

Heartless Housewife

A Feminization and Denial Romance

This book is dedicated to my fur baby, Snuggles.

He passed away on August 28, 2022.

Thank you for giving me 15 years and 3 months of unconditional love.

I will always love you.

Not to forget, YOU. The mere fact that you’re about to read this means that

you’re part of the reason why I am blessed to have a decent job amidst the

lack of opportunities for women like me in my country.

Thank you, from the bottom of my pink and girly heart <3

A Book By

LILLY LUSTWOOD

Copyright © 2023


Table of Contents

Heartless Housewife

Table of Contents

Introduction

Free Vip Mailing List

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Epilogue

Other Titles

Author’s Message


Introduction
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“One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.“

Katya Atkins, a 27-year-old housewife was freshly navigating through her 32-year-old husband Smith Atkins’ financial downfall. Not willing to compromise, she started controlling their marital situation as soon as he started languishing.

As he tried to reclaim everything he lost, he couldn’t have picked a better time to share his gender dysphoria with his wife. After absorbing the truth, the housewife lost every bit of respect she had left for him—turning her illicit affair with their gardener Pedro carelessly blatant.

Just how far is Smith willing to go to resuscitate Katya’s loveless heart?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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

It’s December 23, 2022, and 06:16 PM in the Philippines. It’s chilly and I’m wearing a black dress.

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


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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Smith Atkins tried to scale up his net worth by diversifying from his already profitable cosmetics e-commerce business to capitalizing on the COVID-19 pandemic panic. He ordered over three thousand pieces of branded disinfectants from Europe, thinking that they would multiply his three million dollars threefold.

However, with the delays in shipment and the lack of manpower, his machines came a year too late. Along with the rise of the vaccines came the consumers’ dwindling interest in his business model.

Using his savings from the utmost confidence that he didn’t need to make a loan to succeed, the 32-year-old businessman started to humble his lifestyle. He sold his black Maserati, expensive watches, and sporting goods, down to his finest suits and shoes.

He wanted to move out of their four-bedroom home in Bentleyville, Cleveland, to where the mortgage and taxes were lower. But his 27-year-old wife, Katya, to who he had been married for three years, wouldn’t budge.

Having her with him is all that he needed to recuperate his losses. Albeit her capriciousness—which she made clear from the very beginning, he felt like the luckiest man in the world.

To Smith, Katya was the most beautiful woman that he has ever seen. Not into foreign women, but there was something about the Russian blonde bombshell that compelled him to go out of his way to take her with him to America and marry her.

In their bedroom decked in pastel gray and crystal elegance, his pondering was briefly disturbed by the scintillating view of her, applying lotion all over her endless and hairless legs on the edge of their California-king bed, with nothing but a black negligee and hair wrapped in white terry-cloth towel.

So gorgeous…

As the fruity sillage of her Christian Lacroix bath product lingered in the room, he couldn’t help but follow its source. Crouching to reach her ankles, the view of her oppressive cleavage was all he needed to take action.

He picked his 5ft. 6in. slender frame up and planted soft kisses on her shoulders.

“I’m not in the mood”, she said—as she pushed him away with feminine vigor. Feeling his yearning grow inside his blue boxers, he tried again. They haven’t been making love for almost two months and he needed resolve.

“Please… it’s been so long”, he begged as his brown eyes emanated utmost agony. Scalded with Ohio’s July summer, he took his white t-shirt off to feel her skin against his. He brushed his short brunette locks to the back of his head and kissed her neck.

*Slap!*

What the!?

“I said I’m not in the mood! What kind of woman would be turned on by your three-inch kolbasa (sausage)?”

He knew that he wasn’t gifted in the nether-region department but that was the very first time she verbally expressed her disdain about it. Most of the time, she would just squeeze his member carelessly. It was her only way of sending him the message of her frustration.

“That’s not very nice”, he gently retorted with a scarlet visage.

“It was a mistake coming here. You promised me the world! I could’ve been married to a Russian oligarch!”

On the verge of tears, he wiped his eyes to hide the pain. As she continued voicing out her real feelings, he couldn’t help but crumple the Egyptian cotton sheets to endure her verbal abuse.

“Everything’s gonna be fine. I’m contacting people to get our capital back”.

Seeing him with welling brown eyes only irritated her further.

“You still have those Hermes bags and jewelry. Maybe you can sell some so we could recover faster. I’ll revive PinkPuckers”.

“Haha! You really have lost your mind. First, you tell me about your fantasy of dressing up as a woman, and now, you want me to get rid of the things that matter!?”

She proceeded with her villainous laugh as she sat beside him. With an intense gaze…

“Don’t even think about coming out with your stupid fantasy. Your inheritance is our only chance to get out of this mess…”.

As she paced herself for spouting an influx of insults, she planted a swift kiss on his cheek.

“You’re a failure as a businessman”.

She then trailed his neck and kissed it.

“You’re a failure as a man”.

As he basked in her seduction and humiliation, she suddenly kissed his lips.

“You can’t be a failure as a son too”.

Glacially, she tucked her body under the white duvet and wandered off to a dreamland where her fantasy husband was a tall and hunky billionaire.


Chapter 2
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“I don’t know why you keep inviting me to this Mickey Mouse course”, Greg Sanders, Smith’s 33-year-old best friend said as he deigned passing time in Bentleyville’s humble golf course.

As he fixed the collar of his light blue shirt from frustration, Smith abandoned his golf club and invited him for some drinks to alleviate the heat brought upon by Ohio’s sweltering afternoon.

“Haha! You know me, I’m just a hacker. I’m not a pro like you”, Smith jested.

Across a rattan table, Greg could see the sadness in his best friend’s eyes. They’d been buddies since the fifth grade and he could easily tell if something was going on with just one look.

Albeit they didn’t share a lot in common as Greg towered over him at 6ft. 2in., he had a body built like an Adonis, was a college jock, and had a directory of women begging to be his wife, they genuinely cared for each other.

Greg would usually defend Smith from his bullies and Smith would usually help with his academic projects and exams. It came as a surprise how Greg was able to become a doctor—one of the top doctors of sports medicine in the US as he spent his university days gallivanting and sleeping around.

“What’s wrong?” Greg queried as his sapphire eyes emanated concern.

How could he…

“Thanks”, he followed after the waitress in a white pleated mini skirt served them ice-cold orange juice.

“Tell me”.

“Katya and I haven’t had sex in a long time. She just stopped showing interest in me after the money’s gone. I feel like… I’m losing her”.

With his raised blonde eyebrow, Greg sipped his juice and paced himself.

“Man… you know how I feel about your wife. I told you that she was only after your money. I mean, I know it’s not my place to say this but shouldn’t you take that as a sign?”

No…

“I don’t know. It’s just, I’m doing my best. I’m contacting people day and night to sell them at a loss but even these big establishments use cheaper disinfectants from China—".

“—It’s like she lost trust in me. I don’t want her to feel that way”.

Greg shook his head in disappointment.

“On the bright side, take five out from your inventory. I’m gonna buy them at a retail price”.

Woah!

“You’re nuts. You don’t have to do that. You won’t even use them”.

“I will. Two for my clinics, one for my house… and I’ll probably give the others to my folks and brother”.

“That’s $10,000 bro”.

“I make good money. Don’t worry about me”.

That’s very nice…

Greg did make good money. He worked with some of the top NBA superstars and he just expanded his sports medicine facility by opening a branch in L.A.

“I don’t know what to say”.

“I got it”, he said with a wink.


Chapter 3
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As Katya painted her fingernails crimson in her pink silk robe on a plush pastel gray chair by the French windows of her living room decked in ivory and crystals, her peripheral vision was sultrily delighted by the view of her 24-year-old gardener Pedro’s sweaty body.

Briefly, he took a break from plowing her garden by smoking a stick of Marlboro Reds. As he peered at the passerby, his sweat trickled from his neck down to his oppressive burly chest. He bit his cigarette and took his shirt off to wipe his body, giving strangers a morning view of his 6ft. shirtless Adonis physique.

Seeing his thick thighs and gigantic bulge in his jean shorts was enough for her to cream. Slowly, she abandoned her nail activity and started rubbing her clit from her short silk shorts. Her sight trailed his brown boots, then his hairy round calves, then back to his abs that had a thick trail of brunette hair that went down to his pubic hair.

Katya and Pedro had been mildly flirting but she has never acted beyond it. Albeit her trust in her husband waned, she knew that he came from three generations of wealth and that alone was enough reason for her to keep her attraction to the young man in a covert manner.

She’d usually tell him how big his muscles were and he’d usually tell her how beautiful she was. Too consumed by his bruteness and youth, she closed her eyes in euphoria as she added tweaking her nipples to the play.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!” she softly let out as she pictured Pedro sloppily eating her pink pussy while cupping her 36DD breasts.

Her tweaks intensified—almost tearing her silk camisole as she relished the tactile sensation of the soft fabric aggressively pressed against her cunt.

“Need help?” Pedro asked as he rubbed his bulge and brushed his sweaty brunette bangs to the back of his head—giving her a view of his hairy pits and girthy arms.

“Oh my God!” she let out in exasperation.

Too concerned about her neighbors seeing him—she motioned for him to come inside quickly. As soon as he stepped foot in the Atkins’ foyer, she grabbed his wrist with feminine vigor—leading him to the living room.

“Where’s Mr. Atkins?” he asked with nervous breaths.

“I don’t know. I don’t care”.

Like a hungry tigress, she started devouring his mouth like she hasn’t had a meal on the Safari for a week. Pedro’s kisses proved a stark difference from Smith’s. His included bites and sucks at a rapid pace while the latter’s was soft and slow.

As they circled tongues with each other, his hands wandered from her waist down to her bubble butt.

“Sorry, I’m so sweaty”, he said.

“Just the way I like it”.

Carelessly, he slid his dirty hand and started rubbing her wet and hairless pussy.

“Ahhh!” she exclaimed as soon as he inserted two fingers inside her orifice. As her walls engorged from his fingering, she started rubbing his bulge.

“So fucking wet. Seems like you haven’t had a dick in a long time”.

Once her premature secretions amply lubricated his hand, he turned to her with a lascivious gaze as he licked each wet finger.

“Mmm, Mrs. Atkins, I can’t wait to hose you with my cum”.

Too hot and bothered by his handsome and horny face, she kissed him once more.

“Yes, but let me suck you first”.

Too elated, he had no words. He rested his hands behind his neck in anticipation of her oral pledge. Like a Christmas present, she unfastened his jean shorts—revealing his tan circumcised eight-inch fat, veiny, and hairy Mexican cock.

Seeing the brown wall of flesh was refreshing as for a very long time, she had been making love to a fun size penis that resembled an eraser.

Without thinking things through, she sank her unevenly polished fingers in his masculine ass as she inhaled his testosterone with fervor.

“Finally, I’m with a man again!” she let out before opening her small mouth as wide as she could to consume half of his fat and solid cock.

“Mmm!” she groaned as her clawing caused him to curl his toes inside his boots.

“Yes! Mrs. Atkins! Take that dick!”

“Mmm, mmm, mmm. This is so much better than my husband’s three-inch clit”.

He wanted to burst into laughter but her oral embrace was too intense.

“You sure are having the time of your life Mrs. Atkins”.

“Gwak!”

She didn’t let his full bush’s tickling her face and his big hairy balls touching her chin get in the way of her perfect penilingus. As she chowed down her meaty meal, he couldn’t help but shake in orgasmic tremor.

Without thinking things through, he grabbed her blonde locks and pounced her throat like she was a fuck doll.

“Gwak! Gwak!”

“Ahh! Ahhh! Suck my cock you whore!”

“Katya!?”

Suddenly, there he was, Greg in his powder blue dress shirt, in disbelief at witnessing her betrayal from the window. He was there to pick the disinfectants up and was stopped in his tracks from stumbling upon her gung-ho by the French windows.

“Fuck! Greg, wait a sec!”

She sprinted towards him, clueless about how she’d come out of the mired mess. Utilizing nothing but her charms all her life, she pleaded as she grabbed his strong arms, begging him to listen.

“Please, don’t tell Smith! I’ll have sex with you if you do this for me”.

Feeling queasy, he opened the door of his blue Porsche sedan. He pressed the window button as she stood by his car in anticipation.

“You disgust me”, he nonchalantly let out and ended his succinct yet loaded statement by spitting on the street before taking off.


Chapter 4
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Wanting to release the tension from seeing the wife of his best friend in a morning illicit affair with their gardener, Greg set up his office’s treadmill for a mile run.

He couldn’t believe how Katya possessed the gall to cheat on Smith when he went above and beyond just to make her happy. When their business was booming, she had every new purse that was listed in Vogue.

Diamonds, pearls, gold, watches… Smith never rejected any of her capricious requests. Greg increased the speed of his treadmill—trying to get the anger and disgust that he felt away from his head, along with deciding whether or not he should tell his best friend about his wife’s infidelity.

Moments later, Smith invited Greg to Marty’s, a sports bar beside his clinic in Cleveland. As the young professionals drowned in anticipation for the final baseball drafts and the desperate single women tried to distract their attentions in scantily-clad outfits, Smith couldn’t hold back his tears any longer.

By the fourth beer bottle, tears started streaming down his delicate cheeks.

Fuck…

As he tried to wipe the influx of sorrow with his hands at the utmost swiftness, Greg twisted his bar stool and brushed his back in consolation.

“What’s wrong?”

Smith couldn’t get the words out. He was too embarrassed to tell him that his wife confessed her infidelity over the phone. All he could do at that very moment was soak his best friend’s powder blue linen shirt in tears.

“Man… is it your wife again?”

As much as he wanted to hide the truth, he didn’t want to come home to a cheating wife.

“She cheated on me!” he let out with the sound muffled by his best friend’s muscular chest.

“Wow… I was about to tell you that I caught them earlier when I came by to pick the machines… wow, can’t believe she had the balls to tell you herself”.

“Sorry, man”, Smith said as he unhinged from his tight consolation.

Not wanting to come between anybody’s marriage, he couldn’t watch his best friend in a desperate state any longer.

“I told you, you should divorce her”.

“I don’t wanna go home…”.

“You can sleep at my place”.

Albeit Greg lived in a bachelor pad, his one-bedroom condo looked impressively pristine. Not a fan of clutter, his all-ivory place was only decked in chrome and black appliances. All of his furnishings were dark wood and raven metal, which perfectly complemented his minimalist style.

It was past ten in the evening when Greg scoured his cabinet for an extra sheet and pillow in an inebriated state. With nothing but skimpy white briefs on…

“Here you go”.

Oh…

Along with Smith’s growing desire to dress up as a woman, his curiosity for sleeping with men was increasing as well. Trying his best to hide his body’s reaction from his blue jeans, he placed the white pillow over his crotch.

“T-thanks”, Smith replied—doing his best to avoid looking at his best friend’s 6ft. 2in. masculine body and fat and flaccid manhood that was begging to escape the confines of the soft cotton fabric.

Greg inched towards him—closing the gap from his dick to his face as he tried to reach his best friend’s back to console him.

Fuck!

With a soft stumble brought upon his drunken state, his bulge landed flat on his face.

“Sorry man, haha!” Greg said as Smith lifted him to accompany him to his bed.

“Seriously, you should divorce her”, he let out—covering his eyes with his arm, giving Smith a view of his hairy blonde armpits and girthy guns.

Wow…

Having a whiff of his testosterone earlier, he didn’t know if it was his best friend’s kindness, or he had one too many beers, or perhaps if he was really starting to acknowledge his hidden desire, but for some reason, he wanted to press his face on his yearning.

Instead…

“Good night…”, Smith softly let out before drifting away to sleep on the living room’s black leather sofa.


Chapter 5
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Once the secret was out, Katya didn’t feel like she was walking on eggshells any longer. Brimming with confidence as soon as Smith came home three days later, she interrupted his nightly news with an uncalled intervention.

She sat beside him, crinkling her moss-green nightgown then placed her long legs on his lap.

Ugh…

Irritated to the core, he pushed her legs away and fixed the collar of his blue silk pajamas.

“What’s wrong with you!?” she retaliated.

“Seriously, you don’t know?”

“It’s just sex. Why are you so dramatic?!”

Hearing her audacity made him feel like his heart was beating a mile a minute. Never did he ever think of cheating on her. Even the slightest and most minute scenarios that could cause her to feel insecure never occurred due to his diligence in avoiding possible triggers.

He didn’t have any social media accounts. His e-commerce team was made up of all-male employees. He had to reject every party invitation that paid homage to successful young businessmen like him.

She controlled his spending—and would even get jealous if he bought his mother or his sister something expensive. Suffice to say, she had his balls both literally and figuratively in her hands.

Softly, she picked herself up and used his weakness against him. She started kissing his neck with warm breaths—contrary to the cold and hard qualities that emanated from her heart.

“You wanted to dress up right?”

Suddenly, he felt a shiver down his spine from the novel tactic that she has never used before. Never did she show any ounce of support for him ever since he opened up about the possibility of being a transgender woman.

“I love you so much that I’m willing to let you dress up—but only while we have sex”.

He couldn’t do anything but quiver and listen as she laced his neck with her saliva.

“But I can’t get turned on if I see you looking like a bitch—so I’ll allow you to do that, granted that you let Pedro join us”.

No!

“I know you don’t like it but we have to start somewhere. You won’t find a wife who’s as generous as me. Let’s explore your gender and sexuality as a couple”.

He wanted to express his reluctance but hearing her encouraging words felt like she just cracked his code. At such a low point in his life, all he wanted was to escape and she was offering the key to the door where he could realize his innermost desires—minus Pedro.

Without thinking things through, he kissed her back as the reporter on the television announced the military exercises in Russia.

Two days later, there they were, Smith and Katya in white terry cloth robes in their bathroom during an uneventful July afternoon. At first, she was hesitant to feminize her husband but as soon as she got to applying foundation on his skin, her body was enveloped with nothing but exhilaration.

“You know, it’s not really hard to make you look like a woman. You have a small face and you don’t have a lot of hair”.

With a slight smile, he closed his eyes and relished the relaxing feeling of the soft cream gliding on his skin.

“Look”, she said as she kicked the rotating pastel pink vanity chair.

Oh wow!

Smith couldn’t believe his eyes. His skin face was flawless and the concealer greatly hid his eyebags, five o’clock shadow, and rosacea. Seeing himself with skin that resembled female mannequins’ harbored an inexplicable delight in his heart.

The dark trace of beard that he profusely disdained after every shower was non-existent and he wanted to see the rest of what cosmetics could provide in feeding his elation.

She continued by applying brown eyeshadow on his eyelids to complement his earthy irises then shortly moved on to the blusher. With every brush stroke on his skin, he felt like he was being tickled and blessed by a goddess of femininity.

“You’re lucky to have thin eyebrows. It’s not gonna be a hard job”.

Feeling like his wife was enjoying the makeover made him feel like butterflies were dancing in his belly. Briefly, he wished that the rare moment didn’t last.

“I think you have a warm skin tone”, she informed, right before painting his lips with her MAC Ruby Woo lipstick.

“Ah, I’m right”.

“Uh-uh!” she warned as soon as she saw him try to take a peek.

“You can’t open your eyes until I tell you to do so”.

“Sorry. I’m just really excited”.

To finalize his makeup, she drew a black winged eyeliner and glued false eyelashes on his eyelids to turn his doe eyes into a seductive almond shape.

With utmost excitement, she picked the long wavy brunette wig on the rose quartz counter and placed it on top of his head with utmost gentleness. Carefully, she swiped the bangs away from his face and as soon as she saw his final look—she couldn’t help but feel jolts of envy.

“Open your eyes”.

What the!?

There were many things to be said about Katya but nobody could deny her mastery when it came to beautification. Although she deigned to give her husband a makeover, she was able to successfully turn him into the personification of Jessica Rabbit.

“I can’t believe it!”

“Me neither. I hate to say it but you look good as a woman”.

She disrobed herself—revealing her black two-piece lace lingerie ensemble that greatly contrasted with her alabaster skin and embraced her hourglass body and 32DDs, turning him on immediately. He leaned in for a kiss but she pulled away at a hastened pace.

“Remember your part of the bargain”, she said before undressing him.

As he stood up to pace himself for the red lace panties that she has prepared for him to wear, he couldn’t stop his three-incher from beating in a myriad of directions.

“Haha! Look at your clitoris beating”.

Clitoris…

Albeit disliking the abrasive feeling of the lace fabric rolling up his skin, he brimmed with happiness.

“Tuck it”.

With utmost obedience, he tucked his member behind his thighs. Shortly after, she rolled the pair of red nylon stockings up his hairless limbs. At that moment, he discovered that he was a fan of nylon.

“They feel so nice on the skin”.

“Of course, it’s La Perla. So, none of my bras and shoes will fit you. We’ll have to order online. This is just a trial”.

I can’t believe it…

Although his ensemble was incomplete, nobody could deny how feminine he looked as he admired himself in front of the mirror. Tiny waist, voluminous wavy brunette hair, flat crotch, and thigh-high stockings that sultrily hugged his long and smooth legs made him look like a lingerie model.

“Are you ladies done?” Pedro asked from their bedroom—badly wanting to fuck the Atkins.

“Come in”.

Huh!

There he was, Pedro with nothing but a sombrero, a red lumberjack vest that exposed his girthy arms and protruding pecs, unbuttoned blue jean shorts that proudly showcased his abundant pubic hair, and cowboy boots that emphasized how thick his thighs were.

Although he hated Pedro, for some reason, wearing feminine clothing and being in the same room with a strong man made him feel like he needed to submit.

“Wow! Mr. Atkins”, Pedro exclaimed after seeing the novel image of his boss in a sultry attire.

Underneath the thick pile of foundation, Smith blushed. Katya didn’t enjoy the compliment. Feeling upstaged, she rushed to Pedro and planted a wet and warm kiss.

“Wait—wait”, Pedro said, feeling uneasy from being watched by the husband of the woman who was devouring him.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this, sir?”

Not really…

Not wanting to ruin the moment, he gave a faint smile.

“Haha! Look at him. Do you think he’d mind? He’s in my panties for Christ’s sake!”.

“Mmm, mmm”, she said as she forced his hands to cup her breasts.

“Take me to bed”.

He carried her like she only weighed like a bag of potatoes as Smith stood catatonic by the vanity chair.

“Oh!” Smith exclaimed after Pedro carried him to the bed as well.

“Wow, you’re so light”.

Pedro wormed his way in between them and comfortably rested his hands behind his neck.

“You girls know what to do”, he said—referring to his manhood that was repressed by his jean shorts.

“I don’t think I—“, but before Smith could finish his statement of reluctance—Katya shut him up by pressing his face against Pedro’s pubic hair.

“Haha! Too much talk!” she said.

Oh my God!

“Ah! What should I call him? Sir sounds weird, it kills my boner”.

“Call him Bitch!”.

As he rolled his shorts down his masculine legs and tears streamed down his eyes, he started questioning why he participated in his wife’s crazy demand. But as soon as he saw Pedro’s circumcised and veiny eight-inch dick pulsate inches away from his face as he kissed his wife, an unwilling squirt of precum escaped his cock.

“What’s taking so long!? Lubricate it so I can start riding!” she demanded.

Trembling in fear from his wife’s haughty disposition, he opened his mouth and licked the gardener’s tan shaft with the tip of his tongue.

“Come on Bitch! Suck it already!” Pedro said before slapping his face with his solid boner.

Feeling his impatience, he started delivering tongue flicks like he was licking a popsicle stick on a hot summer day.

Not bad…

He thought he wouldn’t like the taste but to his surprise, he genuinely liked his meaty and salty delight.

“Ahhh!” he briefly let out from Smith’s warm and wet offering.

She slid her body up and started feeding Pedro her oppressive tits.

“Mmm! Yeah!” she let out as soon as Pedro accidentally bit her nipples like a starving puppy.

Wanting to taste more, Smith circled his dick head with his tongue—causing him to discover how a man’s precum tasted.

Bittersweet…

“Mmm, mmm”, he started moaning, brought upon by the surprise of enjoying cock.

“Haha! Look at the bitch enjoying Mexican dick”, Pedro let out—causing her to giggle.

“Yeah, you like that maricon? (fag)”

Without thinking things through, Pedro pushed his head with youthful vigor—prematurely introducing his mushroom head to Smith’s tonsils.

“Gwak!”

The longer he devoured the gardener’s dick, the more his need for it intensified. Ignoring the tears brought upon by his novice fellatio, he continued servicing the Mexican man as if his life depended on it.

Deep throat, tight sucklings—accidentally grazing his shaft with his teeth were all part of how he pleased a man for the very first time. Just as soon as he started wanting more by trailing his shaft down to his balls, Katya pushed his face away with her butt.

Shortly after…

“Ahhh!” she let out—impaling herself with Pedro’s penis.

There it was, her engorged pussy walls embracing every inch of the hunky gardener’s yearning. Brimming with jealousy, he stood up and asserted his dominance by darting his dick into her face.

“Haha! Get that tiny thing away from me”.

“Haha! It’s so small!” Pedro seconded.

“Ah! Ahh! Go back down there and lick his balls!”

As she rode his Latino cock and suffocated his face with her tits, Smith went down and licked the remnants of his wife’s wetness through Pedro’s shaft and balls.

“Your pussy’s so tight! Bet you ain’t giving it to your pathetic husband”.

“Mmm… yeah, you saw how small that was”.

“Mmm, Pedro, you’re such a strong man. Your dick is so big!”

“I’ve never enjoyed sex until I met you”.

Is that true…

Hearing her declarations of affinity for the young man felt like daggers stabbing his heart. But watching her genuinely have fun and bask in the pleasure of the adulterous rendezvous stopped him from acting on his jealousy.

“You like this monster cock in your pussy, Mrs. Atkins?”

“Mmm, yes! Fuck me hard!”

Hearing her cue, Pedro started pouncing like a jackrabbit—causing her to bounce and jiggle in euphoria.

“Ah! Pedro! Ahh!”

“Gahhh! Mrs. Atkins, you fucking slut, you fucking puta! (whore)”

“Ahh! Ahh! Ahh!”

“I’m so clo—“.

“I…”, she let out—almost out of breath.

“Love…”.

“You!”

At that very moment, Pedro didn’t only destroy Katya’s pussy. Katya’s declaration of love also destroyed Smith’s heart.

“Ahhhh…”, she let out as she abundantly released a waterfall of cum that Smith relished to the very last drop.

“I’m next! Take it bitch!”

She unhinged from his cock and rested on his side as she watched her husband cry over spilled pussy juice. Not fully adjusted to the hurt of being outcasted, Smith succumbed to Pedro’s strong grip.

“Gwak! Gwak!” Smith let out from the gung-ho that their beefy gardener exhibited.

“Take it! Take it!”

“Gwak!”

“Here it comes!”

“Gahhh!”

As Pedro heartlessly released his warm infidel sperm in Smith’s throat, Katya deliberately exchanged tongues with him—letting her husband know how deeply unattracted she was to him. Smith closed his eyes to avoid the harrowing sight of his wife’s upfront cheating and swallowed Pedro’s babygravy along with the toxicity that they were exhibiting.


Chapter 6
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It has been two weeks of Smith chewing more than he could swallow. He thought that his sexual exploration with Katya would help him discover more about his gender identity. However, all he got out of their menage a trois moments were confirmations of how Katya never loved him and he just participated in solidifying her feelings of repulsion.

After cleaning his insides to prepare for his first bottoming experience, Katya was on the verge of losing her patience.

“Open the door you useless piece of shit!” she yelled as she banged on their bathroom door.

This is insane…

“Open up and come take this dick!” Pedro followed.

With a deep breath, he tucked his three-incher in pink cotton panties and flipped his brunette wig to his back. Moments later, there was Pedro in full glory along with Katya wearing a black leather corset top and panties combo.

“Ouch!” Smith let out after she poked his hole with a finger laced with KY Jelly.

“Bend over and take it like a slut!” she retorted.

With closed eyes, he let her lubricate his untouched orifice as Pedro inserted his monster cock in his mouth.

“Gwak!”

“Ah! Can’t wait to destroy your ass”, Pedro moaned in utmost lasciviousness.

“Make sure you fuck him hard. He deserves it”, she seconded.

“Gwak!”

It feels so nice…

Albeit having feelings of reluctance as he wanted his first time to be special, he couldn’t deny how much he enjoyed his wife’s finger darting in and out and circling in his hole. It was slightly uncomfortable but highly sensate that his small penis twitched profusely.

Pedro unhinged his dick out of his mouth and tickled his asshole with his mushroom head.

“Wait… I need to see your face…”, he pleaded to his wife.

Glacially, she crawled to the bed and locked eyes with him.

“Please… if we’re gonna do this, I’ll need your support…”.

She caressed his face and offered a sweet smile…

*Ptui!*

With a surprise spit, she continued by letting out a hearty laugh as her saliva dripped from his cheek down to the bed sheet.

“Hahaha! Too much drama over a dick!”

Before he could recover from the humiliation, Pedro inserted his dick head in, painting Smith’s face with agony.

“Gahhh!” he groaned in pain.

“Ooomph!” Pedro let out in horny tremor.

I can’t take it anymore!

With the sharp sensation, embarrassment, and pent-up anger, he pushed Pedro away and grabbed a white terry-cloth robe that hung on his wife’s vanity chair.

As he frantically ran from his house to his black Honda sedan in a brown wig, bathrobe, and four-inch red stilettos…

“Smith!?” Greg, in his drenched black Under Armour shirt, called—his nightly jog on the sidewalk disturbed by his best friend bumping into him.

Fuck!

“What the—hey…”.

“Are you crying?”

“No!”

He picked himself up and progressed to run away but Greg’s strength left no room for escape.

“Say something!”

“Look at me!”

Smith couldn’t let a word out. All he could do was let his tears wash his wife’s saliva away. With his silent cry that infected Greg, it was time to stop holding back.

“This is me! This is the real me!”

Without words, Greg picked his best friend up with a tight embrace, letting him feel his acceptance.

“Then why are you crying!?”

Smith has never mentioned anything about their rendezvous in fear of being judged, but in his most vulnerable state which was returned with a welcoming hug, he decided to open up.

“I thought I could do what she wanted but I can’t…”.

With a perturbed and heated visage, he demanded clarification.

“She wanted Pedro to fuck me”.

And just like that, Greg lost his marbles.

“Are they in there?”

“No! Let’s just talk abou—“, but right before he could spout his white lie, his best friend stood up and ran to their bedroom. Smith removed his heels and followed him but he was too swift to catch up.

“You fucking pervert!” Greg yelled—bellowing the whole house as Katya unhinged her wet pussy from sitting on Pedro’s erection.

“Stop it!” she screamed in exasperation on the floor as Greg threw several punches at Pedro who mitigated his anger by ducking and covering his face with his girthy arms.

“Greg!” Smith followed as he grabbed his waist away from the young man.

“You fucking psycho bitch!” he followed—pointing at Katya as she buried herself in their sheets on the floor.

“Get out of my house!” she screamed.

“Your house!? Haha!” Greg retaliated.

“Let’s just go”, Smith added as he grabbed his wrist with gung-ho.

“This is not the last of it!”

Moments later, there they were, Smith and Greg just outside of his car.

“Let’s go to my place. Let’s talk about it”.

“I’m not really in the mood right now. I just need to be alone”.

Worried-sick about his friend, he didn’t want to let go of him. He insisted once more.

“Come on! You know you can talk to me”.

“I know…”.

Smith leaned in and gave him a tight embrace.

“Thank you… for everything”.

As Greg pulled his blonde locks in frustration, Smith stepped on the gas. He drove in one direction for more than five minutes with his head in the clouds. Feeling like he needed to go further, he accelerated.

Take me…

Suddenly, the blinding headlights of a gray bus started occupying his vision. Albeit the vehicle’s profuse beeping, his other senses stopped working. All his body could absorb was the light.

*Screech!*

The bus stopped but Smith was determined to get to the end of his journey. Shortly after…

Goodbye…

*Bang!*


Chapter 7
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It didn’t take long before the paramedics and police arrived. The driver of the bus immediately called 911 after Smith carelessly crashed into the gigantic vehicle.

The passengers of six adults got out of the bus to check the harrowing incident. There he was, Smith, covered in blood and being carefully carried to the nearest hospital. The officer in charge immediately checked his plate number and informed Katya.

However, she was cunt-deep in euphoria from riding Jose as if nothing happened earlier. By the third time her phone rang consecutively, she irritatingly picked up.

“Mrs. Atkins?”.

“Y-yes, speaking”, she replied.

Pedro, blue-balled by another orgasmic interruption, sauntered to her and inserted his yearning.

“We found your husband in a car crash. He’s being taken to St. Gabriel’s Hospital”, the officer said as Pedro mindlessly fucked her while standing up.

“Ah! Ahh! Tighten it for me you whore”.

“Shh!”

“Sorry about that. Is he alive?”

The officer, dumbfounded by the moaning, did his best to stay professional.

“Yes ma’am but he is in critical condition”.

Elated by the news, she tightened her vagina—blowing Pedro’s mind.

“Goo—oo—ood!”

“Th-thanks officer! Ahh…”.

As her husband fought for his life…

“Ahh! I’m gonna cum you whore!”

“Ahh! Ahhh!”

“Fuck me harder!”

Pedro pulled her hair and pounded her pussy like he was encasing a Samurai.

“Gah! Take it! Take it!”

“Yes, Pedro! Yes!”

“Ahhh!!!”

Normally, Katya would push Pedro away whenever he came. But at that very moment, she let his daddygravy flow freely inside her yearning. As thoughts of inheritance and being widowed danced in her head, she kissed her gardener as she had never before.

News of Smith found bloody in a wig and robe spread fast in Bentleyville. Katya didn’t show up to support her husband but his parents did.

“Where’s Katya?” Smith’s mother Elaine asked as she tucked her silver hair behind her ear as soon as she saw Greg arrive in the waiting room.

“I don’t know… what did they say!?”

“It was a total wreck and they’re operating now. Oh my God!” she let out as she drenched Greg’s shirt with her tears. Her husband Grant moved closer and brushed her back in consolation.

“The police are still investigating but the witnesses said that he crashed himself into the bus”, Grant added.

Having an idea of what caused his best friend to do the careless act, he clenched his fist as he tried his best to suppress his welling eyes. He wanted to tell his parents about the salacious details but he knew that it wasn’t the right time.

However, in his mind, if his best friend died, he’d do anything to make sure that Katya and Pedro paid for their sins.

After five hours of anxious anticipation, Mr. Sinclair, the surgeon, emerged from the operating room in a blue scrub suit. Elaine clutched her south sea pearl necklace as they stood up to hear what the doctor had to say.

“The family of Mr. Atkins?”

The couple nodded.

“He broke a rib and luckily, none of his vital organs were damaged. He’s gonna need some therapy and a lot of rest”.

Feeling the heavy load lift off their backs, Elaine hugged the surgeon in elation.

“Don’t worry mam, he’s gonna be fine”.

“Ugh! Thank heavens!”

Greg couldn’t stop his tears to stream down his cheeks. All he could do was mutter words of praise and gratitude for his best friend’s second life.

Moments later, it was past two in the morning as the Atkins and Greg watched Smith sleep.

“I’m gonna get some of his clothes but Katya’s not answering”.

“Don’t call her…”, Greg interrupted.

“She’s the reason why this happened”.

After moments of clarification and finding out, Elaine took a deep breath.

“Thanks for telling me. You know, I’m not surprised. I’ve always known that there was something different about Smith. He was always fascinated with my fashions and my cosmetics”, Elaine informed.

“He could’ve just told me. We accept him for whoever he is”, Grant added.

“What I can’t fathom is what that gold-digging—excuse me, whore did to my son. She will pay for everything!” she added.

Slowly, she sauntered towards Greg and brushed his blonde locks to the back of his head.

“You’re a very good friend”.

“So, we’ll head home for a bit to get some stuff for him. We’ll be back in an hour. You don’t have to stay here, my dear”.

“I’ll stay here Mrs. Atkins… until he wakes up”.

With a smile, she exited the room with her husband.

Ten minutes later, Smith started regaining consciousness.

Huh?

“What is, where am—“.

“Oh, you’re awake”, Greg said with glee.

“You crashed into a bus and you broke a rib”.

“Where’s Katya?”

“She didn’t pick up our calls. Your parents went home to get some things for you”.

This is insane…

“How long have I been here?”

“Six, seven hours—I think”.

Feeling his heart sink to the pit of his stomach from his wife being a no-show, Greg held his hand.

What the…

“When you said that it was you when you were wearing that wig… what did you mean by that?”

Oh, God…

Realizing that he had nothing more to hide, he gazed at Greg’s sapphire eyes intently.

“I feel like—“

“—I’m a woman…”.

Greg brushed his bangs gently and offered a knowing smile.

“Then I guess you’re my first lady friend”, he quipped.

From a faint smile, Greg’s visage sterned up.

“If this is what you truly want, I can help you. I have plenty of doctor friends who specialize in that…”.

“Greg…”.

Overwhelmed with his best friend’s response, he wanted to say something.

“I’ll also do your rib therapy—“.

“—Don’t come back to that bitch. I’ll help you recover… just… live with me”.

And just like that, he lost every semantic that danced in his head. Softly, he nodded as he let his tears flow down his cheeks. Greg kissed his forehead, sending jolts of happiness to every fiber of his body.

“I’ll always protect you. I made a promise back in the fifth grade, remember?”

Smith nodded once more as he relished the feeling of what it was like to be unconditionally loved for the very first time.

“Thank you, Greg…”.

“Shhh… go back to sleep”.


Chapter 8
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It was almost Halloween and Smith was able to grow his hair to shoulder length. Along with his physical therapy for his broken ribs was his second month of undergoing hormone replacement therapy.

Now, living as a woman by the name of Samantha, she started pondering the possibility that maybe, she had to go through such drastic lengths to know what it was truly like to be free.

As her feelings for Katya started melting away, her feelings for Greg grew gradually day by day. Along with the emotional changes, she started developing intense sensations from her spurting breasts.

Her skin started feeling and looking smooth and the growth of her body hair started slowing down. The medicinal manifestations didn’t only alleviate her gender dysphoria, it also intensified her appreciation for domestication.

“Beef pot pie!” she exclaimed as she served Greg her first take on the famous recipe on his dining table.

“Mmm! This looks amazing!” he complimented as he sliced the pie with gung-ho.

Watching his enthusiasm for her cooking was more than enough reward for her. As she clutched the collar of one of his many dress shirts that she had been using as her loungewear, he turned to her while munching.

“Did she call you again?”

“Uh-uh”, she said.

“Good. Don’t let her gaslight you again”.

He sliced a piece and offered to feed her. Stranger to the chivalrous gesture, she couldn’t do anything but blush and open her mouth.

“Mmm, yummy. Didn’t know I could do that”.

“I didn’t know you could either… but apparently—“, he said then planted a kiss on her lips.

Huh!?

“You can…”.

In disbelief that her best friend would ever feel the same way for her, she paused as she watched him commence his dinner.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean—“, but before he could finish his apology, she leaned closer and kissed him back—causing a sauce streak stain on his white sweater.

Here goes nothing…

“I love you… Greg”, she said with warm breaths as her heart raced as it had never before.

He carried her to the sofa and gently laid her body before painting her neck with soft kisses.

“I love you too, Samantha…”.

“Pinch me”, she said.

“Huh?!”

“So I know this is real”.

Greg smiled and continued lacing her neck with his love.

“Nothing can make it feel more real than this”, he followed before locking lips and exchanging tongues with her.

With utmost fervor, he unbuttoned her shirt as she clawed her back to take his sweater off. She was sure that her anti-androgen medications have affected her libido but at that very moment, her member started growing inside her pink panties.

Ashamed that it might repulse him, she trailed to her crotch and discreetly tucked her penis. However, before she could get to her destination, he pinned her arm to the sofa’s armrest and started licking her nipples.

“Ahh!” she let out from the wet and tactile delight of her extra-sensate nipples being licked for the very first time.

It feels so good…

“They’ve grown nicely”, he said with a muffled tone as he continued feasting on her breasts and squeezing them together to form a cleavage.

“Mmm, mmm”, he said as she curled her toes in utmost delight.

“Ahh!” she let out once more after he softly bit her pink pointers.

“You’re so good at this”.

“We’re just getting started, love”, he said.

Love…

Slowly, he trailed her breasts down to her navel with his tongue, driving her even wilder. With the ticklish sensation on her belly button, she couldn’t help but throw little kicks in the air.

“Haha! Sorry”.

“Mmm”.

Oh my God!

Suddenly, her dread occurred, but most unexpectedly and positively. He slid his hand inside her pink cotton panties and untucked her precum-soiled shecock.

“Greg!”

“Shh…”, he nonchalantly let out as he stroked her penis and continued kissing her.

Nobody has ever touched her that way. Greg’s hand didn’t only envelope her penis with lust, she felt like she was being brushed with love.

“I love you no matter what you have between your legs”.

With a crimson face, she succumbed—allowing him to feel how hard she was for him.

“Oh, Greg…”.

Without thinking things through, he rolled her panties down and leaned into her pink pulsating three-incher. Greg was adept at licking pussy and has never imagined that he would one day come face to face with another person’s penis.

With eyes closed, he started licking her pink hairless balls as she looked away and basked in her trepidations.

I hope he doesn’t get turned off.

As she squeezed her eyes in shame…

What the?!

He devoured every inch of her like it was his first time to taste a lollipop. Greg knew how much he loved Samantha, but he was unsure if he could love her that much. But after having a taste of her estrogen-laced candy stick, his mind started meeting his heart.

“It’s so sweet…”, he murmured.

“You don’t have to do that”, she moaned softly—lying to herself as she wanted him to keep going. With every up-and-down bob, she felt like she was being stroked by an orgasmic deity.

“But I want to. Mmm, mmm, mmm”.

“Ahh… Greg…”.

Feeling like she was about to explode, she unhinged herself from his mouth.

“Let me do the same for you”.

Greg liberated his manhood from his jeans and tighty whities and shortly after, there it was, his nine-incher, proudly erect and pointing north—surrounded by thick carpets of blonde pubic hair.

“I’m big, you sure you can take it?”

She wasn’t just sure, it was all that she had been fantasizing about even before transitioning. With a naughty wink, she pushed him to the sofa and started licking his shaft. As he rested his hands on his nape, she started circling his mushroom head with her tongue.

“Mmm, that feels really nice…”.

Thinking that the novelty of dick-sucking had died for her due to having zilch feelings for Pedro, she was proven wrong by having a taste of her best friend’s girthy meat.

It was salty, just like one of his favorite ice cream flavors, butter pecan, and the only sane way to get the full flavor was to gobble it up and so… she did.

“Gwak!” she let out with a tearful face from consuming only half of his manhood’s length as the plush gray carpet provided comfort for her knees.

“Ahhh!” he let out from the pleasure that her hungry mouth offered.

Sucking up the dripping saliva, she consumed the remaining—causing her to breathe intensely through her nose. It was the only form of suffocation she found exhilarating and she was determined to let him know that she scored A+ in penilingus.

“Gwak! Gwak!”

She commenced with gung-ho, letting his yearning in and out like his dick had a VIP pass in her throat. Genuinely, she enjoyed sucking his member as he treated her with the utmost gentleness, unlike Jose who used her mouth like it was a fleshlight.

Not sure if she was ready but with love coursing through her body, she spat on her hand and lubricated her tight hole.

“I’ve never done this before… but I want to do it with you”, she softly said.

“What do you—“, but before he could finish his query, she stood up and turned around—giving him a view of her slender frame and plump ass.

“This”, she said as she slid her finger in her hole, leaving him to marvel at the novel sight of her pink and tight orifice.

“You don’t have to—“.

She climbed on top of his body as she paced herself and wrapped his mushroom head with her yearning orifice.

“Ah!” he let out in a convulsive state from the novel delight of entering the tightest confinement that his dick has been in.

Ouch!

As she endured the sharp pain, she tested her love for him by welcoming three inches more.

“Gah!” she let out with a face painted with agony.

Never in her life did she imagine that she was capable of that kind of pain.

“Take it easy… you’re still recovering”, he said—referring to her broken rib.

She clung tighter to his girthy neck as she consumed all of him—feeling like she performed the reverse taking of the Excalibur. As her anal muscles clenched and his dick beat at a rapid rate, they locked lips with each other to ignore the torture—hers was with the pain that she endured and his, with being orgasmically hugged but not able to thrust.

Moments later, as the pain from the impalement started fading away, she was introduced to the harbinger of prostate pleasure.

What is this feeling?

Every jolt of sharp pain was replaced with an orgasmic tickle, causing her to circle her hips to confirm if her body was starting to manifest the answer to why some people like taking it up the ass.

“Mmm!” she let out in a horny tremor as he felt an influx of mindblowing tactile sensations.

“You’re so tight!” he said—causing him to kiss her more in an effort not to carelessly pounce his way to the finish line.

“I think I’m ready”, she said before bouncing gently on his dick.

“Fuck! That’s so good, Samantha!”

“Mmm… Greg! I love you…”.

“Gahhh! I love you too”.

At that very moment, he lost every ounce of discipline he had in his body. Without thinking things through, he stood up and carried her as he thrusted in and out of her tight hole.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh! This is the tightest hole I’ve been in!”

Each time his solid helmet poked her prostate, she felt like she was gonna pee. He continued fucking her as he carried her delicate body with his brute strength.

“Take me!”

“Gahhh!”

From a romantic pace, he started pouncing carelessly—causing her prostate to send signals to her balls.

“Ahhh! Greg! I’m gonna—“.

“Ah! Ahh! Greg!”

“Keep go—“, but before she could finish her orgasmic declarations, she squirted her sweet cum on his abs. As soon as he felt the tactility of her orgasmic liquid drip down his sweaty stomach, he started shaking in a convulsive state.

“Fuck! Fuck!”

As she relished her orgasm and the seemingly neverending pleasure that his love-making delivered, it was his time.

“Samantha! I’m cumming!”

“Yes, Greg! Cum for me!”

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

And just like that, he washed his stern heterosexual thoughts away as his thick daddygravy wormed its way inside her freshly picked cherry.

So warm…

“Oh my God!” he screamed—bellowing his home as his manhood continue pulsating inside her.

“That’s insane”, she replied softly before locking lips with him once more.

Softly, he unhinged and laid his body on the carpet. She rested her head on his sweaty chest as they closed their eyes and immersed themselves in successfully expressing their love for each other.

“You know… I’ve been thinking”.

Huh?!

“Maybe the reason why I’m not married yet is that my subconscious mind kept telling me that you’re the one…”.

“Greg…”.

“Do you feel the same way too?”

“You know… for such a long time, I’ve lived a lie, but one thing I was sure of is that whenever I felt like my world was crumbling down, you’re the only person I knew I could count on”.

“And with what just happened, I think that that feeling of security… only masked what I truly felt for you”.

She leaned in for a sweet kiss and looked intently into his eyes.

“Now I know that I love you, I truly love you, Greg”.

“I love you too… my best friend, the only woman for me, Samantha…”.

As her beef pot pie cooled down, their bodies started heating up from the romantic embrace.


Chapter 9

[image: ]

A month later, as Samantha, she waited for Katya in Atty. Bronson’s office. In an all-black Dior dress suit that her mother has picked out for her, she couldn’t wait to settle the score with her estranged wife.

As Atty. Bronson frantically fixed the collar of his black suit in an effort to be noticed by Samantha, there she was, Katya, in a grey Chanel tweed jacket and white skirt ensemble, an outfit that she bought with Samantha’s money.

Bitch!

She couldn’t believe her eyes. Samantha’s transition was so swift and effective that she started feeling insecure. With a fake smile, she tried to get close to her for a kiss-to-kiss cheek but her effort was halted by Samantha’s quick hand gesture.

“Don’t even think about it”.

“S-sorry…”.

Katya, frozen from the embarrassment, found a cushion across from her then-husband who turned to her wife.

“So… Mrs. Atkins, we want to make this as quick as possible”.

“Samantha is willing to give you half of everything. She just wants to move as quickly as possible. We will liquidate the house, the car, and all of your accessories”.

“Not the bags! P-please…”.

“We already have buyers, it’s the least you can do. You don’t want to fight this in court. Believe me… you will lose”.

Samantha smirked at her and asked her lawyer to proceed.

“With everything that you’ve caused her, you might get deported from defrauding her for a green card or… in jail. By the way!”

“Not only that, but you will also get half of the unsold disinfectants so you probably need to start looking for storage spaces as early as today”.

Knowing that she wouldn’t win the battle against Samantha, she nodded.

“I’m sorry… I really—“.

“Shush. Talk to my lawyer if you need anything. Just sign the goddamn papers. I have somewhere to go to”.

Without the ink drying, Samantha exited the room in her pink Manolo Blahnik pumps, and not for a single moment did she ever think of looking back.


Epilogue
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A year and a half later, Katya gave birth to Pedro’s child. She thought that she could finally have her American dream with him but he finished the wealth that she accumulated from her marriage with Samantha from his nightly check-ins in different casinos.

Not knowing how she could sell the disinfectants, she gave them back to Samantha as a form of apology—and to save her from renting out a storage space that she couldn’t afford with her welfare checks and his minimum wage.

Luckily for Samantha, her best friend and boyfriend Greg had plenty of connections from attending doctors' conventions, and they were able to liquidate the disinfectants in different hospitals across America.

Little did she know, her luck didn’t end with the disinfectants yet. Greg just acquired his mother’s 3-carat Harry Winston engagement ring and he was planning to propose to her after her full recovery from undergoing breast augmentation surgery.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Heartless Housewife? In that case, I hope you could check out my first bundle Romantic Sissies Volume One.

It contains three sissification and feminization stories brought upon by domineering transgender women. In it, you will get six titillating books from the heart.
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First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

The first title follows the story of Danny, a lanky high school senior who succumbs to a first-time feminization transformation brought upon by his first love for Mrs. Morningwood, a transgender woman who runs an adult publishing business.

Mrs. Morningwood finds out that Danny offered more than being a stand-in model. He reminds her that there was more to life than enduring a relationship with a cheating husband.

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

The second title follows the story of Louie Liddledich, a travel vlogger who was determined not to take another dime from his wealthy father to pursue his passions. After several careless financial decisions, he stumbles upon a chance meeting with a Japanese transgender mama-san and loanshark who owns Tokyo’s top sissy hostess club.

Discover how Louie swallowed his pride, ego, masculinity, and more *wink* in this forced feminization transformation and sissy training story.

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

The third title follows the story of Ahmed Al-Haziz, a multimillionaire tech magnate from a family of sheikhs in Dubai. With Amanda Cruz, his Asian transgender girlfriend’s bubbling-up frustration from being treated like a holiday girlfriend, he was determined to prove her love to her by adhering to several conditions.

Amanda soon finds out that she bit more than she could chew after finding out that traveling to a middle-eastern country as a transgender woman was not exactly like a yellow cab ride. Just how will they be able to live as lesbian lovers with Ahmed’s four wives and Amanda’s immigration challenges in this sissy husband book?

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One


Other Titles
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It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Read Joy Ride
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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 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

[image: ]

"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

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

Read Beauty In The Brothel


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Heartless Housewife – A Feminization and Denial Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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