatted about the previous day's photoshoot and how much fun we had. You also asked me about my hair removal session, and I explained to you how it worked.

Once we arrived at the spa, we were greeted by the staff.

The place was cozy with dim lighting and aromatic candles.

“Miss Lilly?” she asked and I returned a sweet nod.
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“I was thinking if he could join me,” I continued.

“Sure, will this be his first session?”

I looked at you, trying to get an answer.

“Yes, it is, will it hurt?”

I shook my head and the receptionist gave you a smile.

“It’s not that bad. How many sessions are you planning?”

“Just one, for today.”

“We have a promo, you can get 10 sessions for 15,000 pesos.”

“No, he’ll only do it for today.”

She gave me a pensive look and explained that it would be a waste of money if he’ll only do it once and suggested for you to get a waxing treatment instead.

Shaking your head in horror, you grabbed my arm.

“Ha ha! Don’t be so dramatic.”

“I’ll pen you in.”

The staff offered us some tea as we waited for our turn.

I noticed that you were fidgeting nervously in your seat.

"Are you okay?" I asked, noticing the apprehension on your face.

"I'm not so sure about this," you replied, looking uneasy.

"Don't worry, it's not that bad," I reassured you, hoping to calm your nerves.

"It's just like a bite of an ant, that's what they told me."

The staff called your name, and we went inside the private room where the waxing would be done after she informed me that my laser appointment would take longer. The waxing specialist, a friendly woman named Maria, explained the process and showed us the different waxing options available. She recommended a Brazilian wax for you, which would remove all the hair from your pubic area.

"You'll feel so much cleaner and refreshed afterward," she promised with a smile.

You were hesitant, but you eventually agreed to give it a try. She left the room to get some hot wax. As she came back, she began to apply the warm wax on your skin. At first, you flinched at the sensation, but it wasn't as painful as you had expected.

"This isn't so bad," you remarked, surprised.

She worked quickly and efficiently, making sure to remove all the hair in one go. She kept the conversation flowing, asking about our day and our plans for the weekend.

Before we knew it, the session was over. You got dressed, and we went to the reception to settle the bill. She handed us a card, recommending we come back in four weeks for another waxing session.

As we left the salon, you turned to me with a grin on your face.

"Thanks for taking me here. It wasn't as bad as I thought it would be."

"I told you," I replied with a chuckle.

"And now you can enjoy the benefits of a hair-free pubic area like me."

You laughed, feeling more confident and liberated than ever before.

As I was finishing up my laser hair removal appointment, the lady at the spa mentioned the current promotion they had for waxing.

"Actually, we have a promo right now. If you get a Brazilian wax, you'll get free leg hair removal," she said with a smile.

I looked at you and asked, "Do you want to try it out? It could be a good experience for you."

[image: ]

After a moment of contemplation, you agreed to try it out.

The lady started on your legs, applying the same hot wax and quickly removing it with a strip. Then your thighs, causing you to wince a bit more this time around, but you managed to get through it.

Once we were done, we headed back to the reception area to pay for the services.

"That was actually pretty nice," you said, surprising both me and the lady.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," the lady replied with a smile, handing us the bill.

As we left the spa, you seemed to be more relaxed and happy.

"Thanks for bringing me here. I wouldn't have tried this on my own," you said, looking at me with gratitude.

"No problem, I'm always happy to introduce new experiences to my friends," I replied, feeling happy that I was able to help you try something new.

As soon as we arrived home, we were greeted by the cool air from the air conditioning unit. I couldn't help but let out a sigh of relief.

"I'm glad Juan was able to fix it," I said.

You looked at me with a smile and nodded.

"Yeah, it feels so much better now," you replied.

Then you asked if you could sleep with me tonight since you were feeling lonely. I could sense the sadness in your voice, but unfortunately, I had to decline your request.

"I'm sorry, but I have a visitor coming over later," I said, hoping you wouldn't press any further.

You looked down at the ground and nodded.

"It's okay, I understand," you said softly.

I felt bad for rejecting you, but I was looking forward to meeting my visitor for weeks before meeting you. I didn't want any complications or misunderstandings to arise.

"Don't worry, we'll hang out tomorrow. Maybe we can watch a movie or something," I offered, trying to make it up to you.

You looked up and smiled.

"That sounds great, thank you," you said, the sadness in your voice now replaced with excitement.

I smiled back at you, hoping that our plans for tomorrow would lift your spirits.

"Anytime, just let me know what you feel like doing," I said reassuringly.

As I entered the living room, you couldn't help but admire my appearance. I was wearing a form-fitting black dress that hugged my curves in all the right places.

My makeup was flawless, and my long hair was styled in loose curls cascading down my back. You couldn't help but compliment me on how stunning I looked.

"Thank you, you're too kind," I replied with a smile.

Just as we were chatting, the doorbell rang, and I knew that Walter had arrived. I hurried to the door, excited to see him in person. As he entered, I introduced him to you, but I could sense that you were feeling uncomfortable and awkward.

"Hi, I'm Walter," he said, extending his hand towards you. "Nice to meet you."

You responded with a curt nod and barely looked him in the eye. I could sense that you were feeling jealous, but I didn't know how to address it. I tried to make small talk, but the tension in the room was palpable.

Suddenly, you excused yourself, saying that you needed to go out for some fresh air. I could tell that you were upset, but I didn't want to pry. Walter and I continued to chat and get to know each other better.

After a while, we decided to order some food and watch a movie together. As we snuggled up on the couch, I couldn't help but think about how happy I was to have met someone like Walter.

He was kind, charming, and incredibly attractive.
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Meanwhile, I couldn't help but wonder where you had gone and if you were okay. But I didn't want to ruin the evening, so I pushed those thoughts aside and tried to enjoy my time with him.

You walked along the bustling streets of Manila, taking in the sights, sounds, and smells of the city. The aroma of grilled meat, seafood, and spices filled your nostrils as you passed by street food vendors.

You decided to try some local delicacies, including balut, which was boiled duck embryo also known as balot, served with vinegar and salt. You hesitated at first, but the vendor assured you that it's a must-try Filipino food.
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As you walked further, you stumbled upon a group of street performers playing live music. You stopped to listen and enjoyed the upbeat tunes of Filipino folk songs. You even tried to dance along with the locals, and they welcomed you with open arms.

Afterwards, you continued walking and exploring the city, marveling at the vibrant colors of the street art and murals. You found yourself in a small market and haggled with vendors to buy some souvenirs to bring back home.

As the day turned into night, you stopped by a bar and ordered a bottle of San Miguel beer. You struck up a conversation with some locals, who were amazed by your adventurous spirit and willingness to explore their city.

Despite feeling a tinge of jealousy towards me and my guest, you found solace in discovering the beauty of Manila and its friendly people. You realized that even though you were alone, you could still have an amazing time and create unforgettable memories.

As you arrived home, you saw me and Walter in our underwear, making out on the sofa. I quickly tried to talk to you in a friendly way, "Hey, you're back! How was your stroll?"

But you didn't respond and instead stormed into your room, slamming the door behind you. I could feel your anger and jealousy, but I didn't want to push it.

Meanwhile, you couldn't stop thinking about what you saw. You felt hurt and betrayed, you sat on your bed and stared at the floor, trying to calm yourself down.

But as you looked down at your legs, you couldn't help but notice how smooth they were. The waxing appointment earlier had left your legs feeling silky and soft.

You ran your hands over your thighs, feeling a tingling sensation. It was a strange mix of emotions - anger, jealousy, and arousal.

Eventually, you decided to distract yourself from your thoughts and take a shower. You undressed and stood under the warm water, letting it wash over you. The sound of the water and the feeling of the steam helped to calm you down.

As you got out of the shower and dried off, you couldn't help but think about the situation with me and Walter. You knew you had no right to be jealous, but it still hurt.


Chapter 6
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The day after, as you entered the kitchen to drink some water, I greeted you with a smile and a warm "Good morning." But you responded with a cold shoulder and avoided my gaze.

"What’s wrong?" I asked, trying to break the ice.

You sighed deeply, "I just need some time alone to clear my head."

I nodded understandingly, "Okay, I respect that. But I made breakfast and it's going to get cold if you don't come and eat it."

You looked at the table, noticing the spread of bacon, eggs, and toast.

"It looks delicious," you admitted.

"But I really need to go out and meet that person to get my luggage."

I felt a pang of sadness in my chest, but I tried not to show it.

"Alright, well, have a good day. Let me know if you need anything."

You nodded and left the apartment, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I had an inkling of your jealousy but I wasn’t sure as you and I haven’t known each other for long.

As I cleaned up the breakfast dishes, I couldn't shake off the feeling of loneliness that came over me. I missed your company and your lively presence in the apartment.

But then I reminded myself that I had to give you space and time to process your emotions. I kind of knew that it wasn't easy for you to see me with another man, especially after what happened with Juan and Walter.

Moments later, you walked into the Starbucks, the smell of freshly brewed coffee wafting through the air. The place was filled with people working on their laptops, sipping on their drinks.

You spotted the guy you switched your luggage with, sitting at a table by the window. He was a middle-aged man, balding and wearing glasses.

"Hey, you must be the one who got my luggage," you said as you shook his hand.

"Yes, that's me. Sorry about that. I didn't realize until I got home and saw your stuff inside," he replied apologetically.

"It's alright, mistakes happen. As long as we get our things back," you said, trying to ease the tension.

He nodded and took a sip of his coffee.

"So, how long are you staying here in Manila?" he asked.

"Just for a few days. I'm actually just renting a room from someone until they open domestic flights," you replied.

"That's cool. I'm actually here for work. It's my first time in the Philippines," he shared.

You both talked about your travels and work for a while, exchanging stories and experiences. The conversation flowed smoothly and you found him to be quite friendly.

As you finished your coffee, he asked, "Do you want to grab breakfast together? I know a great place nearby that serves authentic Filipino food."

You hesitated at first, as you didn’t know the guy. But you were still upset with me.

"Sure, why not," you said with a smile.

The two of you left Starbucks and walked to the restaurant he mentioned. Along the way, he pointed out some of the sights and sounds of the city.

Soon after, you and the guy walked into the restaurant that he found on Yelp. The place was quite small but cozy. The walls were painted in a light yellow color, with some wooden accents on the windows and doors.

The aroma of Filipino food filled the air, making you both feel hungry. The guy approached the waiter and asked for a table for two.

As you sat down, you noticed that the menu had a wide variety of Filipino dishes. The guy suggested you to try the sisig, which is a famous Filipino dish made of chopped pig's face and ears, seasoned with calamansi, onions, and chili. He also recommended the adobo, a dish made of marinated chicken or pork in vinegar, soy sauce, garlic, and bay leaves.

The waiter came and took your orders. You asked for the sisig and adobo, and the guy ordered crispy pata, which is a deep-fried pork knuckle, and sinigang, a soup made of tamarind, vegetables, and either pork or fish. You both also ordered some garlic rice and iced tea.

As you waited for your food, you noticed that the place was filled with locals enjoying their meals. The atmosphere was lively and the sound of people chatting and laughing added to the ambiance.

When the food arrived, you were amazed at how delicious it looked and smelled. You tried the sisig first and were blown away by the combination of flavors.

The sourness of the calamansi mixed with the spiciness of the chili, and the crunchiness of the pig's ears and face was a perfect balance. The adobo was equally delicious, with the tender meat and savory sauce.

The guy offered you to try the crispy pata, and you were amazed at how crispy and flavorful it was. The sinigang was also a hit, with the tangy tamarind soup and the fresh vegetables.

As you finished your meal, you felt satisfied and happy that you tried authentic Filipino food. The guy paid for the bill and you both left the restaurant, feeling content and full.

"That was amazing, I'm glad you liked the food," the guy said, smiling at you.

"Yes, it was really delicious, thank you for suggesting it," you replied, feeling grateful.

"Maybe we can try other Filipino dishes next time," he suggested.

You smiled, feeling excited to try more of the country's cuisine. "Definitely, I'm looking forward to it," you said.

You decided to explore Intramuros, the historic walled city of Manila that was built during the Spanish colonial period.
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As you walked through the cobblestone streets, you were transported back in time and felt the rich history of the place.

The old Spanish architecture was well-preserved, and you couldn't help but admire the intricate designs and details of the buildings.

You visited the Fort Santiago, a military fortress that was used as a prison during the Spanish and American colonial periods. You walked through the dark dungeons where the prisoners were kept, and imagined the horror and suffering they must have experienced.

But the highlight of the tour was the Rizal Shrine, the house where the Philippine national hero, Jose Rizal, was imprisoned before his execution.

After the tour, you stopped by a quaint cafe called Barbara's. The interior was decorated with vintage items such as old photographs, antique lamps, and typewriters.
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You ordered some Filipino delicacies like kare-kare, a stew made with peanut sauce and oxtail, and lumpiang sariwa, fresh spring rolls with vegetables and meat, and washed them down with some refreshing buko juice.

As you walked further into Intramuros, you stumbled upon San Agustin Church, the oldest stone church in the Philippines. The church was massive, with intricate carvings and paintings adorning the walls and ceilings.

You felt a sense of awe as you stood inside the church, marveling at the grandeur and beauty of the place.

You also visited the Casa Manila, a colonial house that was converted into a museum. The house was a replica of a Spanish colonial mansion, and you couldn't help but admire the luxurious furnishings and decorations of the era.
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The day went by quickly, and you realized that there was so much more to see in Intramuros. You made a mental note to come back and explore the rest of the city another time.

As you walked back to your Airbnb, you felt grateful for the opportunity to experience the rich history and culture of the Philippines but you’re more excited about the news you received in your email. Your ticket was rebooked for tomorrow and you’re hours away from seeing Boracay.

“Yes!” you let out as you waited for your GrabCar.

As you walked into the apartment, you saw me sitting at the dining table with a pensive look, surrounded by various Filipino dishes.

The scent of adobo, sinigang, and pancit filled the air, making your mouth water. I looked up at you with a sad expression, and you immediately knew that something was wrong.

I told you that it was your last night here, and that domestic flights were going to resume the next day as I’ve seen in the news. I had been looking forward to spending the whole day with you, but instead, you spent it ignoring me.

As we sat across from each other in my living room, I could feel the tension between us growing thicker with each passing moment. The silence hung heavily in the air as we avoided each other's gaze, both lost in our own thoughts.

Finally, I mustered up the courage to break the silence.

"I'm sorry," I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I know that you’re upset with me… we had that beautiful connection during the photoshoot and… I just… okay, it's not because I’m a slut or I just used you for my gain. I've been hurt before, by men who didn't see me for who I really am. They saw me as some sort of experiment, and then they left me once they got what they wanted."

I could feel tears welling up in my eyes as I spoke, the pain and fear of rejection still raw even after all these years. But I knew I had to say these things to you, to let you see the real me.

"And so when you came into my life, I didn't know how to react. I was scared to open up to you, to let myself feel something real for fear that I would just be hurt again. But I realize now that I can't keep pushing you away. I don't want to lose you."

As I finished speaking, I looked up to see you gazing at me with a mixture of understanding and compassion. Without a word, you crossed the room and took my hand, pulling me into a warm embrace.

"I understand," you whispered into my ear.

"And I'm not going anywhere. I see you for who you are, and I love every part of you."

In that moment, all of my fears and doubts melted away. I knew that I had found someone who truly cared for me, and that I could trust with my heart.

We held each other tightly, lost in our own little world, the outside world fading away as we basked in the warmth of each other's love.

"I don't want to fight with you anymore. I just want to enjoy this last night together." And with that, I reached across the table and took your hand in mine, giving it a gentle squeeze.

You looked at me, and I could see the fear and uncertainty in your eyes. You didn't want to leave, and neither did I. But we both knew that we couldn't stay together forever.

So we sat there, surrounded by the aroma of delicious Filipino food, holding each other's hands, and sharing one last night together.

We talked about everything and nothing, laughing and reminiscing about all the adventures we had shared over the past few days.

As our eyes met, the electricity between us intensified. With a gentle touch, I took your hand and pulled you towards me. My heart was pounding with anticipation as I kissed your lips, savoring the softness and sweetness of your mouth.

With a sense of urgency, I began to undress you, my hands exploring every inch of your body like you did mine. You were in awe of my beauty, the curves of my breasts and the smoothness of my skin.

As you gazed into your eyes, I felt a deep connection, a sense of belonging that I had never felt before.

"I want you," you whispered, your voice husky with desire.

"I want to make love to you, to feel your body against mine."

You responded with a soft moan, your eyes filled with a mix of passion and longing. Shortly after, we were in my bedroom.

With a gentle push, you laid me down on my bed, your lips tracing a path down my neck, my chest, and my stomach. You could feel my breathing quicken as you reached my hips, your hands gently caressing my inner thighs.

With a sense of reverence, I took your penis in my mouth, my tongue circling the tip as I savored the taste of you. Your moans grew louder as I continued, my lips and tongue working in unison to pleasure you.

As I moved up to kiss you, you took my penis in your hand, stroking it gently as you looked into my eyes. With a sense of urgency, you pushed me back onto the bed, your hands roaming over my body as you positioned yourself between my legs.

“Ahhh!” I let out a groan.

With a deep breath, you pushed forward, slowly penetrating me as we both gasped with pleasure. With every thrust, we became more and more entwined, lost in the ecstasy of the moment.

Our bodies moved in perfect harmony, each movement bringing us closer to the brink of ecstasy. The room was filled with the sounds of our moans and our bodies slapping against each other.

“Ah! You’re so tight, Lilly!” you screamed for the very first time experiencing something as restrictive as my confinement of pleasure.
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As the sensations built to a crescendo, you could feel your release approaching, your body on the verge of exploding with desire. With a final thrust, you cried out in pleasure, your seed spilling into me as we both collapsed, spent, and sated.

"I love you," you whispered, as we lay there, our bodies entwined, lost in the afterglow of our passion.

"I never want to let you go."

"I love you too," I replied, my eyes filled with a mix of love and contentment.

"I want to spend the rest of my life with you."

With those words, I knew that we had found something special, a love that would last a lifetime. As we drifted off to sleep, our bodies still entwined, I knew that I had found my soulmate, my partner in every sense of the word.


Chapter 7
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As the morning light crept into my bedroom, I woke up to find you already sitting upright, staring at me with a soft smile on your face. Your eyes were glittering with anticipation, but as soon as you saw my tears, your smile faded.

"What's wrong?" you asked, reaching out to wipe my tears away.

"I don't want you to leave me," I choked out.

"I can't bear the thought of being away from you."

You took a deep breath and held my hands tightly.

"I know. But I have a surprise for you."

You then showed me your mobile phone. On the screen was a plane ticket to Boracay, with my name on it.

"I got you a ticket," you said, "so you can come with me. We'll spend a few days together, just you and me."

I couldn't believe it. Nobody has ever done this for me, and this time with something that would keep us together.

"I don't know what to say," I whispered, feeling overwhelmed with emotion.

"You don't have to say anything," you replied, pulling me into a tight embrace.

"Just come with me."

As we made our way to the airport, I couldn't help but feel grateful for having you in my life. The thought of spending a few days together on a beautiful island, away from the world, filled me with joy.

As we boarded the plane, I held your hand tightly, feeling a sense of excitement and anticipation building within me. The moment we arrived in Boracay, we checked into our hotel, which was nestled among the lush greenery and stunning beaches.

"Look at this place," you exclaimed, grinning from ear to ear.

"Isn't it just perfect?"

I couldn't help but nod in agreement, taking in the breathtaking view before us.

After resting for a bit, we decided to explore the island together.

You couldn't help but admire how stunning I looked in my red bikini, and you made sure to tell me so.
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"God, you're so beautiful," you said, taking my hand in yours as we walked along the beach.

I blushed, feeling a warmth spread throughout my body.

"Stop it, you're making me shy," I replied with a giggle.

You then continued by saying how lucky you were by being together with the most beautiful woman in Boracay, and everyone's eyes were on me.

Shortly after, we went parasailing and as we were lifted high up into the air, I felt like I was flying. You wrapped your arms around me from behind, holding me tight as we soared above the ocean.

"This is incredible," you whispered in my ear.

The view from up there was breathtaking, and we felt like we were on top of the world.

After that, we went on a banana boat ride, and we couldn't stop laughing and screaming as we bounced along the waves. The water was warm, and we enjoyed every moment of it.

We then decided to take a break and enjoy the beach. We laid down on the sand, and I couldn't resist running my hands along your smooth skin. We talked about our dreams and aspirations, and we shared sweet moments as we gazed into each other's eyes.

As the sun began to set, we went for a romantic walk along the beach. The sand felt warm beneath our feet, and the sound of the waves crashing on the shore was the perfect soundtrack to our evening.

"I can't believe how lucky I am," you said softly, looking deep into my eyes.
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"I never imagined I'd find someone as amazing as you."

I felt my heart swell with emotion.

"I feel the same way about you," I replied, placing a tender kiss on your lips.

We stopped at a beachside restaurant and shared a delicious meal as we watched the sun set over the horizon. After dinner, we decided to go for a moonlit swim.

The water was calm, and the moonlit sky made the ocean look magical. As we swam, we held each other close and felt the warmth of our bodies. It was a moment of pure bliss, and I couldn't imagine being anywhere else.

As we emerged from the water, we dried off and headed back to our hotel room. We lay in bed, with your head resting on my chest, and I couldn't help but feel grateful for the beautiful day we had shared.

"I love you," I said, and you looked up at me with a smile on your face.

"I love you too," you replied, and we shared a sweet kiss.

We fell asleep in each other's arms, with the sound of the waves lulling us into a peaceful slumber. It was a day filled with adventure, love, and beauty, and I knew that it was just the beginning of our journey together.

The next day, I couldn't believe my eyes as I looked at the skyrocketing sales of the new sissy model, you. I was amazed at how quickly the demand had grown, and I knew that I had to act fast to capitalize on this opportunity.

I turned to you, still in shock, and asked if you were willing to do another photoshoot to showcase you once more, but this time in a more casual production.

You looked at me with a surprised expression, but then a smile spread across your face as you realized what I was proposing.

"Of course, my love," you said.

"Anything to make you happy."

I couldn't help but feel a rush of affection for you at that moment. Your willingness to do anything for me was just one of the many reasons why I loved you so much.

As we planned the photoshoot, I couldn't resist asking if you would be willing to wear a bikini. I knew that your hairless body would look stunning in one, and I was sure that it would drive sales even higher.

At first, you seemed hesitant, but then you smiled and agreed.

"If it's what you want, then I'll do it," you said.

"Anything to make you happy."

Moments later, as we checked out the stores, my eyes were drawn to the kiosk selling bikinis. I felt a rush of excitement as you suggested we go in and check them out.

You were going to try on a bikini for the first time, but with me by your side, you felt confident.

We walked over to a section and I started to browse through the racks, picking out different colors and styles. I suggested a light blue bikini, and you seemed hesitant at first, but you finally agreed to try it on.

As you slipped on the bikini, you felt the smooth fabric against your skin, and you couldn't help but smile as you looked in the mirror. I stood beside you, complimenting your curves and making you feel beautiful.

“Damn, I look pretty hot,” you said. Filled with glee, I nodded and asked you to try more. It was an incredible feeling to be able to see the joy on your face.

I watched as you twirled around in front of the mirror, admiring your new look. You looked so stunning in that light blue bikini, and I couldn't resist reaching out to touch the fabric, feeling how soft it was against your skin.

You felt a rush of excitement and nervousness as we stepped out of the store, the warm sun hitting our skin. It was a strange feeling to be wearing a bikini in public, but with me by your side, you didn’t feel any trepidation

We walked through the beach, and I couldn't help but notice the way people were looking at you. You looked absolutely stunning in that bikini, and I felt proud to be with you.

We then went to the nearby mall, and I asked you to try on several wigs to see which one suits you best.

After trying out different styles and colors, we finally settled for a long blonde wig that gave you a Baywatch beach babe kind of look. You looked stunning with the wig on.

As you looked at yourself in the mirror, I couldn't help but admire how beautiful you were.

"You look amazing," I said, smiling.

"I feel so different with this on," you replied, running your fingers through the wig.

"It's like a whole new persona."

I chuckled.

"Well, it's always fun to try something new. And I think the blonde suits you."

You beamed at me, and I could tell you were thrilled with your new look.

"Thank you so much for helping me pick this out," you said, giving me a hug.

I hugged you back and whispered in your ear, "Anything for my Baywatch Beach Babe."

As we left the store, you held onto my arm, still beaming with excitement.

"I can't wait to show off my new look on the beach," you said, looking up at me.

"I can't wait to see it," I replied, squeezing your hand.

"You're going to turn heads, that's for sure."

Walking back to our hotel, I couldn't help but notice the stares you were receiving from passersby.
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With your blonde wig and figure in that stunning bikini, you looked like an absolute goddess. It was clear that men and women alike couldn't take their eyes off you.

At first, you were a bit nervous about all the attention you were getting, but as we continued on our walk, you began to relax and even enjoy it.

I could see the confidence building within you with each lingering glance and admiring smile. It was clear that you were enjoying being the center of attention.

As we reached the hotel, the receptionist's eyes nearly popped out of her head when she saw you.

"Welcome back," she said with a faint smile.

You looked at me and we both knew what was going on. I couldn't help but chuckle as I led you towards the elevator.

Once inside our room, you couldn't help but twirl around, feeling the soft fabric of your bikini against your skin.

"I can't believe how amazing this feels," you said with a smile.

"I feel like I'm on top of the world."

I walked up behind you and wrapped my arms around your waist, pulling you close.

"You are on top of the world," I whispered into your ear.

"And you deserve every bit of it."

We spent the afternoon exploring the island, with me proudly showing you off to anyone who would look. You basked in the attention and I could see that this experience was something that you would never forget.

We took a dip in the ocean and played in the waves, enjoying the cool water against our skin.

I then started to snap pictures of you in your blonde wig and bikini, and I couldn't help but feel my heart race faster and faster with every pose you struck.

The way you moved, the way you looked, it was as if you were born to be in front of the camera.

"I can't believe how good you look," I said, barely able to contain my excitement.

You smiled back at me, your eyes twinkling with mischief.

"I have to admit, I'm enjoying this more than I thought I would."

It wasn't long before a crowd began to gather around us, drawn to your beauty like a moth to a flame. You didn't seem to mind the attention, in fact, you seemed to thrive on it. You started posing more provocatively, making the men around us go wild.

As I snapped more pictures, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy. I wanted you all to myself, I didn't want anyone else to have you.

But as I watched you bask in the attention, I realized that this was part of your charm. You were so confident, so sure of yourself, that it made everyone else around you feel the same way.

Eventually, we took a break from the photoshoot and sat down on the sand, watching the waves crash against the shore. You leaned into me, resting your head on my shoulder.

"I'm sorry if I went a little overboard back there," you said softly.

"I just got caught up in the moment."

I wrapped my arm around you, pulling you close.

"Don't apologize, you were amazing. I've never seen you so confident and alive."

You smiled up at me, your eyes filled with love.

"I owe it all to you. You make me feel like I can do anything."

We sat there for a while longer, basking in the warm sun and each other's company. It was as if nothing else in the world mattered except for us, and for that moment, it was true.


Chapter 8
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The next morning, you approached me nervously and asked, "Hey, do you think it would be okay if I went out in girl mode again? It was so fun yesterday."

I smiled and put a reassuring hand on your shoulder.

"Of course, honey. If it makes you happy, I'm all for it. Plus, you got a nice even tan from wearing a bikini and all the sun we've been soaking up."

You looked relieved and grateful as we sat on the balcony overlooking the ocean. The warm breeze tousled your blonde wig that you wore once more and you shifted nervously in your bikini.

"I was so scared at first, but now it feels kind of liberating," you admitted, looking out at the crowds below.

I nodded in agreement.

"I know what you mean. It's like breaking free from all the societal expectations and just being who you want to be. And you look gorgeous, by the way. All the guys can't take their eyes off you."

You blushed and giggled.

"Thanks, babe. I'm still getting used to it all."

As we walked down to the beach, you kept fidgeting with your bikini top and adjusting your wig. But as soon as we hit the sand, you seemed to relax and let loose.

You strutted down the shoreline, tossing your hair and striking provocative poses. A group of guys whistled and hollered as you sauntered by, but you just smiled and waved.

"I never thought I'd enjoy this so much," you said, looking back at me with a glint in your eye.

As we walked along the beach, a man called out to us. He was tall and muscular, with a chiseled jawline and short, slicked-back hair.

He looked like he spent hours at the gym every day. I introduced him to you as my ex-boyfriend, but I could tell you were feeling uneasy about the situation.

"Hey there, long time no see," he said, flashing a cocky grin.
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"God, Lilly, you still look hot as ever."

I thanked him for the compliment and he continued to chat with us. He mentioned that he owned a hotel on the island and was throwing a party later that night. He extended an invitation for us to attend, but you seemed hesitant.

"I don't know about that," you said, shooting me a sideways glance.

"Are you sure it's a good idea?"

I could sense the jealousy in your voice, but I didn't want to be rude to my ex-boyfriend. I assured you that it was just a friendly invitation and we didn't have to stay long if we didn't want to.

"Come on, it'll be fun," he said, smiling at the both of us before leaving.

"We can go for a little while and then head back to our own hotel. What do you say?"

You hesitated for a moment before finally agreeing. I could tell you were doing it just to be polite, but I appreciated the gesture nonetheless.

Suddenly, I could feel the tension between us beginning to dissipate. Maybe this party was exactly what we needed to loosen up and have more memories.

[image: ]

Later that night, we walked into his hotel, and my eyes widened at the sight of it. It was absolutely stunning, with marble floors and chandeliers hanging from the ceiling.

It was definitely one of the most luxurious hotels I've ever been in.

Marcus led the way to the ballroom, which was just as breathtaking as the rest of the hotel.

As we walked to our table, he introduced us to some of his friends, who were all equally as rich and well-connected as he was.

They were all dressed in the finest clothing, and their jewelry sparkled in the light. I couldn't help but feel a bit out of place among them.

He leaned over and whispered in my ear, "You look absolutely stunning tonight."

I smiled and thanked him, feeling a bit flattered. It was clear that he was still interested in me, even though we had broken up years ago.

As we sat down at our table, he pulled me up for a dance. I looked over at you, but you were sitting there with a look of anger on your face. I could tell that you were not happy about Marcus and me dancing together.

I tried to enjoy the dance as much as possible, but I couldn't help feeling guilty. I knew how jealous you could get, and I didn't want to hurt you.

After the dance, he offered to take us on a tour of the hotel. We walked through the corridors, which were lined with beautiful artwork and sculptures. The rooms were all spacious and luxurious, with king-sized beds and balconies overlooking the ocean.

As we walked, he kept making small talk with me, asking me about my life and what I had been up to since we had broken up. I tried to keep my answers short and sweet, not wanting to lead him on.

We eventually made our way back to the ballroom, where a DJ had started playing music. He took my hand and pulled me onto the dance floor, and I could feel your eyes on us the entire time.

The party went on for hours, and I could tell that you were getting more and more frustrated as the night went on. Eventually, he pulled me aside and whispered in my ear.

"Why don't we go up to my suite? I’ll give you and your girlfriend a gift."

I hesitated, not wanting to upset you any further. But he was persistent, and eventually, I agreed.

As we rode the elevator up to his suite, I could feel my heart racing. I knew that I was making a mistake. When we arrived at his suite, I could hardly believe my eyes.

It was even more opulent than the rest of the hotel, with a massive king-sized bed, a hot tub, and a balcony with a breathtaking view of the ocean.

He poured us each a glass of champagne and sat down on the couch next to me. I could feel his hand on my knee, and I knew that things were about to get out of hand.

“No!” I retorted.

Thankfully, before anything could happen, there was a knock at the door. It was you, standing there with a look of anger on your face.

"What the hell is going on here?" you demanded.

He stood up, trying to play it cool.

"We were just having a drink. No need to get upset."

But you weren't buying it. You grabbed my hand and pulled me away from him, leading me back to the elevator.

As we rode back down to the lobby, I could feel your anger radiating off of you. I tried to apologize, but you weren't having any of it.

”I can't believe you would do this to me," you said, shaking your head.

"I thought we had something special.”

“We do! I swear nothing happened!”

"Where are you guys going!?" Marcus yelled, in an inebriated state, chasing us in the lobby.

"Come on, the party hasn’t even started yet," he said, his voice low and husky.

"I don't really feel like dancing," I said, trying to pull away.

He tightened his grip on my arm, making it impossible for me to escape.

"Come on, it'll be fun," he said, pulling me towards the elevator.

You had finally had enough of him and his advances towards me. The man inside you began to surface, fueled by anger and jealousy. You grabbed me and blocked him, towering over my ex with a fierce look in your eyes.

"I've had it with you, Marcus," you growled.

"You need to back off and leave us alone."

He scoffed, facing you.

"Or what? You're gonna fight me?" he sneered.

You didn't hesitate. You threw a punch, catching him off guard and sending him stumbling backwards.

"Don't test me," you warned, your fists clenched.

He recovered quickly and retaliated, throwing a punch of his own. The two of you exchanged blows, fists flying and landing with loud thuds. The other guests scattered, trying to get out of harm's way.

"You think you're so tough, don't you?" he taunted as he landed a punch on your jaw.

You grunted in pain, but didn't let it stop you. You fought back even harder, driven by a need to protect me and show him that you weren't to be messed with.

"I'll show you tough," you snarled, landing a punch on Marcus's nose, causing blood to spurt out.

The fight continued, neither of you backing down. Finally, one last punch from you sent Marcus to the ground, unconscious.

You stood over him, panting and victorious.

"That's what you get for messing with us," you declared, looking around at the shocked and stunned guests.

People slowly began to approach, clapping and congratulating you on your victory. But you didn't care about their admiration. All that mattered was that you had protected me and put Marcus in his place.

"I guess we won't be getting an invitation to his parties anymore," I joked, trying to lighten the tense mood.

You chuckled, still panting from the exertion.

"Who needs his parties when we have each other?" you said, wrapping your arms around me and pulling me close.

At that moment, I felt safe and protected, knowing that you would do anything to keep me from harm's way. And that, more than any party or luxurious hotel, was all I ever needed.

Shortly after, Marcus did the weakest way to approach the situation, he wanted to send you to jail. You had never been in trouble with the law before and the thought of being arrested was terrifying.

You were angry and frustrated with yourself for losing control and getting into a fight, but you couldn't believe Marcus was willing to take it this far.

You watched in disbelief as the guards approached you and began to handcuff you.

"Please, don't let them do this to him!" I begged.

I was hysterical, crying and screaming at Marcus to stop this. But he was too embarrassed and too angry to listen. As you were being taken away, you couldn't help but wonder what would happen to you.

You had no idea how long you would be in jail or what kind of charges Marcus would press against you. You felt like your whole life was crumbling around you.

As soon as you walked into the common area of the prison, you could feel eyes on you. The other inmates were staring, some with curiosity, others with more predatory intent. You could hear murmurs of "who's that?" and "wow, he’s pretty."

You tried to keep your head down and avoid eye contact, but it seemed like everyone was vying for your attention.
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A group of men came up to you, asking where you were from and why you were wearing a wig and a bikini.

You explained that it was a long story and that you were just there because you defended your girlfriend.

But they were persistent, asking more questions and making suggestive comments. You felt uncomfortable with all the attention, but at the same time, you couldn't deny the thrill of being desired.

One tall and muscular Filipino dude put his arm around you and pulled you in close.

"You know, you don't have to be scared here," he said with a smirk.

"We can take good care of you."

You tried to pull away, but he tightened his grip.

"Let go of me!" you said firmly.

But he just laughed.

"Feisty, I like that."

He leaned in closer and whispered in your ear, "Maybe we can have some fun together."

You pushed him away and retreated to the corner of the room, trying to avoid any further attention. But it seemed like the more you tried to stay out of the spotlight, the more the inmates were drawn to you.

As the night wore on, the flirting and touching became more aggressive. You could feel hands groping at your body, and you had to fight to keep them at bay.

“Hey! Stop that! Don’t disrespect the foreigner,” the police man said.

Despite everything, you knew you had to stay strong. You had to fight this, for yourself and for your girlfriend. You vowed to clear your name and prove your innocence, no matter what it took.

As the guards took you away, you cast one last glance at me, hoping that I would find a way to help you. You knew that you were in for a long and difficult battle, but you were determined to come out on top.

Shortly after, as you sat in your cold, lonely cell, your mind raced with regret and anger. How could things have turned out so terribly? You thought back to the moment you lost your cool with Marcus, and how it ultimately led to your arrest.

But as you sat there in the dark, you couldn't help but feel grateful for one thing, your girlfriend. I had come to bail you out, despite the fact that it wasn't entirely my fault.

As you stepped out of the cell, you saw me waiting for you with open arms. My eyes were red from crying, but they lit up with joy when I saw you.

"I'm so sorry," you said, your voice cracking with emotion.

"It's okay," I replied, hugging you tightly.

"I’m sorry too, I shouldn’t have agreed to go up with him. I just want you to know that I love you and I will never betray you."

You felt tears welling up in your eyes as you held me close. In that moment, you knew that you had someone in your corner, someone who truly cared for you.

Together, we walked out of the prison and into the bright sunlight. You took a deep breath, feeling the warmth of the sun on your skin.

"Thank you for being there for me," you said, looking into my eyes.

"Of course," I replied, smiling.

"Let's just put all of this behind us and move forward."


Chapter 9
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After a few hours of bailing you out of prison, I decided to surprise. As you lounged in bed, scrolling through your phone, I greeted you with a smile and a surprise gift—a black bikini that hugged your body perfectly.

You were surprised but delighted, and I could see the appreciation in your eyes.

"I saw this and I knew it would look great on you," I said, handing over the gift. You ran your fingers over the soft fabric and said, "Thank you, it's amazing."

But the joy was short-lived as I quickly apologized for putting you in that situation with Marcus.

"I'm sorry, I should have known better than to entertain him," I said, looking down at my feet. You placed a gentle hand on my shoulder and lifted my chin with the other.

"Don't be sorry," you said, "I did what I had to do. And I'll always protect you, no matter what."

Tears welled up in my eyes as I looked at you, feeling so grateful and blessed to have someone like you in my life.

"I don't deserve you," I said, my voice breaking.

You pulled me into a warm embrace and whispered in my ear, "You deserve the world, and I'll give it to you if I can."

We stayed like that for a few moments, holding each other close, until I pulled away and said, "Let's go to the beach and try out that bikini!" You smiled and nodded, and we headed off to the crystal blue waters.

[image: ]

As we walked towards the beach, you couldn't help but notice how the black bikini perfectly accentuated my curves.

"You look stunning," you said, admiring my body. I blushed, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. The bikini was new to me, and I wasn't used to showing so much skin. But with you by my side, I felt confident and beautiful.

We spent the rest of the afternoon playing in the water and soaking up the sun. You taught me how to float on my back and we laughed and splashed each other. But as the day started to wind down, I knew I had to thank you properly for everything.

We sat on the sand, watching the sunset, and I turned to you and said, "I just want to thank you for everything. For loving me, for protecting me, for being there for me."

You looked at me with those piercing eyes and said, "I'll always be here for you, no matter what. You mean everything to me."

I leaned in and kissed you, feeling the passion and love between us. It was a moment of pure bliss, and I knew that I was exactly where I was meant to be. With you, my love.

“I have to go to the bathroom, I said,” leaving you to watch the waves crashing to the shore.

Before reaching the public bathroom, I bumped into Marcus, my blood boiling at the sight of him.
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He pulled me to the side and apologized for his behavior earlier. I could feel his eyes scanning my body, making me uncomfortable.

But then, he dropped the bomb. He blackmailed me, saying he had videos of you wearing a bikini and beating him. He knew your real name and threatened to make the video viral if I didn't sleep with him.

My heart raced with fear and anger at his audacity.

"You sick bastard," I spat at him.

"You think I'm just going to give in to your disgusting demands? You have no idea who you are dealing with."

He smirked, clearly enjoying the power he had over me.

"Oh, I think I know exactly who I'm dealing with," he replied.

"You're just a little nobody who's in love with a crossdressing freak. You think anyone will believe you when they see that video?"

My mind raced with thoughts of how to get out of this situation. I couldn't let him destroy you and your name. But I also couldn't bear the thought of giving in to him.

"I'll never sleep with you," I said firmly.

"And I won't let you hurt you like this. I'll find a way out of this, and you'll pay for what you've done."

He just laughed, the sound echoing off the bathroom walls.

"Good luck with that," he said, before sauntering out of the bathroom.

I was left alone, trembling with anger and fear. I knew I had to tell you what was happening, but I couldn't bear the thought of you being hurt by this. I felt like I was trapped in a nightmare, with no way out.

You and I continued to hang out on the shore, enjoying the sun and the sound of the waves. But then, I received a text message from Marcus. I froze as I read the message, feeling a knot in my stomach.

I didn't want to show you the message, not wanting to worry you, but I knew I had to do something.

I told you I needed to go back to our hotel room to freshen up, and I quickly made my way back. As soon as I was alone, I pulled out my phone and looked at the message again.

It was a video of you in a bikini, taken from a distance, followed by a message telling me to meet him at a secluded spot on the island later tonight.

I was scared for the both of us. I knew Marcus was dangerous and that he could do anything to get what he wanted. I couldn't bear the thought of him exposing you, and I knew I had to do something to stop him.

I decided not to show you the message, not wanting to worry you. Instead, I spent the rest of the day thinking of a plan. As the sun started to set, I told you I needed to go out for a while, making up an excuse. I made my way to the secluded spot where Marcus was waiting for me.

[image: ]

When I arrived, he was sitting on a bench, a smug look on his face. He stood up as I approached, and I could see that he was holding something behind his back.

"Well, well, well. Look who decided to show up," he said, a smirk on his face.

"What do you want?" I asked, trying to sound confident.

"You know what I want," he said, pulling out a small USB drive.

"I want you to sleep with me, and in exchange, I won't release this video of your little boyfriend in a bikini. It's a win-win situation for me."

Moments later, you emerged from discreetly following me. You couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy as you trailed behind me and Marcus.

You were trying your best to keep a safe distance so as not to be noticed by the two of us. The path we took led us to his lavish hotel.

You kept a watchful eye as Marcus led me inside his room, feeling helpless and frustrated that you couldn't do anything to stop him.

You decided to wait outside for what seemed like an eternity, feeling anxious and nervous about what might happen next. You couldn't help but worry about me, hoping that I did not sleep with him and that I was safe.

In the bedroom, as I lay there, my eyes shut tightly, my mind racing with thoughts of you, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of shame wash over me.

This wasn't what I wanted, this wasn't how I imagined spending my night. But I couldn't bring myself to stop Marcus, I couldn't push him away, I needed to protect you from the shame.

“Mmm, your cock is still as hard as before, Lilly, mmm, mmm,” Marcus let out with a lascivious visage as he performed a blowjob on me and squeezed my breasts like he was hanging on for dear life.

As he continued to pleasure me, I tried to drown out the sounds of his groans and the rustling of the sheets. I focused all my energy on you, on the way you looked at me, on the way you made me feel.

And at that moment, I made a promise to myself, I would never let another man touch me like this again.
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Finally, he stopped after I painted his face with my thick cum and swallowing the droplets of me, and I opened my eyes, tears streaming down my face. He looked at me with a smug grin and I couldn't help but feel a sense of disgust wash over me.

I quickly got dressed and left the hotel room, feeling as though I had just committed a great sin.

As I entered our hotel room, I immediately noticed a piece of paper lying on the bed. It was a note from you, my love, and the words written on it felt like a sharp blade cutting through my heart.

"I can't believe you betrayed me once again," the note read.

"I paid for this room for three days. You can figure out the rest for yourself."

Tears started to flow from my eyes as I read those words over and over again. I couldn't believe what was happening. How could I have been so stupid?

I sat on the bed and stared at the empty space in front of me, lost in my thoughts. How could I have let Marcus get the best of me? Why did I let him touch me like that? Why did I let myself be so vulnerable?

As I sat there, I heard the sound of waves crashing outside our window. It was a sound that used to soothe me, but now it just reminded me of how far away I was from you.

I knew I had to make things right, but I didn't know where to start. I couldn't imagine what you were going through right now, and the thought of you being hurt because of my foolishness made me feel even worse.

"I'm such an idiot," I whispered to myself, my voice barely audible.

"I don't deserve you."

But I knew I had to try. I had to find a way to make it up to you, to show you how much you mean to me.

I slowly got up from the bed, wiping away my tears, and made my way towards the window. As I gazed at the beautiful scenery in front of me, I thought of ways how to explain what happened to you and wished from the bottom of my heart that you’d find it in your heart to hear me out.

As you made your way through the bustling airport of Caticlan, your heart was heavy with sorrow and regret. You had left behind the love of your life, and now you were headed back to Manila, alone and broken-hearted.

The airport was a hive of activity, with people rushing to and fro, luggage in tow, and announcements blaring over the loudspeakers.

As you walked through the terminal, you were suddenly accosted by a group of reporters, who thrust microphones and cameras in your face.

"Excuse me, sir," they said, "are you the crossdresser in the bikini? We have footage of you from the hotel lobby."

You were stunned and couldn't believe what you were hearing. Your heart sank as they showed you the video. You were frozen with shock and fear, unable to speak or move.

The reporters continued to badger you, demanding answers and wanting to know more about your story. They knew your name and where you were from, and they seemed determined to make you the subject of their news story.

As you struggled to compose yourself, you saw Marcus in the distance, smirking with satisfaction. He had gotten his revenge, and he had done it in the most public and humiliating way possible.

You felt a surge of anger and frustration welling up inside you, but you knew there was nothing you could do.

Eventually, security arrived and dispersed the reporters, but the damage had been done. You felt exposed and vulnerable, like your entire life had been laid bare for the world to see.

You made your way to your gate, feeling alone and afraid, unsure of what the future held.

The airport was a blur of noise and activity as you waited to board your flight. Your mind was consumed with thoughts of what had happened and what was yet to come.

You had made a mistake, a terrible mistake, and now you were paying for it in the most public way possible.

As you settled into your seat on the plane, you felt a sense of unease and uncertainty wash over you. The events of the past few days had changed you, and you weren't sure if you would ever be the same again.

But you knew one thing for sure, you had learned a valuable lesson about trust and betrayal, and you would never make the same mistake again.


Chapter 10
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You sat alone in your modest hotel room in Manila, staring blankly at your phone as tears rolled down your cheeks. Your heart ached with the pain of missing me, and the stress of the recent events had taken its toll on you.

The memory of the reporters hounding you at the airport replayed in your mind, and the humiliation of your identity being exposed on social media left you feeling vulnerable and exposed.

You couldn't believe the cruel twist of fate that had brought you to this moment. All you had wanted was to love and be loved, to find happiness in a world that had never fully accepted you.

But instead, you found yourself in a constant battle with your own identity, struggling to fit in with a society that didn't understand you.

As you scrolled through your phone, you came across a particularly hurtful comment from a stranger online. The words stung like a knife, cutting deep into your already wounded heart.

You threw your phone across the room in frustration, letting out a guttural scream of agony.

"Why does everyone have to be so cruel?" you muttered to yourself, your voice breaking with emotion.

You missed me more than ever at that moment, and wished I was there to hold you, to tell you that everything would be alright. But you knew that wasn't possible. I had hurt you, betrayed your trust, and now you were left to face the consequences alone.

The weight of it all was suffocating, and you couldn't help but wonder if this was all worth it.

Was the struggle for acceptance worth the pain and suffering it caused you?

Was love really worth all of this?

Shortly after, you sat on the edge of the bed, tears streaming down your face as you scrolled through your phone once more, the bright screen illuminating your dark surroundings.

As you scrolled through, a notification popped up from me, your love. You hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to expect. You clicked the link to my TikTok account and watched the video that already had 5 million views titled "The Truth."

You listened to my voice, explaining what had happened and how Marcus had blackmailed me into doing things against my will. I agreed but only to create evidence against him as he was threatening to expose you if I did not have sex with him.

I was only protecting you but Marcus still released the footage so I decided to expose him too. You saw snippets of his voice and video of him pleasuring me.

Your heart raced as you watched, feeling a mix of emotions, anger towards Marcus for what he had done, sadness for the pain you had to endure, and love for me, who had stood by you despite everything.

Shortly after, you listened to my voice say that the man in the bikini was the love of my life and not to judge you. You felt a sense of relief, knowing that I stood by your side and defended you.

The video had made it clear that you were not the bad person in the story, and that Marcus was the hypocrite for making fun of you when he himself enjoyed sucking dicks.

You felt a sense of hope as you watched the video. You knew that I had your back, and that together, we could overcome any obstacle.

Wiping your tears, you felt a new sense of determination. You knew that you had to fight back against Marcus and clear your name.

You quickly replied to my message, thanking me for the video and for standing up for you. You expressed your love for me and your determination to make things right.

Immediately, you called me on FaceTime. As the call connected, the familiar face of my beloved came into view.

My heart swelled with emotion as I gazed upon the screen, taking in every detail of your beautiful face. The sound of your voice was like music to my ears as we began to speak.

"I miss you so much," I said, my voice thick with emotion.

"I miss you too," you replied, your eyes softening as you looked at me.

We talked for an hour, catching up on everything that has happened since we last saw each other. As we talked, I could feel the tension between us slowly melting away, replaced by the warmth of our love.

Finally, I took a deep breath and said, "I want to come see you. Which hotel are you staying in?"

A smile spread across your face as you gave me the address.

"I can't wait to see you," you said.

We talked for a few more minutes before saying our goodbyes and ending the call. As I lay in bed, my mind was filled with thoughts of my you. I drifted off to sleep, dreaming of the day we will be reunited once again.

In the dead of the night, I was jolted awake by two looming figures in the darkness of my hotel room. Before I could let out a scream, a hand was clamped over my mouth and I was dragged out of bed.

I struggled to break free, but the two men were too strong
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They took me down a secret staircase that led to a dungeon below Marcus’ hotel.

As we descended the staircase, my heart was pounding in my chest, fear gripping me like a vice. I tried to plead with my captors, but their faces remained expressionless. Finally, we reached the bottom of the stairs and they threw me into a small, dimly lit room.

The room was dank and musty, the walls covered in moss and mold. I could barely make out the shapes of the two men as they locked the door behind them and left me alone in the darkness. Panic set in as I realized the gravity of the situation.

I tried to stay calm and assess my surroundings. The room was bare except for a small cot in one corner and a bucket in the other. I couldn't believe this was happening to me, and tears began to stream down my face as I thought of the worst.

Hours passed, and my stomach was growling with hunger. I tried to yell for help, but my voice was hoarse from crying. Just when I thought all hope was lost, I heard the sound of footsteps approaching the door.

It creaked open, and a shadowy figure stepped into the room.

"So, you think you can just expose me like that?" Marcus spat.

[image: ]

"Do you know who I am? I'm Marcus Ayala, heir to a billionaire family. And you, you're nothing."

I tried to speak, to defend myself, but he just sneered and kicked me in the side. The pain was excruciating and I gasped for breath, feeling tears sting my eyes.

"I should just end you right now," he growled.

"But I think I have something better in mind."

He signaled to the two men holding me down and they dragged me to my feet, pushing me towards a dark corner of the dungeon. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, wondering what horror awaited me.

The two men holding me down looked uncertain for a moment, but Marcus just glared at them.

"Take care of her," he snarled, before turning and running towards the door.

A day later, in the dimly lit dungeon, I sat on the cold floor, my back against the wall, my eyes puffy and red from crying all night. The two men who brought me here stood guard, their menacing presence a constant reminder of my captivity.

As the hours passed by, I heard the sound of footsteps approaching.

My heart raced with fear and anticipation, and my eyes widened as Marcus himself walked into the dungeon, his face twisted with anger.

"Look at what you've done," he sneered, gesturing to me with a flick of his wrist.

"You couldn't just keep your mouth shut, could you? Now you've gone and exposed me to the world."

I glared at him, defiance burning in my eyes.

"You blackmailed me," I spat out.

"You forced me to do those things. You're the one who's to blame for all of this."

He scoffed.

"Oh, spare me your self-righteousness. You're lucky I even liked you in the first place. You're nothing compared to me, I have it all. But you chose that crossdresser over me. You chose a freak over a billionaire."

I bristled at his words, my love for you fueling my anger.

"Don't you dare talk about him like that," I hissed.

"He's not a freak, he's a beautiful person, and I love him."

He let out a derisive laugh.

"Love? You don't even know what that means. Love doesn't exist in the world of the rich and powerful. It's just a game we play."

But I stood my ground, refusing to back down.

"Love is real," I said firmly.

"And I would choose him over you any day. You can keep me here as long as you want, but you'll never change how I feel."

He glared at me for a moment, then turned on his heel and left the dungeon. As the sound of his footsteps faded away, I allowed myself to breathe a sigh of relief. I knew I was still trapped, but at least I had stood up for what I believed in.

Shortly after, you paced back and forth in your hotel room, worry gnawing at your gut. It had been hours since you last heard from me and you couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong.

You tried calling and texting me repeatedly but to no avail.

Finally, you decided to take action and called the hotel in Boracay where we were staying. The receptionist confirmed that I had not checked out and my things were still in the room. This only added to your anxiety and you immediately booked a flight to the island.

As you waited at the airport, your mind raced with all the worst-case scenarios. Had I been in an accident? Was I kidnapped? Or worse, had I decided to leave you for good?

When you arrived in Boracay, you went straight to the hotel where I was staying. The receptionist recognized you and told you that I had not left the room since the day before. She gave you the key to the room and you rushed upstairs.
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Your heart sank when you saw the state of the room. It was in disarray, with furniture overturned and items scattered everywhere. You called out my name but there was no answer.

Panic rising, you searched every inch of the room, looking for any clues as to where I could be. You felt a wave of anger and fear wash over you.

You demanded to see the CCTV footage of the hotel, hoping to find any clue about my sudden disappearance. As the footage played on the screen, your heart raced with fear and concern as you saw two strong men covering my mouth and taking me away from the hotel through the backdoor.

Immediately, you asked the receptionist to call the police and reported my disappearance. You felt helpless and worried as you waited for the authorities to arrive. Your mind was filled with questions and scenarios of what could have happened to me.

As the police arrived, you provided them with all the information you had, hoping they could find me as soon as possible. You felt a mix of emotions, fear for my safety, anger towards the people who took me, and a sense of guilt for not being there to protect me.

Hours passed, but there was still no sign of me. You couldn't bear the thought of not knowing where I was or what had happened to me. Your mind was filled with endless possibilities, each one more terrifying than the last.

Suddenly, as you watched the news report about you as the crossdresser in Boracay, and the expose about Marcus, your mind raced with thoughts and emotions.

Without hesitation, you immediately called the police and demanded that they investigate Marcus' luxury hotel. You provided them with all the information you had, including the CCTV footage and the video of my confession on TikTok.

The police had told you that they could not investigate without a search warrant, and you were not willing to wait for the slow wheels of justice to turn.

You decided to take matters into your own hands. You needed to find me, and you were willing to do whatever it took to get me back.

You thought of a plan, and it involved disguising yourself as a woman. You went to a nearby thrift store and picked out a flowing sundress that you could wear, and a wide-brimmed hat to hide your face. You applied some makeup to your face, hoping it would make you look more feminine.
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As you walked towards Marcus' hotel, you tried to act confident, but you couldn't help feeling nervous. You prayed that no one would recognize you, and that you would be able to get in and out of the hotel without being caught.

As you entered the hotel lobby, you tried to blend in with the other guests. You noticed that there were a lot of people around, and you were worried that someone might see through your disguise. You kept your head down and walked quickly towards the elevator.

Once you were in the elevator, you felt a sense of relief wash over you. You pressed the button for the basement, and you waited anxiously for the elevator to arrive.

When the doors opened, you saw Marcus, walking towards a door at the end of the hallway that looked like it could be the entrance to something obscure. You walked towards it, trying to act as casually as possible.

As you approached the door, you heard voices coming from inside. You listened carefully, and you could hear his voice. He was talking to someone, but you couldn't hear what they were saying.

You took a deep breath and pushed open the door. You stepped inside and saw him sitting at a desk, talking on the phone and looking at some papers. He looked up when he saw you, and his face twisted into a sneer.

"What the hell are you doing here?!" he demanded, his eyes flashing with anger.

“Where is Lilly!?”

Marcus chuckled coldly.

"Why would I tell you that!?"

"You sick bastard," you spat, your fists clenched in anger.

"Let her go right now or I'll call the police."

Marcus just laughed.

"You really think the police will believe a crossdresser over the heir to a billionaire family? I think not."

You could feel your blood boiling as you watched Marcus taunt you. But you knew you had to keep your cool if you were going to get out of this alive.

"I’ll do everything you want, just let her go!" you retorted.

"Everything?" Marcus replied.

"I want you to leave this island and never come back. And if you ever tell anyone about what happened here, I'll make sure you regret it. Lilly will be well taken care of, that, I assure you."

You shook your head slowly, your fists clenched as you faced him. He sneered at you, his eyes flicking over your feminine outfit with disdain.

"Couldn’t you have chosen another form of disguise? Perhaps, a bellboy or a janitor," he taunted.

You gritted your teeth, the anger boiling inside you.

"You've gone too far, Marcus. I won't let you get away with this."

He just laughed.

"What are you going to do? You're just a boy in a dress."

You lunged at him, your fist connecting with his jaw. Marcus stumbled back, his eyes wide with surprise. He regained his balance and swung back, but you dodged and landed another punch.

The room was filled with the sounds of grunting and heavy breathing as you both fought with all your might. Suddenly, his two men intervened and dragged you towards a small room. You struggled against them, but they were too strong.

As you entered the room, you saw me, tied up and huddled in a corner. You rushed to my side, your heart racing with fear and worry.
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"Are you okay?" you asked, your voice trembling.

I looked up at you, tears in my eyes.

"I'm so scared," I whispered.

You gently wiped away my tears, your eyes full of tenderness.

"It's okay, I'm here now. I won't let anything happen to you."

We sat there, huddled together, talking softly and reassuring each other that we would make it out of this alive. You held me close, your arms wrapped protectively around me, and I felt safe and loved.

"I'm sorry I got you into this mess," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"It's not your fault," you replied, your voice firm and reassuring.

"We'll get out of this together."

You and I were woken up in the middle of the night by the sounds of heavy footsteps approaching. We both looked at each other, our eyes wide with fear, wondering who or what could be coming for us.

The door suddenly burst open and we were blinded by the bright light of flashlights pointed at our faces. We heard voices shouting, "Freeze! Don't move!"

We were both trembling as we were handcuffed and led outside the room. We saw a group of policemen with their guns drawn, ready for any sign of trouble. They had successfully captured the two men who had kept us captive in the secret dungeon below Marcus' hotel.

The men were put inside a police car, while we were taken to the station for questioning.

The police told us that they watched you closely after you demanded an investigation and asked us what had happened. We recounted everything that had transpired in the past few days, from my encounter with Marcus in the public bathroom to our abduction and captivity in the dungeon.

We told them everything we knew about him and his involvement in our ordeal.

The police assured us that they would do everything in their power to apprehend Marcus and bring him to justice. They took our statements and released us from custody.

We were both relieved to be free, but we were also traumatized by our experience. We stayed in Manila for a few days to recover and process what had happened. We also took the time to strengthen our relationship, grateful to have each other after such a harrowing ordeal.

As we stood in front of each other in the hotel room, both wearing delicate lingerie that accentuated our curves and made us feel beautiful, our eyes locked in a loving gaze.

We moved towards each other, our bodies already yearning for the touch of our beloved. With trembling hands, we wrapped our arms around each other and pulled each other close, feeling the warmth of our bodies against one another.

As we pressed our lips together, we let out a sigh of longing, finally being able to express the love we had been holding back for so long

Our hands roamed each other's bodies, feeling the softness of the fabric and the heat of our skin. We moved in a dance of desire, our bodies swaying in perfect harmony.

"I love you," I whispered between kisses, my heart overflowing with affection.

"I love you too," you replied, your voice thick with emotion.

Our passion grew as we continued to explore each other, our bodies responding to every touch and caress. The lingerie we wore only added to the sensual experience, each piece highlighting the beauty of our bodies and the intimacy we shared.

"I never knew love could feel like this," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Me neither," you replied, a small smile on your lips.

"But I'm grateful every day for the love we share."

We moved together in a symphony of love, our bodies entwined in a dance of pure bliss. With every kiss and every touch, we expressed our deepest feelings for each other.

"I'm so lucky to have you," I said, my eyes locked with yours.

"I'm the lucky one," you replied, your voice full of love.

As we lay in each other's arms, our bodies spent from the intensity of our love, we knew that we would never be able to express the depth of our emotions.

But at that moment, as we gazed into each other's eyes, we knew that we would always be there for each other, no matter what.


Chapter 11
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As the morning sun slowly filled the room, you turned to me and asked a simple yet profound question.

"Can you do my makeup?" you asked with a shy smile.

Without hesitation, I agreed, and we both got up from the bed and started getting ready for the day. You pulled out a gorgeous dress that clung to your curves in all the right places, while I laid out my makeup kit, filled with brushes, powders, and palettes of every shade and hue.

As I began to work my magic, my fingers lightly brushing over your delicate skin, I couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder and awe.

Your features were already stunning, but with just a few strokes of my brush, they were transformed into something truly breathtaking.

You looked like a goddess, with perfect eyebrows, a flawless complexion, and lips that were painted in the most alluring shade of red.

And as I stepped back to admire my work, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of pride and love for the person standing in front of me.

You started by rummaging through your closet, looking for the perfect dress to wear. After a few minutes of searching, you found a gorgeous red cocktail dress that you had bought on a whim a few months ago.

You had never had the courage to wear it in public before, but today was different. Today you felt brave and confident, ready to show the world the true you.

Next, you picked out a matching bra and panties, feeling a surge of excitement as you slipped them on. You had never felt so feminine before, and the sensation was intoxicating.

You twirled in front of the mirror, admiring the way the dress hugged your curves and the way the lingerie made you feel so sexy.

As we walked down the bustling streets of Manila, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and anxiety. We were both dressed in beautiful dresses, and the attention we were receiving from the men around us was overwhelming.

Whistles and catcalls followed us, but I couldn't let them get to me. I had to focus on you.

But then you spoke up, suggesting that we go to a fancy restaurant instead.

"You look so beautiful tonight," you said, and I felt my heart skip a beat. I couldn't resist your charm and agreed with a smile.

We made our way to Bonifacio Global City, and the atmosphere was completely different from the busy streets we just left behind. The tall buildings and elegant restaurants gave off a sophisticated vibe, and I felt lucky to be here with you.

As we entered the restaurant, I couldn't help but feel a bit nervous. I had never been to such a fancy place before, and I wanted to make a good impression. But you were so calm and collected, holding my hand and guiding me to our table.

We sat down and began looking at the menu, and I couldn't help but feel a rush of gratitude. I was so lucky to have someone who accepted me for who I am, and who loved me no matter what.

"I love you," I said, unable to hold it in any longer.

"You make me feel like I can be myself, and that's something I never thought was possible."

"I love you too," you replied, squeezing my hand.

"You are the most beautiful person I know, both inside and out."

As we ate our meal and talked about our future together, I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment wash over me. Being here with you, at this moment, was all that mattered.

Shortly after, we walked the streets of Bonifacio Global City. The night air was filled with a sense of magic and romance. The city lights danced around us, illuminating our faces and the smiles that adorned them.

The bustling crowds around us seemed to fade away as we moved further into the heart of the city, lost in our own world.

The restaurants and bars were buzzing with activity, and the sound of laughter and music filled the air. We walked hand in hand, feeling the warmth and comfort of each other's touch, knowing that nothing else mattered in that moment but the love that we shared.

[image: ]

As we passed by young couples in love, a live band playing a romantic tune, I pulled you close and whispered in your ear, "Dance with me, my love." You looked at me with those beautiful eyes and I knew that this was going to be a night to remember.

We danced under the starry sky, swaying to the music, lost in the moment, lost in each other. It was as if time stood still and nothing else mattered but the two of us, lost in our own world of love and passion.

As the night wore on, we strolled through the city, admiring the stunning architecture and the beauty that surrounded us. The stars shone above us, and the moonlight cast a soft glow over everything, creating a scene straight out of a fairy tale.
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Moments later, the morning sun shone through the curtains, illuminating our hotel room in a warm glow. My phone on the nightstand kept ringing and I couldn't ignore it any longer.

I picked it up and was surprised to find so many missed calls and messages from media outlets. They all wanted to do an interview with us about the recent events.

I turned to you, still lying in bed next to me.

"Hey, they're calling us for an interview. Do you want to do it?"

You looked hesitant, unsure if it was the right thing to do.

"I don't know if I'm ready for that. What if they twist our words or make it worse?"

I took your hand and gave it a gentle squeeze.

"We can't let them control the narrative. We have to speak up and clear our names."

You nodded, understanding my point.

"Okay, let's do it. But we have to be careful."

Shortly after, you sat down on the edge of the bed, your mind wandering as you contemplated the interview. You were hesitant at first, not wanting to further expose yourself to the world, but you knew it was necessary to clear your name.

As you sat there, lost in thought, I came up to you and asked if you were okay.

You looked up at me, the concern in my eyes comforting you.

"I don't know if I should go as a man or a woman," you said, your voice laced with uncertainty.

I sat down beside you and placed a comforting hand on your shoulder.

"Whatever makes you feel comfortable," I said.

"It's important that you're able to express your true emotions."

You nodded, taking a deep breath as you considered your options. After a moment of silence, you turned to me and said, "I think I'm going to go in girl mode. It feels more authentic to me."

I smiled at you, my heart swelling with pride.

"I think that's a great decision," I said.

"Just be yourself, and everything will fall into place."

As you got ready for the interview, I watched as you transformed into your feminine persona. You put on your makeup with care, applying each stroke with precision, and slipped into a beautiful dress that accentuated your curves.

I couldn't help but stare, feeling a rush of desire wash over me.

"You look stunning," I said, unable to contain my admiration.

You blushed, a smile playing on your lips.

"Thank you," you said, turning to face me.

"I feel like myself."

We made our way to the interview, arm in arm, the paparazzi snapping pictures as we walked by. As we stepped into the studio, you took a deep breath, ready to face whatever was to come.

Moments later, as the female interviewer started asking her questions, it was evident that she was biased towards Marcus. She would throw leading questions and make snide remarks about you being a crossdresser.

But you wouldn't allow her biases to take control of the interview. You calmly and confidently gave her the facts, explaining how Marcus manipulated and blackmailed us into doing things that we didn't want to do.

I could see how the interviewer's tone changed as you spoke, from snide remarks to being caught off-guard. I couldn't help but interject, defending you and reiterating the truth about the situation.

The crowd that gathered also started to cheer us on, their support and encouragement fueling our resolve.

"You see, it's not about what we wear or how we identify," I said, my voice ringing with conviction.
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"It's about being true to ourselves and not letting others define us. And that's what we did. We stood up against someone who tried to use our own secrets against us and came out on top."

The interviewer, taken aback, struggled to come up with a response. You, however, took the opportunity to drive the point home.

"It's not about being from a billionaire family or having a good image. It's about being a decent human being and treating others with respect and dignity."

As the interview ended, the crowd erupted in applause, cheering us on for standing up against injustice and for being true to ourselves.

We walked away from the interview feeling proud, our heads held high, knowing that we did the right thing.

"You were amazing," I said to you, my voice filled with admiration.

"Thanks to you," you replied, a smile on your face.

"You've always been my rock, my support. I couldn't have done this without you."

We shared a tender moment, holding hands and gazing into each other's eyes. It was as if the world around us faded away, leaving just the two of us, basking in the glow of our love.

"I love you," you said, your voice filled with emotion.

"I love you too," I replied, pulling you in for a sweet kiss.

As we sat in the cozy corner of the café, sipping our hot cups of coffee, the realization of your limited time here hit me hard. I tried to hide my disappointment as I listened to you explaining that you only had two days left in Manila.

It felt like our time together was too short, and my heart ached at the thought of being apart from you again.

You noticed my silence and gently took my hand.

"I know it's not enough time, but we'll make the most of it," you said, your eyes locked on mine.

"We'll make memories that we can hold onto until we see each other again."

I smiled weakly, trying to keep my emotions in check.

"I just wish you could stay longer," I said softly.

"I wish I could too," you replied.

"But I have to go back to work. You know how it is."

We talked for a while longer, reminiscing about our time together and the adventures we had. You told me about the things you wanted to do when you came back, and I listened intently, already looking forward to our next meeting.

As we finished our coffee, you leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips.

"I'll miss you," you whispered.

"I'll miss you too," I replied, tears stinging my eyes.

"But I'll be waiting for you."

We hugged each other tightly, not wanting to let go. Our embrace was filled with unspoken words of love and longing.

Finally, the day of your departure arrived, and we found ourselves standing in the airport, surrounded by a throng of people going in all directions.

I tried to maintain a brave face, but I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes. You were going back to your job, and I was going back to my mundane life without you by my side.

As we stood there, hand in hand, you said, "I wish I could stay with you, but I have to go back to work. I promise I'll be back soon, and we'll make more memories together."

I replied, "I'll miss you so much. These past few days have been amazing, and I don't know how I'll get through the next few weeks without you."

You wiped a tear from my cheek and said, "We'll always have these memories, and I'll think of you every day until I come back. And when I do, we'll pick up right where we left off."

I smiled weakly, feeling a mix of emotions—sadness, longing, and hope. I held onto your hand tightly, not wanting to let go.

As we hugged, I could feel your warmth, your embrace, and your heartbeat. It was as if time stood still, and nothing else mattered except for us.

We pulled away, and you said, "I have something for you."

You took out a small box from your pocket, and my eyes widened in surprise.

"It's just a little something, but I hope you'll like it."

I opened the box, and inside was a delicate pendant necklace with a small heart-shaped diamond. It was simple, yet elegant, and it sparkled in the fluorescent lights of the airport.

I gasped, "It's beautiful. Thank you so much."

You smiled and said, "Whenever you wear it, remember that I'm thinking of you. And that I love you."

I hugged you again, feeling overwhelmed with love and emotion. I whispered, "I love you too. I'll miss you so much."

As we stood there, watching the time tick away until your flight, we shared stories of our time together, and we laughed and cried. We reminisced about our romantic dates, the beautiful places we went to, and the intimate moments we shared.

Eventually, it was time for you to go. We hugged one last time, and you gave me a long kiss on the lips. As we parted, we both had tears in our eyes.

You said, "I'll be back soon. Until then, take care of yourself."

I replied, "I will. And you take care of yourself too. I love you."

As you walked away, I watched you disappear into the crowd, feeling a sense of emptiness and sadness. But I knew that we would see each other again and that our love would only grow stronger.


Epilogue
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As I walked by the Manila Bay, the memories of our time together flooded my mind. The sun was setting, casting a warm orange glow across the sky, and the sound of waves crashing against the shore filled the air.

I couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness wash over me, thinking about how you had to leave so suddenly. It felt like only yesterday that we were walking the streets of Bonifacio Global City, the sands of Boracay, and the narrow cul-de-sacs of Manila, enjoying each other's company.

I missed you terribly, and I couldn't help but worry about you. I knew you were back to your work, and the thought of you being so far away made me feel lonely.

As I gazed out into the horizon, I couldn't help but wonder what you were doing at that moment.

Were you thinking about me too?

Did you miss me as much as I missed you?

The salty sea breeze blew against my face, and I closed my eyes, letting the sensation wash over me. It was as if the wind was carrying your love and your warmth toward me, even though you were miles away.

I opened my eyes and saw the reflection of the sun on the water, creating a beautiful orange-pink hue. It reminded me of the color of the dress you wore on our last night together.

With a smile, I remembered how stunning you looked in that dress, and how much I wanted to hold you close to me. The memories of that night flooded my mind, the way we made love, the way we expressed our love for each other.

I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing for you, wishing you were here with me by the bay, watching the sunset together, holding each other close.

The sound of a nearby boat horn snapped me out of my thoughts, and I realized that it was time to head back home. As I walked away, I made a promise to myself to hold on to our memories and keep the flame of our love burning until we meet again.

I knew that even though we were apart physically, our love would always keep us connected. As I walked away, the feeling of your love still lingered in my heart, and I felt a sense of peace knowing that you were mine and I was yours, no matter the distance between us.

Days later, as I tried to focus on my work as an adult magazine publisher, my mind kept wandering off to memories of you. I was reminded of our first sissy photoshoot, how you looked so beautiful and confident in front of the camera.

It was a memory that always brought a smile to my face, but this time, it also brought tears to my eyes.

I missed you so much, and it had only been a few days since you left. The thought of not having you by my side made me feel empty, like a part of me was missing.

I tried to shake off the feeling and concentrate on work, but it was no use. My mind kept drifting off to thoughts of you.

I decided to take a break and walked around the living room to clear my head. As I passed by the shoot for a new sissy model, I saw Clyde working diligently on his own task.

I envied their focus and concentration. I wished I could just forget about everything and focus on my work, but my heart was heavy with thoughts of you.

I couldn't help but wonder what you were doing at that moment.

Were you thinking of me too?

Were you safe and sound at home?

I wanted to call you, but I didn't want to seem too clingy or desperate. I decided to wait for you to reach out to me instead.

Hours passed, and my mind kept wandering off to thoughts of you. I decided to take a break and check my phone. To my relief, I saw a FaceTime message from you. I quickly answered, and there you were, looking as beautiful as ever.

"Hey, love," you said, smiling at me.

"I just wanted to check in and see how you're doing."

"I miss you so much," I said, my voice cracking with emotion.

"How’s everything there?"

"Everything’s fine, I just miss you so much," you said, shrugging.

"I'm just glad to be home safe and sound. I miss you too, babe."

We talked for a while, catching up on what had happened since you left. You told me about your flight and the things you did when you arrived home.

I listened intently, grateful for the sound of your voice and the sight of your beautiful face.

As we talked, I couldn't help but notice the longing in your eyes. It mirrored the way I felt inside. We were both missing each other so much, and it was evident in the way we looked at each other through the screen.

"I wish you were here with me," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I know," you said, nodding.

"But we'll be together again soon, love. I promise."

I smiled at you, grateful for your words. They gave me hope and comfort, knowing that we would be reunited again soon. As we talked, I couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness at the thought of you being so far away.

But then, as if sensing my sadness, you started to tell me about the photoshoot we had done. You described it in vivid detail, recalling the way I had dressed you up and how you had felt so beautiful in front of the camera.

The memory made me smile and laugh, reminding me of how much fun we had had together.

As the FaceTime call ended, I was left with a feeling of both sadness and joy. Sadness that you were no longer here with me, but joy in the fact that we had shared such beautiful memories together.

Meanwhile, you also tried your best to adjust to your work, but your mind kept wandering back to your trip to the Philippines. You were grateful for the support of your colleagues, who asked you about your trip and admired your bravery.

You were initially shy about being branded a crossdresser, but their warm reception put you at ease.

One of your coworkers, a young woman, leaned over and whispered to you, "I think it's so cool that you're comfortable enough to express yourself like that. You're an inspiration."

You blushed, feeling a mix of embarrassment and pride.

"Thanks, it's not always easy, but I feel like I'm finally being true to myself."

Your boss, who had overheard the conversation, came over to your desk.

"I just wanted to say, You, that we fully support your self-expression. We want all of our employees to feel comfortable and confident in their own skin, whatever that looks like. So feel free to dress the way you want, within reason of course," he added with a chuckle.

You were touched by his words and the overall support from your workplace. It gave you a sense of relief and belonging that you had never experienced before.

Later that day, you took a break and sat outside on a bench, enjoying the sunshine. You pulled out your phone and scrolled through the photos from your trip. You smiled at the memories of you and me, walking the streets of Manila in your dresses.

Suddenly, you received a FaceTime call from me. You answered eagerly, feeling a surge of joy at seeing my face. I looked beautiful as always, dressed in a cute blouse and skirt.

"Hey, You!" I greeted with a wide smile.

"Hey, babe!" you replied, feeling your heart skip a beat.

"How are you?"

"I'm good, just missing you," I pouted.

"How about you? How's work?"

You sighed, feeling a little drained from the day's tasks.

"It's okay. I'm still trying to adjust to being back in the office after such an amazing trip. You know, my boss told me that he saw the news and encouraged me to dress up."

"That sounds great!" I said with glee.

" I'm glad you're getting the support you deserve. I love you, You."

"I love you too, babe," you replied, feeling a rush of affection.

"I can't wait to see you again."

As the days went by, you found yourself falling into a routine. You woke up, got dressed, went to work, and came home. Rinse and repeat. But as time passed, you began to feel more and more empty.

You missed me terribly and couldn't help but think about the moments we shared together.

During your lunch break, you would find yourself scrolling through the pictures we took together, reminiscing about the moments we shared.

The memories were so vivid, it felt like we were just together yesterday. You longed to be with me again, to feel my touch and hear my voice.

After work, you would come home and try to keep yourself busy, but everything reminded you of me. The scent of the candle we used during our romantic dinner, the lingerie that you wore on our special night, the music we danced to. You couldn't escape the memories.

Even going out with your friends didn't help. You would smile and laugh with them, but your mind would always wander back to me.

You missed the way I made you feel, the way I looked at you, the way I touched you.

You would try to distract yourself with work and other hobbies, but nothing seemed to fill the void you felt without me. It was like a part of you was missing and you couldn't get it back.

At night, you would lie in bed, staring at the ceiling and replaying our conversations in your head. You missed the sound of my voice, the way I would laugh, the way I would say your name.

One night, you found yourself reaching for your phone, scrolling through your contacts until you found my name. You hesitated for a moment before finally pressing the call button.

The sound of my voice on the other end made your heart skip a beat.

We talked for hours, catching up on everything we missed and laughing about the good times we shared.

As you hung up, you felt a sense of peace wash over you. You realized that even though we were apart, our love for each other was still strong. You knew that no matter what, you would always have me in your heart.

But despite this realization, you still longed for the day we could be together again. The day when you could hold me in your arms and feel complete once more.

As you drifted off to sleep, you whispered my name and felt a sense of comfort knowing that I was out there, thinking of you just as much as you were thinking of me.

The next day, as you walked to work, you noticed a commotion up ahead. As you got closer, you saw your co-workers and friends holding balloons and cheering for you.

Confused, you approached them, wondering what was going on.

One of your co-workers stepped forward, holding a sign that read "Congratulations on Being You!" and the rest of the group erupted into applause.

"We just wanted to celebrate you, and how brave you are for being true to yourself and saving the one you love," the co-worker said.

You felt a lump form in your throat, feeling grateful for the support and love from your colleagues.

"Thank you," you replied, feeling overwhelmed.

Suddenly, the crowd parted, and I emerged, holding a pretty pink dress in my arms.

"You're not wearing the right clothes to work," I said with a smile, holding out the dress to you.

The crowd cheered again, and you felt a blush rise to your cheeks. "I don't know if I can do this," you said, looking down at the dress.

"Of course, you can," I said, taking your hand.

"You can be whoever you want to be, and you should never apologize for it."

You looked into my eyes, feeling a sense of peace wash over you.

"Okay," you said, taking the dress from my arms.

The crowd cheered again as you disappeared into a nearby restroom to change.

When you emerged, you felt different, more alive than ever before. The pink dress flowed around your legs, and you felt the soft fabric against your skin.

Everyone in the crowd was beaming with joy and pride as they watched you take a few steps forward, feeling a new sense of confidence. You felt like you could take on the world.

As we walked away from the crowd, hand in hand, you couldn't help but feel overwhelmed with emotion.

"Thank you," you said, turning to me with tears in your eyes.

"For what?" I asked, holding you closer.

"For coming here, for loving me for who I am, and for giving me the courage to be true to myself," you said, squeezing my hand.

I smiled, feeling so lucky to have you in my life.

"You don't have to thank me for that," I said.

"I love you, no matter what."

The rest of the day was a blur of laughter and joy, as you embraced your true self and let the world see who you really are.

You felt like you were finally living your life, unapologetically.

As the day drew to a close, you and I found ourselves sitting on a bench in a nearby park, watching the sun set over the city. You leaned your head on my shoulder, feeling a sense of contentment that you hadn't felt in a long time.

"I never knew that being myself could feel so good," you said, looking up at me with a smile.

"I'm so glad you finally know that," I said, brushing a strand of hair out of your face.

You looked at me, the love in your eyes shining bright.

"I love you," you said, and I knew it was true.

"I love you too," I said, holding you close.

As the sun sank below the horizon, we sat in silence, taking in the beauty of the moment. You knew that life would never be the same again, but you were ready for whatever came next, as long as you had me by your side.

[image: ]

And as the last rays of sunlight faded from the sky, you knew that this was just the beginning of our journey together, and that you were ready to face it with all the love and courage in your heart.

As we sat on the park bench, I saw Marcus standing a few feet away, his arms crossed and a smirk on his face. With that, he turned and strode away, disappearing into the crowd.

I then received a text message from an unknown number. It was Marcus, and he was threatening me again.

"I can't go back to the Philippines because of the humiliation you caused me and my family," the message read.

"But that doesn't mean I won't find a way to get my revenge. You'll regret ever crossing me."

The End <3

Did you enjoy reading Feminizing You - A POV Feminization Romance: Boracay Island Edition? In that case, I hope you could check out the bundle The Feminization Bible Volume One.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.

[image: ]

First Feminization Fiction – The Office Gurl

Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

Second Feminization Fiction – The First Lady

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

Third Feminization Fiction – Barbie Gurl

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

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Beauty in the Brothel

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

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Oh Carol

It was the 8th day before Christmas when she decided to come out as a transgender woman. Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook.

On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings… then shared every detail from cover to cover with her choirmates.

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

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

Read The Feminization Bible V1


Other Titles

[image: ]

“Look kid, I’m gonna be blunt with you, we don't hire twigs as fitness instructors. We’re called Big Boys gym for a reason. We have something open for the Dancing Diva class though.”

Read Let’s Get Physical
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies V1
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

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

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

Read The Office Gurl
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More
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"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

Read Stacey The School Sissy


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Feminizing Your – A POV Feminization Romance: Boracay Island Edition.

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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