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Introduction

On our first encounter, Yousef took my virginity.

He came four times and I came twice. I couldn’t have asked for more. I was taken by a bonafide Adonis.

My life just started to get more exciting. I wasn’t only a college student, I was a semi-experienced one. I felt an unbeknownst kind of power right after he popped my cherry.

Underneath the image of a slutty college femboy, I was just a horny postpubescent wet dreamer. It took me a while compared to my friends in high school to give up my transwomanhood.

Before having sex for the very first time, I thought I knew it all. I was avidly watching porn and keeping up with sexual conversations with friends. Little did I know, I knew nothing.

He was sent to me by some cosmic power to teach me almost everything that I needed to know.

In my last book, our story ended before I went home. Yousef was still staying in Makati days after our first encounter. So many possibilities were still waiting to happen.

What More Did My Cherry Want?

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a Filipina Transgender Woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my sexperiences by night.

Everything that’s written in this book is based on my life. I live by a duality of being a dignified trans woman in public and a lustful ladyboy in private.

I love sex… I think, breathe, and eat it. The higher powers have really hit the jackpot when they created the form of a man. The broad shoulders, the masculine arms & thighs, the way a penis magically erects… I’m getting hard and wet at the same time just by writing these things.

Before I get distracted and lose the will to finish this book, let me tell you a story about my first sexual partner. I want you to go somewhere with utmost privacy because I’m going to be very intimate with you.

Are you alone now? Good. Don’t touch yourself just yet. I can see that the bulge from your pants is growing. I’m almost there.

I said stop touching it! You’re such a naughty boy.

Picture this…

✓    I have long and straight black hair

✓    My boobs are 38 DD

✓    I’m a little on the chubby side but not too big

✓    My height is 5ft 6in. and I have fair skin

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

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

✓    I have a bubble butt and my girltoy is resting sweetly

It’s August 18, 2022, and 01:38 PM in the Philippines. The weather is nice. It’s sunny but not blazing hot. I’m wearing a loose black dress, no bra, and no panties.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to My Cherry No More – Part Three.


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Erotic Content based on my life 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 (pun intended) and Promos.

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

CLICK TO JOIN

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/epL92e/view

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

Love Always,

Lilly
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Chapter 1

I immediately passed out last night after reaching my bed. I woke up with glee as the beautiful midday and night that Yousef and I shared were still lingering in my mind.

“Come to my birthday party on Friday”, my friend and trans mom Sofia invited in a text message.

A trans mom is common for young transgender women in the Philippines. She’s usually an older trans woman friend who plays the role of a mother, guiding her trans daughter to properly transition physically and in some cases, she’s also like an overall mother. 


I was very lucky. My trans mom was a literal goddess. She was ultra passable and not only that, she was a head-turner. She looked like a Russian supermodel who was consistently on the covers of Vogue.

Sofia was skinny, around 5ft 9in., had deep brown eyes, a thin and tall nose, a heart-shaped face, luscious lips, olive skin, and 34DD breasts.

She lived in San Pablo, Laguna. It’s a city within the province of Laguna that’s around three to four hours away from Makati, City. I was hesitant to say yes because it was too far and I’ve never traveled that long alone while riding a bus.

However, I couldn’t say no because I didn’t want her to disown me. “Okay, mama! See you!”, I replied while I was sitting inside an FX (a shared 10-seater van and a form of public transportation in the Philippines) while I was on the way to school.

Moments later, I was listening to Buy U A Drank by T-Pain on the radio of my cellphone while I was walking to my university. My view was tall buildings and hot ex-pats in suits and collared linen shirts who were on their way to work.

Yousef’s still hotter!

I couldn’t get Yousef out of my head. He was like a ghost with unfinished business. I didn’t even confront and release him just like how one should deal with ghosts. I just kept acknowledging his presence.

It was pretty early and I was sure that he was still sleeping. I didn’t want to disturb him but I wanted to hear his voice. I controlled myself and thought about school instead.

Shit, I’m gonna be late!

I was so consumed by what happened last night that I didn’t notice the time. I was gonna be late for my first class. I sprinted through the underpass and turned my peaceful morning walk to school into a track and field competition.

Moments later, I arrived at my class. Luckily, my professor was in a good mood and she just jokingly remarked about me being late because I spent too much time fixing myself.

Michelle was smiling from afar. She reserved a seat for me next to her and I knew that she wanted me to spill the tea.

“What happened you little slut!?” she quipped. “You won’t be able to handle it, you witch!” I replied with an uncontrollable smile on my face.

I shared the unbridled encounter that Yousef and I had with Michelle but I kept the bits about my dick to myself. I wasn’t comfortable talking about my shedick because at that time, it made me feel less feminine.

“Good morning baby =)”, Yousef greeted in a text message.

My heart jumped and I felt gratified because he was the one who texted first. Most hookups end right after parting ways but this one didn’t. I didn’t want him just for sex anymore, I was already in love with him.

Yes, it may sound delusional but I was a virgin. He was my first sexual partner and we did four rounds. If those factors aren’t enough to make a naïve college student fall in love, I don’t know what would.

“Good morning! I’m in class. I miss you <3”, I replied.

“Sorry baby, I miss you too!” he texted back.

After I finished class, I went to the quaint coffee shop beside my school and I texted Yousef and asked him to call me.

We were both happy to hear each other’s voices and I was able to convince him to come with me to the birthday party. I was elated, not only because I was going to see him again, but because I won’t have to travel alone, riding a bus for three to four hours.

Yousef, like the gentleman he was, offered to pay for the hotel car to take us there.


Chapter 2

It was a sunny Friday afternoon after class and I was sitting in the coffee shop near our school with my friends. Giselle and Michelle were talking about some slutty girl that they hated while RJ and Maria were talking about Korean movies that they were obsessed with.

“Excuse me”, I interjected to the group right before I went to the bathroom. I took out the knee-length brown and white striped collared dress that I borrowed from my sister, white form-fitting pants, silver ballet flats, and a chunky silver belt from my tote bag.

I did a quick change from my college uniform to my Jennifer Lopez-inspired outfit. I topped my look with brown bug-eye sunglasses and nude lipgloss. I then blessed the mirror with my postpubescent and newly devirginized persona.

Superstar, that’s what you are!

I went out of the bathroom and…

“Wow!” my friends exclaimed in unison. Their reaction was viral, even the coffee shop’s staff smiled in admiration while looking at my outfit of the day.

Mikki and his posse entered the place and greeted me. I could see the envy in his eyes right before we did a cheek-to-cheek kiss.

“Why are you dressed like that?” he asked.

“I’m going somewhere with my boyfriend”, I replied. He gave me a suspicious look because it was only days ago when we last spoke and I did not mention anything about dating anyone apart from the then impending bout with Yousef.

“What do you mean, boyfriend?” he continued as his forehead wrinkled. My phone vibrated from my pants and there it was, a text message from Yousef.

“I’m outside, baby”, he said. I looked at Mikki and replied, “You’ll see”, with a raised eyebrow and an arrogant smirk on my face.

“Girls! It’s time!” I excitedly informed my friends. They all stood up to follow me like minions, including Mikki and his posse of two ugly and annoying bitches.

Moments later, there he was, Yousef, just outside of a black luxury van, wearing a black and white striped long-sleeved shirt with collar and blue jeans—waving at me from a distance.

Everyone was glued to me as I sauntered to greet him, including the students who were just casually hanging out near our uni’s entrance.

“Hey, baby!” I said right before we quickly kissed on the lips. I looked over my shoulder and winked at my friends and smiled at Mikki from a distance. Yousef opened the door for me and he closely followed. It was an unforgettable and iconic moment.

I felt like I was the moment, the icon, the legend.

“You look sexy”, he whispered in my ear. The van was huge and the windows were tinted. I felt like I was in a cave. Yousef started kissing my neck while cupping my breasts. I was afraid that the driver would see us but I was powerless.

Yousef’s fresh smell, sexy body, and full lips were too hot to resist. He started unbuttoning my dress while the car was moving. His grips were tight and the way he was handling me felt like we haven’t seen each other for years.

He started sucking my lower lip while tweaking my light brown nipples. I was feeling his crotch and his bulge getting bigger and harder from his blue jeans.

I unzipped his pants, revealing his black and soiled briefs, as he went down to eat my spurting femboy tits. He then started licking my nipples and softly biting my ladyboy lumps.

“Ugh!” I exclaimed.

“Shh”, he said, while looking at the rearview mirror and checking if the driver was taking a peek. The way he ate my college tits was so wild. His restrictive hold made him seem like an anaconda that hasn’t had its meal for months.

It was very hard not to be audible from all of the sensations I was feeling. I was rubbing his wet briefs and bulge from his precum, he was eating my breasts, and my soiled dick was fighting my tuck and two pieces of black panties.

He grabbed my hair and motioned me to suck his dick—displacing my pink hairclip and sunglasses. I took his brown leather belt off and removed his pants.

I miss this!

Even if it was dark, I could see the difference in the color of the soiled part of his black briefs from the dry ones. I sucked the liquid out of the wet parts and pressed my nose against his bulge. I sniffed his dick and balls hard as he laid his back and put both his hands behind his head to relax.

My point of view was him with just a long-sleeved shirt and black bikini briefs. I then removed his briefs and he was already hard. I cleaned his soiled dick, starting from the head, and swallowed his bittersweet and warm precum.

“Mmm”, I moaned right before doing rapid tongue flicks on his balls. As I was doing the deed, I could see that his dick kept twitching. It was a very hot sight and he looked like he was having the time of his life.

I moved on to licking the shaft and then the head again and opened my delicate mouth wider and started sucking his penis.

“Oh, baby!” he softly moaned. He continued caressing my back while I sucked his middle-eastern manhood during a bumpy car ride.

“You’re so hot, baby”, I softly moaned right before continuing to suck and lick his mega-hard cock. I grew up with good table manners but when it came to his dick, I was a sloppy eater.

I sucked, licked, and jerked his dick then he started to stretch his legs and grabbed my short hair. I knew right then that he was close to cumming so I intensified the oral pleasure that I was giving him by hardly sucking while tickling the shaft of his cock with my quick tongue.

“Li…”, he said right before the lava from the Yousef volcano started overflowing inside my warm and semi-innocent mouth. His sperm felt like a spoonful of honey, except it was warmer and more slippery.

I swallowed his jizz and ensured that I cleaned him well by licking his dick clean from his balls to his head. Yousef gently picked my face for a kiss and then sucked my lower lip.

“Thank you, baby”, he whispered in my ear.

He put his underwear back on, leaving his jeans on the car’s floor. He then put his head on my lap and closed his eyes while smiling. I softly brushed his short and curly hair with my fingers while gazing at his handsome face as he slept.


Chapter 3

It was already sevenish at night and we finally arrived at Sofia’s birthday party at their family resort. I patted Yousef’s chest to wake up and found out that he was one of the few people who always looked shocked right after a snooze.

“Huh?!” he said while quickly looking around seeming dazed and confused.

“We’re here, baby”, I informed. I motioned him to put his pants on then I looked in my compact powder’s mirror to check if my lip gloss was still poppin’.

We got out of the car then the driver took off to look for a parking space. He held my hand and we started walking like a couple. The resort was modest but looked clean and tropical. Colorful banderitas and posters greeting Sofia decked the tropical resort.

Moments later, there she was, my gorgeous trans mom. Sofia was holding a drink, donned in a sky blue two-piece bikini ensemble with a sheer sarong covering her crotch. She was talking to two transgender women who were also in colorful bikinis.

The music was loud and was playing a house song. I couldn’t call her from a distance so I led Yousef and greeted her.

“Happy Birthday, Mama!” I cheerfully said right before handing my gift from my tote bag. It was a L’oreal lip gloss that I bought from the drugstore.

“Thanks, love!” she replied with a huge smile on her face.

I introduced Yousef to her and he looked like he was enjoying the view. How could he not when it was a resort filled with sexy transgender women in their bikinis?

One of Sofia’s friends remarked on how bongga (fabulous in Filipino gay lingo) I was for having a foreign boyfriend at a young age. We continued talking but I could feel like Yousef was already feeling out of place so I excused myself from them and walked with him to one of the tables.

Yousef couldn’t eat the majority of the food that was on the menu. He’s Muslim and he only ate halal food. The only thing that I could let him eat was the pancit (a popular dry noodle dish in the Philippines) which I made sure didn’t have pork in it.

We got our food from the buffet table and went back to our table with our plates filled with yummy food. He enjoyed the food, albeit he had only a few to choose from, and looked like he was having a great time.

Yousef and I were treated like VIPs because he was the only foreign person at the party. Moments later, the other guests came to our table and interviewed us regarding where he was from, how we met, how long we’d been together, etc.

“Is he your boyfriend?” one of the nosey trans women guests at the party asked. I looked at Yousef and we both giggled. I squeezed his hand because I didn’t know what to say.

“She’s my girlfriend”, he interjected. She smiled and was surprised because I haven’t fully transitioned at that time yet.

However, I looked more feminine than that bitch—given that she had longer hair. She had a receding hairline, a hard face, bad skin, a muscular frame, and an overall manly look. Suffice to say, the only advantage that she had over me was her long locks.

Even my toes looked more womanly than her mug so I was prepared with a rebuttal if she dared say something that wouldn’t sound pleasant to my ears.

Moments later, Sofia came to our table.

“Hi, love birds!” she greeted.

“Hi mama”, I replied with a smile.

“You look good together. How was the travel?”

The three of us had a long and friendly conversation. She was shipping us hard and telling Yousef to take care of me because I was her only trans daughter.

Moments later, she leaned closer.

“We have rooms in this resort. Your boyfriend looks tired”, she whispered as she handed me a key to one of the rooms.

“Thanks, mama”.

She then instructed me on where to find it and I informed Yousef about the kind offer. We thanked her for her generosity and she went off to entertain other guests.

I led Yousef to the wing where the rooms of the resort were. It had three brown doors and the resort had a classic Filipino interior design. I unlocked the door that was designated for us and we went to rest on the bed.


Chapter 4

The room was cute. It had two double beds with white sheets and wooden bed frames. The walls were beige with tropical paintings.

While we were laying and staring at each other, I noticed that his bulge was trying to escape from his jeans.

“Are you happy to see me, baby?” I quipped.

“What do you mean?” he asked. He didn’t get the joke so I pointed to his crotch.

“Ha ha ha!” he replied right after getting the joke.

“Your friends are very nice”. I nodded and smiled.

“But I like you more”.

As if I don’t know that your hard-on is from a smorgasbord of hot transgender women in bikinis!

He grabbed my ass and kissed me hard as if his life depended on it. We were offered the room to rest but it seemed like he wanted to use it for something less mundane.

“You’re so beautiful tonight, baby”, he said with a muffled voice from kissing my neck. I hurriedly took my collared dress’ buttons off one by one from absorbing his heat.

He started cupping my tiny college tits and squeezing them together to form a cleavage then started eating them up. I felt like I was Mother Teresa who was on a mission to end world hunger.

“Ahh!” I exclaimed. I didn’t have to control the volume of my voice because the music outside was too loud. My dick was hurting from my tuck and two tight black panties so I took my white pants off.

He helped me take my panties off while I unbuttoned his linen shirt. I felt a huge relief when my hard dick was liberated. I rolled over and knelt while he was laying in bed and I removed his brown belt at a hastened pace.

I jokingly whipped the mattress with it like I was Cat Woman. He giggled and started unbuttoning his jeans. I threw the belt on the floor and unzipped his jeans, revealing his ultra-soiled black briefs.

“Oh, baby!” I exclaimed with an elated look. The novelty of seeing his dick hadn’t died down. It was still a pink, long, hard, veiny, and bonafide middle-eastern manhood.

Like a sweet and obedient Catholic college student, I attended to it. I started cleaning his precum with my tongue and swallowed it. Doing the deed was like having hors d’oeuvres before the main course.

I then started licking his Arab cock like it was a popsicle stick on a hot summer day while gazing at the satiated look on his face.

“Mmm”, he moaned.

“You like my dick baby?” he asked.

“Only your dick, baby”, I replied—struggling to get the words out from performing fellatio on him. I then blew his cock and started intensifying it.

“Oh, yes!” he exclaimed. It looked like he enjoyed the new addition to my arsenal of dick-sucking techniques. I continued doing it up until…

“Wait, baby”, he said.

What’s wrong?

He got out of bed and picked up his blue jeans from the floor. He started putting his hand in one of the pockets and took out a packet of condoms.

Oh, it’s party time!

I didn’t eat much that day and I was confident that I wouldn’t make a mess. I still didn’t know how to prepare my ass for anal sex at that time. I barely knew anything and was just going with the flow.

He put on the condom and spat generously on the palm of his hand. He winked at me and then came back to bed.

“Put your legs up, baby” he requested right before placing two pillows behind my lower back. He quickly jerked my dick and spat on the palm of his hand again.

“Ahh!”, I grunted right after he lubricated my ass and inserted his finger in it. I was in a missionary position and I recalled that it was my least favorite one from our bouts.

“Baby, I don’t want this”, I politely retorted.

“Okay baby, no problem. Just suck me”, he replied.

“No, I didn’t mean that. I want you to fuck me like a dog”, I clarified.

He grinned and slapped my round milky ass then motioned me to do a doggy position. I obediently rolled over like a cute puppy and got into the position that I enjoyed the most.

He lubricated my tight hole and his dick with his saliva once more and started entering me.

“Ahh!” I exclaimed.

“Shh, shh”, he whispered in my ear with warm breaths while slowly burying his seven inches of spicy shawarma inside me.

“It’s okay, my Lilly”, he continued.

I looked over the shoulder and kissed him passionately. We exchanged tongues while he was sucking my lower lip and his penis was beating inside my ass.

The pain was slowly going away and all I could feel was pleasure so I started grinding slowly.

“Yes, baby, that’s it”, he cheered as I was taking his dick in and out of me. He then pulled my hair from excitement and started to kiss me hard.

“Ouch”, I softly retorted because he bit my lower lip too hard.

He intensified his pumps and I was again, in a state of nirvana. My dick was uncontrollably getting hard and the sensation, whenever he stabbed the depths of my ass, was similar to peeing but with no liquid coming out.

It was like a snowball of relief, multiplying, and getting more and more intense as he continued fucking me.

“Yousef! Ahh, You—”, I exclaimed right before I released my ladycum hands-free on the resort hotel’s white sheets. He scooped some of my cum from the bed and put his soiled fingers in my mouth then continued fucking me like a jackrabbit.

I looked at him with a siren gaze while I was sucking his fingers and licking my heirs. Moments later after intense thrusts and anal clenches…

“I’m gonna—”, he screamed right before releasing all of his pent-up desires from seeing a smorgasbord of hot trans women in bikinis in my young and yearning asshole.

He reached for a passionate kiss while his dick was still pulsating inside of me. I sighed for relief from seeing the clean condom right after he unhinged his dick from my ass.

Moments later, we showered together and bid Sofia goodbye. She gave me a knowing look right after we did a cheek-to-cheek kiss like she was a proud mother who just watched her daughter go to school.

Yousef gently placed his head on my lap to sleep. I looked out the window and pondered about how much I loved him as I watched the dark countryside view turn into bright city lights.


Chapter 5

The day after the party, Yousef informed me that he was leaving on Monday. A teardrop fell right after reading his message. I didn’t want him to go. I was so naïve and begged him to take me with him back to Kuwait through a text message.

He didn’t reply for hours so I decided to raise the white flag and wrote him a love letter instead. In the letter, I’ve written feelings of gratitude and sadness. I also confessed my love for him.

I was uncontrollably crying and I almost didn’t finish it. That same Saturday afternoon, I called him because I couldn’t wait for his reply anymore. I asked him to ignore my text message and requested for him to meet me because I wanted to give him my letter.

Sadly, he refused…

Why!?

Don’t you love me?!

Was it just sex!?

He said that he was going to fix some papers and that he wouldn’t have the time.

“Please, Yousef. If not today, I’ll give the letter to you at the airport!” I screamed and pleaded while crying over the phone.

“Baby, you can’t come. I’m busy”, he said.

He hung up and I called him back… but I couldn’t reach him anymore. Not only did he refuse to talk to me, but he also turned his phone off. With my celly in my hand and my love letter in the other, I felt paralyzed.

I dropped both of the things I was holding and slowly fell to the floor in front of my bedroom door. I kept weeping for hours until I had no tears left to cry anymore.

This is it… the end of us.

A week later, I received a message from Yousef on Friendster. He wrote an apologetic message and asked if we could connect through Yahoo! Messenger.

I got so excited that I didn’t think of fighting with him anymore. I gave him my Yahoo! ID and we started chatting regularly.

A year later…

I started learning how to dress up like a woman.

Yousef was going to meet me so I bought a yellow baby doll dress and gold pumps to meet him. I wanted him to see the new and more feminine version of me.

He invited me to meet him in his hotel in Makati called Somerset. I got his room details and I took a cab.

Moments later… there he was, wearing a black t-shirt and blue jeans. He hugged me tightly and I could feel that his embrace was a genuine act of love.

It didn’t feel like any other kind of hug, it was something that could only be recreated by Yousef and me.

He sat on the edge of his bed and gazed at me before complimenting me on how good I looked. He then handed me an abundance of gifts, including expensive perfumes, clothes, and food.

Shortly after, I cut to the chase.

“Why didn’t you meet me before you went back to Kuwait?” I asked in a sullen and curious tone.

He anxiously covered his face with his hands with frantic body language then slowly looked me in the eye.

“Some ladyboy from the party told me something… it’s not important”, he revealed.

Oh…

But it wasn’t an acceptable revelation. He confessed that he recognized one of the ladyboys at the party and that her name was Paula. She told Yousef over instant chat on my saddest Saturday morning, a piece of information that up to this day, I still have a zilch idea about what it was.

With a soft giggle, I sat beside him. I then leaned closer at a glacial pace and seductively whispered in his ear…

"What are we gonna do about it?"


Epilogue

Yousef and I had a whirlwind romance.

I gave him everything that I had… my body, my heart, my mind, and my soul.

In return, he took good care of me.

He wasn’t meant to be my soulmate. He played his role as the custodian of my virginity and catalyst that showed me how worthy I was to be coveted, wanted, and loved.

Yes, he popped my cherry. But he also penetrated my soul.

He made me feel confident about who I was and what I had between my legs.

I couldn’t imagine how low my self-esteem would be today if I chose the wrong man to do it with.

Yousef treated me like a lady, almost a princess, in all ways.

He’ll always have a special place in my heart.

Everything that’s in my Transgender Romance Memoirs series is true and based on my life.

Nothing embellished, all Raw, and Real stories.

This book is dedicated to Yousef, my handsome reporter from Kuwait.

The End <3

Did you enjoy My Cherry No More Part Three? 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


The Face of the Story

In every book that I write, I will share a cropped photo of myself when the story happened.

I want to take all of you into my life in the most authentic way possible.

This was my university ID
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Other Titles
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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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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Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook. On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings, then shared every detail from cover to cover… with her choirmates.

Read Oh! Carol – Coveted By The Choir
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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
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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 My Cherry No More Part Three.

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 (www.stats.sender.net/forms/epL92e/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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