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Introduction

The cherry popping was not the end of my story with Yousef. It was only the beginning of our many unbridled passionate encounters.

My life just started to get more exciting. I wasn’t only a college student, I was a devirginized one. I felt an unbeknownst kind of power right after he took my virginity.

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.

Yousef 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 in the afternoon. I did not go home right after we both came. So many things happened within just one day of meeting him.

My Cherry Wanted More

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 sweetly resting

It’s August 17, 2022, and 02:18 PM in the Philippines. The weather is nice. It’s sunny but not blazing hot. I’m wearing a little black dress, no bra, and black lace panties.

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


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

After Yousef disposed of the condom, I hurried to the bathroom to clean myself.

I sprinted to the toilet and took a huge chunk of toilet paper from the wall. I swiped my ass with toilet paper and…

Oh my god!

Displaying grace under pressure was something that was taught to me by our high school queen bee and my sister at a young age.

I’m normally nonchalant when crises come my way but seeing the chunk of white toilet paper turn pink was novel to me.

I took a deep breath and called Yousef.

Like a true gentleman, he hurriedly came to my call.

“Is this normal?” I anxiously asked while showing him the pastel pink toilet paper.

“Are you a virgin?” he replied with a question.

My face turned scarlet from his query as I didn’t want him to know. I put on a really good performance and made it seem like I was a sex goddess.

“Yes, I am…”, I replied—embarrassed, without looking him in the eyes.

He kissed my scalp and hugged me from the back then he took the toilet paper and flushed it in the toilet.

“It’s normal, baby. Don’t worry”, he assured.

His little gesture made me feel warm inside. The sharp pain from my ass calmed a bit and turned into a pleasurable sensation.

I asked him to close the door and I continued cleaning my nether regions. Shortly after, he asked me to take a shower together.

I’ve noticed that most religious men take a shower after sex. It’s their way of somehow cleansing the sin away. But in our case, it was just another form of foreplay.


Chapter 2

Yousef was very handsome under fluorescent lighting. The bright lights emphasized how clear and fair his skin was. It also gave me a better look at how deep and kind his eyes looked.

He had long and curly lashes with beautiful round brown irises. His lips were full and looked like they were always begging to be kissed. His nose was strong and quite masculine.

“It’s too hot baby”, I softly complained about the shower’s temperature.

“Sorry, baby”, he said right before turning the heat down.

He then grabbed my ass and kissed me hard as the water was pouring down on us. It felt like we were kissing in the rain ala Holly Golightly and Paul Varjak on Breakfast at Tiffany’s.

Yousef was turning the intensity of his kisses up and down. Sometimes, they were soft, and sometimes, they were rough. But one thing’s consistent about his kisses, he always found a way to suck my lower lip.

Both my lower lip and my ass were in a little pain, but not the kind of pain that you’d want to eliminate with a Tylenol or Advil. It was the kind that as it lingered, you’d never want it to stop.

Shortly after our long, wet, and passionate kisses, he started sucking my light brown and perky nipples. I truly enjoyed how he was doing it because my nipples were very sensitive due to taking birth control pills—my novice take on hormone replacement therapy.

“Nom, nom, nom,” he let out with a mouth full as he was chowing down my tiny college tits.

“Ugh”, I moaned as I slowly jerked his huge Arab cock.

He didn’t only suck my nipples, he also licked them at a rapid pace like how men lick pussy in porn flicks. He intensified it with soft and naughty bites.

Yousef had a way of teasing me by brushing his teeth quickly against my hard nipples and biting them softly from time to time.

My Turn!

Because of the things that he was doing to me, I thought the most ladylike thing to do was to return the favor.

I carefully knelt to not slip on the wet floor and started licking his balls. While I was doing it, my point of view was his head tilted to the ceiling with his eyes closed.

I could also see his protruding adam’s apple while both of his hands were at the back of his head like a cop was searching him for weapons.

Those huge arms! What an Adonis!

My smooth Asian ladydick was getting hard so I gave it the attention it needed while sucking his mega-hard cock.

“Mmm, you’re good”, he uttered right after softly opening his eyes to look down at me.


Chapter 3

Moments later…

“I need your ass”, he requested.

He stepped out of the bathroom briefly to grab a condom. He then helped me stand up and maneuvered me to turn around. I was looking at him over the shoulder as he turned the shower off.

“Bend over baby”, he requested as he was putting the condom on.

I straddled a bit and put my hand on the wall for support and kept looking at him. He smiled and playfully slapped my round milky butt cheeks with his hard cock then slowly spat on the palm of his hand.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked naughtily.

I was still feeling leftover jolts of pain from the first time that he fucked me but I wanted to make him happy so I smiled, endured, then nodded.

“Ahh!” I grunted softly from the first pump.

Surprisingly, the pain was less intense and I felt the pleasure sooner compared to the first time that he fucked me. I didn’t have to ask him to wait anymore because his dick felt insanely good inside my freshly devirginized boypussy.

Because of how good it felt, I experimented by being the one in control. I asked him to stop going in and out because I wanted to move my hips to please him.

He cupped both of my tits and let me do the work. I moved my hips forward and then backward and started feeling more heavenly sensations.

I noticed that as I was burying his dick deeper in me, I felt more pleasure. Whenever his cock was really deep, the feeling extended to my shedick from my ass.

It was a feeling that couldn’t be felt externally. Like a magical sexual signal of my body’s nerves.

“Ahh!” he grunted right after the first time that I pushed my ass against his hard and pulsating penis with a quick blow.

“Oomph!” he grunted again the second time I pushed my ass like I was doing a hastened reversed taking of the Excalibur.

“Oh, baby!” he exclaimed after the third time that I did it.

With every audible reaction that I was getting out of him, I was smirking and thinking deep inside that I was a sex goddess.

He then pulled my short hair and started forcefully pumping my ass.

Oh fuck!

“Oh, God!” I exclaimed as he was pounding me like a jackrabbit.

His grip on my hips was very tight and I couldn’t do anything but put my hands against the wall.

He was fucking me quickly and deeply and the sensation that I just discovered was in a loop of a mile a minute. The tactile deliciousness was heightened compared to how they were the first time.

The hard fucking made me feel lightheaded in a good way. I closed my eyes right before being warped by surprise to a place of sensual nirvana that I dreamed of never leaving.

That was it… something was wildly trying to escape the confines of my ladydick.

“I’m—”, I said from prematurely releasing my young and thick joy juice.

Suddenly, the sentence I was trying to finish was also cut off by…

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming” he warned with a red face.

“I’m cu-uh-uh-uh!”, he screamed with a thundering voice right before he exploded.

So sexy!

He motioned me to face him and started kissing me while his eyes were closed and he was turning the shower on. The water washed away our semen down the drain while we continued passionately kissing each other.


Chapter 4

After our hot shower, I dried myself with a white terrycloth towel and wore one of the hotel’s bathrobes. I sauntered towards the floor-to-ceiling windows and gazed at the skyscrapers of Makati.

It was getting dark and I needed to go home. I didn’t want my parents to ask me about my whereabouts and I had to call it a day.

“Come here baby”, Yousef said while patting the empty bedside. We both smiled at each other and that moment alone erased all of my anxiety about coming home late.

He put my head on his chest while checking his phone.

So this is what cuddling is…

It was warm and I felt very safe. I didn’t expect how magical the feeling was just with two people wearing white bathrobes and idly laying in bed together.

Enrique Iglesias’ song Just Wanna Be With You resounded in the room again out of surprise. It was his ringtone. He answered the phone and spoke in Arabic. I wasn’t privy but listening to a language that I couldn’t understand was fascinating to me.

He explained that it was a work call and that he was a reporter for some international news outlet.

“What are you studying?” he asked.

“Business Management”, I replied.

“So you want to be a businesswoman?” he asked again.

“No, I want to take up Mass Communication but the school I applied to didn’t have open slots. I’m just going to take my minor subjects and then shift in the future”, I explained.

We talked some more and he randomly mentioned that he liked a Filipina actress.

I asked him who it was and he said Rufa Mae Quinto. He explained that whenever he saw her on TV during his travels in the Philippines, he found her hot because of her white skin and big boobs.

I felt a little jealous because I didn’t have big boobs.

“But I like you more now”, he said as he smiled and kissed my neck.

Liar!

However, his little white lie was effective in erasing my feelings of envy towards an actress.

“Let’s take a bath together”, he invited randomly.

We had a bathtub at home and it’s considered a luxury to have if you’re Filipino. It’s not like I belonged to a proletariat household but the hotel’s bathtub wasn’t anything like what we had at home, it was a jacuzzi and I wanted to experience it.

I was very excited and said okay. He started running the bath and made it bubbly. Moments later…

“Come”, he invited while in his full glory with a flaccid but huge circumcised dick.

That cock! Ugh!

He stepped into the jacuzzi and helped me get in and we started staring at each other’s faces while we were playing with each other’s penises underwater.

“You have very beautiful eyes”, he said.

Hearing that kind of compliment wasn’t novel to me. Many people have said good things about my eyes even before meeting him.

“I like your soft lips too”, he added while touching my young and yearning lips.

He turned the jacuzzi on and more bubbles started forming.

“You like it?” he asked.

“It feels so nice”, I said as I enjoyed the jacuzzi bubbles massaging my back.

We started kissing again like we were on a honeymoon and I was enjoying every minute of it. While we were exchanging tongues, he was cupping my tiny tits and I was jerking his dick underwater.

My innocent plays made him hard again. I didn’t think much of it but as of today, I’m impressed by how he was able to maintain that kind of libido right after cumming twice.

“Bend over, I want to look at your ass”, he ordered.

As an obedient Catholic college student, I gave in to his request. I bent over, giving him a closeup of the catalyst for his pleasure.

“It’s so tight, round, and white baby”, he said as he gazed at my college ladyboy pussy.

Most Arab men have an obsession with light skin. They’re very similar to most Filipino men. Maybe it’s the reason why he kept mentioning the word white.

I was looking over my shoulder at him to check his expression and he looked like he was thoroughly enjoying his view. He then spat on his palm and lubricated my ass with his saliva.

“Ugh”, I grunted right after he inserted a finger in my ass.

“Do you like it baby?” he asked.

“Yes, baby”, I softly moaned.

“Oh yes!” I exclaimed right after he inserted two fingers inside.

He then put both of his fingers deep inside my ass and started doing circular motions. It was another novel feeling that I discovered in one day as a newly devirginized college slut.

Yousef kept fingering my ass like how men finger pussy in porn.

What’s that?

The water started splashing harder. I thought he increased the level of the jacuzzi bubbles but it was his other hand playing with his dick.

“Oh!” I exclaimed again because he was fingering my tight hole at a hastened pace.

He wasn’t doing the circular motion anymore, he was going in and out. It felt like I was getting fucked again.

“Yes, baby! Keep going!” I cheered.

I could see his face turning red from what he was doing when moments later…

“Ahh!”, he screamed.

“Lilly, you’re driving me crazy!” he exclaimed.

I was so happy about how I was able to make him cum three times in a row. I felt very proud. I couldn’t wait to tell my friend Mikki about how my cherry was popped three times in one day and watch his face turn green with envy.

I turned to him and started kissing his full and soft lips. His face was red like he had just drunk two beer bottles. We continued relaxing under bubbly water mixed with the hotel’s shower gel and his Kuwaiti cum.


Chapter 5

I was hormonal but I also had my limits. With all the sex and the warm water, my body begged for a bed. It was getting late, around sevenish at night.

I didn’t check the time using a clock because the TV show Marimar starring Marian Rivera was on as we cuddled.

“She’s my favorite Filipina actress”, I shared.

“Isn’t she beautiful?”, I asked.

“She looks like you”, he replied.

Yet, another lie

Yousef was a romantic gentleman. He knew exactly what, when, and how to say something. Looking back, he’s a real Casanova. Charming, romantic, silver-tongued, and dangerously sexy.

“I have to go, baby. My parents will kill me”, I frantically informed.

He hugged me tight and made me feel like he didn’t want me to go home for about five minutes. He kissed me on the forehead and sucked my lower lip again then patted my butt.

“Okay, baby”, he said.

I took two of my panties from the floor and tucked my dick. I wore my pastel pink panties and then the black in order. I did it to make my crotch seamless whenever I wore my tight black slacks.

I walked towards the foyer to get my school shoes and my attention was hooked by the full-length mirror.

Damn, I’m hot!

I haven’t seen my body with just panties on in a full-length mirror before. Like Narcissus, I was drowned by my own image. I had tiny yet perky tits, a small waist, and round hips.

The skin on my torso and my thighs were absent of adolescent curse and fair without scars and body hair. My body was of a stereotypical college virgin’s. But the kicker was at that moment, I wasn’t a virgin anymore.

I kept gazing at my face and body as I pondered how attractive I was when…

“Don’t go yet”, Yousef whispered in my ear while we were both looking at ourselves in the mirror.

It was a beautiful image of me in my panties and a naked and handsome tall man on my back. It felt like a movie scene. An erotic film and not some raunchy porn flick.

He took off my black panties, revealing my pastel pink ones. I looked much better in pink pastel panties. He started circling my light brown and perky nipples with his fingers which caused my Asian shecock to erect.

I could feel his dick growing on my lower back as I looked at the bulge in my pink panties through the mirror magically pointing in another direction.

He took off my panties and there it was… my hard dick.

From a stereotypical college virgin body, I saw something else… a slutty post-pubescent femboy

He started cupping my ass and rubbing my dick and it was a new feeling that I’d never imagined before. My sensate body part was rubbing against my panties and a sexy man’s hand.

I didn’t know how a piece of fabric could elevate sexual sensations.

He took off my panties and went to the nightstand to get another condom. He came back quickly and slowly spat on the palm of his hand.

I put my hands against the mirror and bent over. That time, I didn’t need directions anymore. I was a fast learner after all.

“Ugh!” I grunted right after he put his dick in my yearning hole.

“Oohh”, he moaned as he quivered while he was slowly getting in and out of me.

The look on his face in the mirror made me hornier. I also couldn’t help but preen in the mirror to make sexy faces for him.

“Ahh! Yousef!” I exclaimed right after he changed the pace of pumping.

It was getting harder, faster, and stronger.

The image of us fucking in the mirror was so hot. My small tits were bouncing as he was thrusting behind me. Moments later, the position was getting uncomfortable.

“Fuck me on the floor… like a dog”, I pleaded.

I motioned him to get down and the view of the front changed to our bodies from the side. At that moment, I could see his dick while he was fucking me in the reflection which even made the experience hotter.

“Ahh! Keep going!” I exclaimed as the lush carpet floor was supporting my knees and elbows.

“You like this don’t you?” he asked right after pulling my hair.

He started fucking me harder while we were both looking at our colliding bodies in the mirror. I could see him being drenched in sweat and his face and chest turning red from fucking me.

We fucked longer than the first two bouts. I guess it’s because he already came three times. I couldn’t complain. I didn’t want it to stop.

“Baby! Fuck me!” I pleaded with excitement.

“Ahh!” he screamed while he was making deep and hard pumps.

“Fuck, Lilly!” he screamed once more.

Yes honey!

“I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cu—I’m gonna!” he let out with a bellowing sound.

“Oh my God!” he yelled right after he came.

He looked like he was losing it from the seemingly endless pleasure that happened in just one day.

“Baby!” I moaned and reached out to him—pacifying him with a warm kiss.

Shortly after, we lay on the carpet and stared at the wooden ceiling. I rested my head on his arm as I started forming deep emotions. I had thoughts in my head of him being my boyfriend and that we’d live happily ever after.

I think I love you…

However, I also didn’t want my parents to kill me for coming home too late. My father was a lawyer and my mom was a dentist. Anything remotely close to being immoral was not allowed, apart from I guess, my gender identity.

I sauntered to the bathroom to clean my ass and we both hopped in the shower.

Moments later…

“I want to see you again”, he said as we dried our bodies with terry cloth towels. I smiled and nodded in agreement right before I started dressing up back to my college uniform.

“Here baby, take this for taxi”, he offered while handing me 350 pesos. Michelle already gave me cab fare but I couldn’t pass on it because I was already too late and riding a taxi would save me more time compared to taking another form of public transportation.

We reluctantly kissed goodbye because we both didn’t want to part. But at the back of our minds, we both knew that the day and night that we shared weren’t the last.


Epilogue

I came twice and Yousef came four times. It was a no-brainer that we were highly compatible in bed. After our sexy bouts and the day he popped my cherry, we continued meeting up.

He showed me how it felt like to be coveted even if I had self-doubts about any man desiring me because of my gender identity.

Because of how he wanted me, my body, and my soul, my confidence grew.

My experience cascaded into more Lustful Ladyboy moments that I can’t wait to share with you.

Everything that I write is true and based on my memoirs.

Nothing embellished, all raw, and real sex stories.

To Be Continued <3

Did you enjoy My Cherry No More Part Two? 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.

[image: ]

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

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

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

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

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

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

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

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

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

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One


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

[image: ]

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 Two.

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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