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Introduction

“It was the 8th day of Christmas when she decided to come out as a transgender woman. Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook. On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings… then shared every detail from cover to cover with her choirmates”.

College freshman Carl has been an active member of their town’s church choir in Warren County, New Jersey since he was eight. He was often told that whenever he sang using the peak of his vocal range, the sound he produced seemed like a manifestation of the holy spirit.

Having a supportive family, he decided to finally come out as a transgender woman in her town. Shortly after, he debuted his real identity as Carol.

Her decision received mixed reactions from the churchgoers and neighbors. However, she didn’t mind as at that very moment, all she cared about was the reception of the choir.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, comedy, gang love, 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 an Asian 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 07, 2022, and 05:53 PM in the Philippines. It’s balmy and I’m wearing a floral gray dress.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Oh! Carol – Coveted By The Choir.


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift for You

[image: ]

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

As the snow piled up outside of Carol Carey’s all-white bedroom in Cookietown, Warren Country, New Jersey, so did her confidence as she gazed at almost a year’s worth of growth spurt from her chest brought upon by weekly estradiol valerate shots and daily oral spironolactone intake.

Although having confessed her gender identity to her parents Adam and Lilian, and her year-older sister, Marianne, she hasn’t come out to her neighbors and her church yet.

When she decided to start living as a woman, it entailed growing her hair, taking hormones, and dressing up. Being a former member of St. Augustine of Cookietown, a Catholic church, she felt like it would be a long shot for them, especially the choir that she sang with since she was eight, to understand.

Just as quickly as her blonde locks grew past shoulder length, so did her disappearance from the church. All her life, she was revered by the town for her vocal chops. She used to sing as a tenor and many of the churchgoers proudly declared how powerful her voice was to the point that whenever she sang, it was as if they could feel the presence of the holy spirit.

Very sensitive…

The novelty of her extra sensate nipples brought upon hormone replacement therapy hasn’t died down yet. Circling her pink perky pointers with her fingers with a tucked candy stick inside her pastel pink cotton panties in front of the mirror attached to her white oak closet, she started wondering how it would feel if it were a man’s teeth grazing her nipples instead.

Softly, she opened her mouth and laced her index fingers with saliva then commenced her playful tweaks and tactile finger brushes. As her blood rushed to her visage that begged for resolve…

*knock, knock*

“Sis?”

Frantic and perturbed, she opened her window’s blinds then unlocked the door. There she was, her 20-year-old sister Marianne in pink satin pajamas. They used to bicker a lot when she was still living as Carl but after coming out, they became the best of friends.

Both were blonde with green eyes, into anything stereotypically feminine, and almost shared the same weight of 115lbs. and 5ft. 5in. height—if only Carol was a cisgender woman, just like her sister, she would’ve been her high school’s prom queen as well.

“So these are the 34 As that I could find”, Marianne said as she laid down seven pairs of bras in candy colors that wouldn’t fit her anymore on Carol’s white bed.

“Let’s see if this fits”, she followed as she hooked the bra on her younger sister’s back who was holding her hair in a ponytail. Shortly after, Carol let her hair down as she preened in the mirror in the pink nylon bra.

“Push them together from the sides. Here, let me help ya”, Marianne said as she scooped her sister’s side boobs to form a hint of cleavage.

“Yeah, you’re right, that looks better. Thanks, sis”.

Marianne’s elation about Carol’s transition hasn’t died down yet. When she was seven, she hysterically screamed and cried in the grocery store—demanding her parents for a baby sister. Growing up, she noticed how effeminate Carol was but she didn’t pay much attention to it as she wasn’t aware of what transgenderism was.

She would often catch Carol trying her makeup, clothes, and skincare products and they used to bicker about it all the time. Marianne thought that it was her little sister’s way to piss her off. Every time she finished a book by Jane Austen, The Bronte Sisters, and Nicholas Sparks, Carol would borrow them and finish each story within a week.

As she brushed her younger sister’s hair, Marianne felt like Carol wanted to feel emancipated and that she missed her childhood friends. Even though Carol was reclusive about her emotions, she couldn’t bypass what some called the sister’s intuition.

When she went to college and started transitioning, she cut all communication lines with everyone from high school, neighbors, friends, and the choir.

“You should really consider the invitation”, Marianne suggested—referring to Mr. John Deakin, her 44-year-old former choirmaster’s invitation for Carol to fill in for the tenor who wouldn’t be able to perform in the church the coming Christmas Eve due to being quarantined in the airport from a family trip in Dubai.

“I don’t know… they’re pretty conservative”, she said as she tried on another bra.

“Well, times have changed. You’ll never know until you try. If they don’t, fuck ‘em—“.

“—we’ll always be here for you, you know that right?” Marianne reassured as she hooked the turquoise nylon bra on her sister’s back.

She’s probably right, it’s about time…

“Yeah… let’s just hope time’s have really changed. I miss singing…”.

“And they all miss your voice. You’re the only one who could do the Mariah whistle thingy there”, she jested.

“You mean the little…”.

“Ahhh!” she briefly sang a high-pitched C7 note that sounded like a whistle or a dolphin squeal.

“I could never do that. Ahhh!”

“Ahh!”

“Haha! Go girl!”

“Wahh! Wohh wah!”

After several failed attempts, Marianne gave up and proceeded to help her sister try her old bras on.


Chapter 2

It was the 8th day before Christmas as Carol mindlessly tapped the marble floor with her pink UGG boots just before St. Augustine’s oppressive two-door entrance.

Struggling to preen in her compact powder’s mirror brought upon the heavy basket of cookies that she baked for her reunion with her choirmates, she shook her head and pressed the creases of her pastel pink sweater.

It’s gonna be okay, it’s gonna be okay, it’s gonna be…

“Carl!? I mean, Carol!? Mr. Deakin greeted from a distance as he sprinted to get a better look at the person he fondly called Blondie. It was only a year and he was still the same brunette 6ft. 2in. hunk of a man who proudly wore shirts one size smaller to let everyone know how girthy his arms and opulent his pecs were.

Without thinking things through, he took her basket of cookies and gently placed it on the floor—obliging her into a warm and tight embrace that was enough to choke a bear.

He smells so good…

“Come inside, everyone’s so excited!” he followed as he led her inside the Catholic church decked in gilded finery and Michaelangelo-inspired murals.

Carol crushed a lot and Mr. Deakin was at the top of her list. Albeit absent of daddy issues, she has always lusted over masculine and mature men. For some reason, she felt like she could only truly feel how it was to be a lady if a strong man like Mr. Deakin owned her.

As they walked on the center aisle of the church, her choirmates held their breath while watching the two from the mezzanine choir area just above the stage and podium. As soon as they reached…

“Woah! Look at you!” Josiah Peters, the lanky 6ft. 3in. brunette bass, exclaimed in his black sweater right before hugging her like she was his childhood teddy bear.

He’s still so cute…

“Hey there, gorgeous!” Angelo Gutierrez, the masculine 6ft. baritone with an unhumanly handsome visage and gorgeous tan dressed in a fancy Ralph Lauren purple label maroon vest and white linen shirt ensemble added before planting a kiss at the back of her hand.

Oh my God!

“Glad to have you back”, Mark Humphrey, the 6ft. blonde countertenor who was built like a cub in a grey sweater gingerly greeted before shyly shaking her hand.

At that very moment, she couldn’t have asked for a better reintegration. Her first thought was that they would treat her like she was destitute, but they were all very welcoming.

After fifteen minutes of chatter about college, the courses they were taking, and the changes in the choir after she left, there it was, a white songbook.

“So, since you’re a woman now and you’ve always been able to sing in the soprano range, we’re going to change things a bit”, Mr. Deakin informed.

Hmm…

“I did a revamp on the set and you’re going to sing Mariah Carey’s versions of Christmas classics. The finale would be her version of O Holy Night. The lyrics of the other songs are also there.”

Oh gosh…

“That version’s crazy high but I will try…”.

“You got this”, he said with a wink.

“Alright guys, let’s taste Carol’s cookies then proceed with warmups”.

“Yeah!” the boys exclaimed in unison.

I hope they enjoy my cookies…

As they enjoyed her saccharine offering, Mr. Deakin played the version of Mariah Carey’s O Holy Night from his iPhone to give them an idea of how to approach the Christmas masterpiece.


Chapter 3

After two hours of almost breaking her vocal cords, Carol was finally getting the hang of the finale song. As she sang the piece for the fifth consecutive time, Mr. Deakin couldn’t stop his newfound attraction to her femininely stunning visage.

As he stared at her mouth’s every movement, his attraction grew even bigger with each note that she enunciated. He shook his head in hopes of getting the thought away but when she briefly locked her emerald eyes with his, he was caught up in the rapture of his desires.

“Fall on your knees…”, she sang with fervor. As soon as Mark heard the line once more, he couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel to hang onto her long and delicate legs that were being hugged by the tight confines of her black tights.

Meanwhile, Angelo kept stealing glances at Carol’s protrusion from behind. For a brief moment, he wondered if her butt was real or if they were brought upon by surgery or medication. However, he couldn’t care less as what he really wanted to know was how it’d feel like to have his manhood sandwiched between her plump cheeks.

“Oh niii… iiight, di… vine!” she sang intensely—causing her to shake her hair from the holy spirit seemingly taking over her body.

As soon as Josiah saw her hair shake, his brain started painting scenarios of him, pulling her blonde locks and hearing her scream his name.

“That was fantastic, Carol!” Mr. Deakin complimented.

“Great job everyone! Same time, same place, tomorrow”, he followed.

Moments later, as soon as she got into her bedroom, she couldn’t stop gushing. She took a pink pen with a furball from her mirrored nightstand drawer and started writing her feelings on the blank pages of her songbook.

“Dear Santa,

Today’s the happiest day of my life. My choirmates accepted me for who I am, including our sexy choirmaster Mr. Deakin. They treated me like a lady. I hope that they continue to do so. They’re all so cute, Santa. Please give me a mistletoe moment with at least one of them. I promise to be a good girl.

Love,

Carol”

With butterflies fluttering in her stomach, she closed her eyes and softly kissed the songbook. Shortly after, she watched the snowfall from her bedroom window and dreamt of how being kissed felt like.


Chapter 4

It was the 6th morning before Christmas and Carol was abruptly woken up by a phone call. Normally, she would’ve gone ballistic but…

“It’s mine, mom!” she said after receiving a package—letting her know that she didn’t have to go down. Shortly after, she sprinted into their living room decked in Christmas cheer back to her bedroom.

Tired of tweezing and shaving her body and facial hair, she was happy to know that blondes had an easier time permanently removing unwanted hair. Brunettes required multiple Diode laser sessions or electrolysis, and both were extremely pricey and couldn’t be done at home.

Jumping for joy after unboxing the IPL (intense pulsed light) device that she ordered from Amazon, she didn’t care to inspect whether it was fully charged or not. Without thinking things through, she started zapping her leg hair with her white IPL gun in her blue bathroom.

Later that afternoon, it was time for another rehearsal. Confident with her hairless legs, she wore an oversized pastel pink sweater, white shorts, and knee-high pastel pink UGG boots.

“I’m leaving mom”, she announced as she softly grazed her smooth legs absent of the usual abrasive cactus feeling after preening in their foyer’s oppressive white wall mirror.

“Alright dear, take care”, her mom replied as she continued knitting Christmas sweater gifts in her opened bedroom upstairs.

It was a bright and sunny winter’s day and many of her neighbors were out and about. Some were creating snowmen, some were wrapping their homes with Christmas lights, and the men casually hung out as they marveled at the smoothness of her milky and delicate thighs.

As soon as she got into the church, Mark’s eyes looked like they were about to fall from their sockets. He had a thing for legs and feet and her small act of generous exhibition made him feel like he just hit the Powerball jackpot.

The boys, including Mr. Deakin, were secretly growing their attraction for the freshly transitioned young lady. Hesitant to act on their feelings as they felt like wanting her was gay, and most especially that they’ve known her for a long time, they tried their hardest to suppress their desires.

However, after the rehearsal, Mark couldn’t fight his feelings anymore.

“Hey! Carol!” he said as she sauntered out of the church’s door.

“Oh, hey!”

“I really wanna watch this movie called Lilly, The Nutcracker. I heard it’s really funny”, he gingerly informed.

“Do you have plans for today?”

OMG!

Shyly, she shook her head.

“Great! Let’s go”.

As Mark happily drove her to the cinema in his gray BMW sedan, she couldn’t stop staring at his beefy arms and slight belly from his brown sweater. She felt like she was being tortured by not being allowed to bite into a Christmas ham.

“You know, I’m really glad you’re back with us. Christmas in Cookietown is just not the same without your voice”.

“Thanks, Mark. Yeah, this year was pretty sad for me but I wasn’t sure how you guys would take my transition”.

Briefly, he stared at her with his blue eyes emanating lasciviousness and sincerity.

“I can take anything…”.

Mark…

Moments later, inside the Regal Pictures theater in Warren County that housed fifty seats, there they were, sitting side-by-side, watching Lilly, the movie’s protagonist, grinding peanuts for her small butter pecan pie business.

“She’s so pretty”, she softly said.

“She’s got nothing on you”, he whispered before feeding her a piece of salted butter popcorn.

OMG!

With a face painted with shock, she couldn’t process if his deep finger insertion in her mouth was intentional or an accident. However, as she faced him to check his disposition, his eyes were locked into hers as he licked the finger she soiled with utmost lasciviousness.

“It’s so delicious”, he let out.

Not knowing what to do, she giggled faintly and turned her attention to the movie. At that very moment, Mark abandoned the movie and watched her thighs that shined brightly in the dark room.

Two hours later, after reminiscent chats, walking side-by-side, and mustering every chivalrous cell from his body, there they were, in front of her cape cod two-story home.

“I think I like you, Carol”.

Mark…

“I like you too, but I’m not sure if I’m ready for… you know”.

With a gentle smile, he held her hand.

“What about a soft kiss for now?”

And just like that, doubts started drowning her head. Was she ready to give her first kiss to Mark? Is he the one? It’s just a kiss and she liked him too, what was so bad about it?

But before she could come up with a conclusion, he leaned in and gave her a sweet kiss. At that very moment, her thoughts blew away and her knees started feeling like Jell-O. Having enjoyed the novel taste, she leaned in and asked for more. Without a single utterance, she puckered up and received his second saccharine offer.

“Mmm”, he moaned as he gently opened her small mouth with his and rolled his tongue with hers. Too hot and heavy, he sunk his fingertips into her thighs as his kisses veered from soft and sweet to passionate and warm.

Feeling euphoric, she could do nothing more than absorb his yearning and let him fondle her smooth thighs as she squeezed his girthy arms like she was forming a Play-Doh.

*Ring, ring*

Ugh!

Frantic and blue-balled…

“Yes, mom?”

“Where are you?”

“I just got home”.

“Okay, dear”.

She gave him one last deep kiss and bid him goodbye.

“I really had fun today, thanks Mark”.

“Let’s do it again, Carol”, he let out before obliging her into a romantic encore.

“Okay, I gotta go!”

As soon as she got inside her home, there he was, her 49-year-old father Adam in his red Christmas sweater, privy of whose car she exited from.

“Who was that, dear?” he queried with a Bud Light in tow.

“Oh, it’s Mark from the choir”.

“Why were you in his car?”

“We watched this movie…”.

“I see. Did you have fun?”

“Yes, daddy. I’m just gonna change”.

Not prepared for the first interrogative daddy-daughter conversation about her love life, she rushed into her bedroom, leaving her father perturbed.

“Dear Santa,

Well, I don’t know what to say but thank you for granting my wish early. Mark was an amazing kisser and I want to kiss him more. I hope he invites me on a date again.

Love,

Carol”

As she rolled on her bed, she profusely licked the leftover taste of Mark’s luscious lips, dreaming of kissing him more.


Chapter 5

On the 4th day before Christmas, Carol and Mark have been communicating secretly. As their feelings developed for each other, she wondered if there would be a possibility for Mark to become her boyfriend and if he would claim her openly.

“Hi, Carol ^_^”, a text message from Josiah said.

“Hello Josiah, what’s up?”

“Since we don’t have rehearsals today, I was wondering if you’re free”.

Hmm…

“I have two tickets for the Evanescense concert in Trenton tonight. I was hoping you could join me...”.

Evanescense!

She was a huge fan of the rock band and wanted to say yes in a heartbeat but at that moment, she felt unworthy.

“Why me?”

“You’re the only one I know who also likes rock music. I’ll pick you up at 7”.

Well, in that case…

“Sounds great! Thanks!”

“See you! Wear black, haha!”

After six grueling hours of scrubbing, ironing her blonde locks bone straight, and applying her best take of 2000s emo girl makeup look, there she was, in her bedroom wearing a black leather jacket, a black choker, a red leather tube top, black leather pleated skirt, and patent leather thigh-high boots that boosted her heigh three inches more.

As she waited with her sister who was more excited than her in their living room, her father couldn’t stop yapping about Carol’s failure to inform them in advance.

“Your father’s right, dear. You should always let us know about your whereabouts. You’re a lady now and the dynamics are different. We just don’t want you to get in any trouble”, her mother reasoned.

“Well, she’s right, sis”.

“I’m really sorry, daddy. I promise, I’ll start informing you guys”.

She sauntered towards her father who was sitting on his black La-Z-Boy and watching a basketball game. He wanted to scold her more but her gentle embrace melted his aggravated disposition.

“I can’t miss this, it’s Evanescence!”

“I love you, daddy”.

“Fine. But I gotta talk to this guy first”.

Moments later, there he was, Josiah, in a black leather jacket, Evanescence t-shirt, and blue jeans ensemble standing on their doorstep. Albeit a rock fan, he didn’t look like the guy that would be shooed away by the parents for looking like a quintessential bad boy.

His brunette hair was neatly swiped to the back of his head and his face was absent of adolescent curses. Based on the sillage of Versace Eros perfume, he seemed like someone who took good care of himself. So much so that her father didn’t make him feel awkward when he entered their home.

“Good evening”, he said with a trustworthy smile.

“Good evening!” her family greeted back in unison.

“Don’t you want to have some coffee first?” her mother offered as she tucked her short brunette locks behind her ear.

“No, it’s fine”.

Her sister couldn’t stop giving her an encouraging look—making her feel like she just hit the jackpot with a guy like Josiah. With everyone’s approval, there they were, about to hop into his black Harley Davidson bike.

“This is so cool!” she let out as he handed her an extra helmet.

As they were seated and ready to go.

“Hey!” her father yelled from a distance after realizing that he didn’t bring a car.

“I thought you’ll pick her up in a car”.

“The bike’s much faster Mr. Carey. Don’t worry, she’ll be safe with me”.

*Vroom! Vroom!*

“No!”

“We’ll be home by two!” he cheerfully announced before driving away at the speed of light.

Oh my God!

“Come back here! You scoundrel!”

Mr. Carey screamed at the top of his lungs but his resonance was drowned by the engine’s noise and their distance. At that very moment, Carol knew that she was doomed but too afraid of the vehicle’s speed and with a newfound affinity for his scent and his nonchalant charm, all she could do was hold his body tight.

“Please! Not too fast!”

Albeit finding humor in witnessing her father yell in exasperation, he had the utmost respect for Carol and slowed down his driving. As the city lights started bouncing on their rockstar attires—waiting for the red light to turn green, he looked over his shoulder.

“I almost forgot to tell you…”.

“You look so beautiful tonight”.

Josiah…

“Haha! Don’t be silly”.

“I wish I was being silly…”.

Oh my God…

Moments later, there they were, in Trenton’s CURE Insurance Arena, anticipating the rock band to appear after three opening acts from artists they didn’t know. Not long after, a harrowing yet ethereal melody started filling the room as a voluminous grey smoke enveloped the stage.

“How can you see into my eyes… like open doors”, Amy Lee, the band’s vocalist, started singing in her famous head voice.

Too overwhelmed by the starstruck feeling, she squeezed his arm and leaned into his shoulders.

“Leading you down into my core, where I’ve become so numb”, the song continued. As soon as the electric guitar started resonating in the arena, the crowd screamed louder.

Feeling that she found comfort in his arm, he felt like it was the perfect opportunity to hold her from the side. As she sang along and lightly jumped from the beats, he jived rhythmically, word per word, riff by riff, inflection to inflection.

“Wake me up! Wake me up inside!”

“I can’t wake up! Wake me up inside!”

“Save me! Save me from the nothing I’ve become!”

Carol had the best time of her life. It was her first time attending a rock concert and she felt lucky that it was free and she attended it with someone as handsome as Josiah.

It was past eleven when they arrived in front of her house. As soon as she removed the helmet and hopped out of his motorcycle with disheveled hair, he drew him to her by the waist and grabbed her hair for a deep kiss.

Josiah!

Albeit feeling guilty about kissing another man while knowing that she and Mark were getting to know each other, his grip and unmitigable gaze were too powerful for her to even consider avoidance.

Kissing Josiah didn’t feel the same as kissing Mark. His was more intense, making her feel like he truly wanted her.

“I don’t know why I’m doing this but it just feels right”, he briefly said with warm breaths as he tried his best not to pluck her blonde locks out of her scalp.

“Mmm, mmm”, she let out as he cupped her breasts under the street light.

“People might see”, she followed as every fiber of her body felt like it was being tazed.

“Let them, I don’t care”.

Josiah…

“Well, I really had a lovely night. Thank you so much”.

“Good night, beautiful”.

“Haha! Good night. Dad’s gonna kill me but it’s worth it”.

After sauntering towards her house’s door, Josiah stayed catatonic on his bike, ensuring that she got into her house safely.

“Go before he sees you, haha!” she sent him a text message.

After ten minutes of their house that resounded of her ballistic father’s voice, she was back in her bedroom. As warm rushes coursed through her veins, she took her songbook out of her nightstand drawer and started documenting her musings once more.

“Dear Santa,

I’m really confused. Not that I’m complaining but what’s up with Josiah? Gosh, I really miss him and I wish our kisses lasted longer. But what about Mark? I’m really confused! Help me…

Love,

Carol”

Exhausted but not wanting to go to bed sweaty with mussed-up hair and makeup, she drew herself a bath. As she soaked in the warm water of Epsom salt and lavender, she played the events of the romantic night that she just shared with Josiah as she tweaked her nipples and rubbed her candy stick.


Chapter 6

Christmas was only two days away and as they got closer and closer to the birth of baby Jesus, so was Mark and Josiah’s steps to get to the third base. Albeit Carol wanted to feel what it was like to make love, she maintained her distance as she wasn’t prepared and didn’t know if she could handle penetration and how a man would react, whether be it Mark or Josiah, when he sees what she had between her legs.

While Mark kept mum on his involvement with Carol, Josiah was showier about it. But because of her request to keep their distance as she didn’t want him to get flak for being affectionate with a woman like her, all he could do whenever they rehearsed were fondle her butt or caress her hair when nobody was watching.

As she walked home in her pastel pink sweater, white skirt, pastel pink leg warmers, and white booties ensemble, she noticed a vehicle convoying her.

There it was, the only black Maserati Quattroporte in Cookietown, resisting to leave her alone.

“Hey, Carol!” Angelo said after rolling the passenger window down.

Hmm?

With a puzzled visage, she sauntered toward him as he carefully pressed his thick eyebrows and fixed the collar of his white linen shirt.

“Dad has a new restaurant and he needs people to try the food on the menu. Would you like to go with me?”

If there was one thing that one should know about Carol, she wasn’t only into pastries. She had a fervent affection for spicy food, Mexican, to be exact. Knowing that his family owned a chain of fine-dining Mexican restaurants all over New Jersey, saying no would be like turning a million-dollar game show prize down.

“How are you and Natalie?” she gingerly asked—referring to his girlfriend. He cleared his throat and curled his toes inside his Bally loafers from the loaded question.

“We broke up, like two months ago”.

Gosh! Why did I have to ask that dumb question!?

“Sorry about that, I didn’t mean to”.

“It’s okay, she wanted to study in London and I don’t do long distance”.

“What’s that smell? It’s really good”.

“It’s the lemon thing”, he said, pointing at the car air freshener on his car’s AC.

“No, it’s something else”.

“It’s probably my perfume, Dior Sauvage”. He lifted his torso, motioning her to take a whiff of her perfume from his navy blue vest.

Oh my…

Bumping against his masculine chest and inhaling his sillage made her candy stick twitch—causing her tuck to loosen inside her pink panties.

“Yea, i-it’s, you…”.

Softly, he looked at her with a proud smile.

“Yep, it’s me”, he said with a wink.

Dammit, he’s so handsome!

Many girls would kill to be where she was at that moment. After all, he was one of Cookietown's and inarguably, New Jersey’s most eligible bachelors. Tall, handsome, masculine, striking brown eyes, facial hair carefully groomed, and rich, were just icing on top of his sinfully delicious cake.

Moments later, there they were, inside the empty restaurant that was only a ten-minute drive from the church, Recuerdos Picantes.

“Wow!” she exclaimed as soon as she walked into the restaurant decked in red and Castellan modernity. There was only one table and on it were servings of gastronomically inviting Mexican food.

“Why is there no one but us?” He scratched his head with a scarlet face.

“Well, we’re a bit late. Haha!”

“Please, take a seat, I’m just gonna heat the food”.

Moments later, there they were, munching on a burrito. As she relished the complex taste of his father’s recipe, he couldn’t stop imagining how it’d feel if it was his burrito that was inside pink lips.

“You like it, huh?”

She had no words, all she could do was chew and nod.

“Seems like it’s going in the menu”, he said, based on her heavily satiated reaction.

Moments later, it was time for tacos. Carol has always been gentle and possessed social graces but when it came to food, she was a sloppy eater. Seeing her struggle with the taco that completely erased her pink lipstick, he stood up and assisted her.

Gently, he broke the shell and scooped the filling as he stared at her intently—inviting her to take a bite.

Angelo…

As soon as she got a taste of his offer, a warm rush coursed through her body. Sure, the place didn’t have an AC installed yet, but it was snowing outside. However, at that moment, she couldn’t deny the fact that her temperature was reaching feverish heights.

Thinking that she was off the hook as he unhinged his fingers from her mouth, he grabbed her face and kissed her right after she finished swallowing her trial entrée.

“Mmm”, he let out as he relished the savory taste of her plump lips.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since I saw you holding that cookie basket”, he added. Without thinking things through, he cleared the table and lifted her. Gently, he laid her atop the table and started kissing her neck profusely.

“Angelo… mmm”.

She thought that her problem ended between Mark and Josiah, only to find out that three times was indeed a charm. How could she resist the man who was coveted by hundreds of thousands of people on Instagram?

The taste of her neck left him wanting more, causing him to carry her and pin her hands against a red wall. Trailing her back with his hands, he ended at his destination, her plump behind.

As he squeezed her butt and kissed her deeply, her tuck was struggling to be undone. She didn’t use a tucking gaff as she wasn’t well-endowed and she was wearing a skirt that day and didn’t have to worry about possessing a bulge.

Like the playful playboy that he was, he slid his hand into her pink cotton panties and started squeezing her two scoops of vanilla ice cream. Too aroused as she could feel his boner rubbing against her thighs and fearing that he would feel her erection by accident…

No!

“Angelo!”

“I… I’m sorry, I can’t”.

“It’s okay, I’m fine with whatever”, he whispered—his warm breaths tingling every pore of her skin.

“I’m not ready… I’m sorry”.

And just like that, she sprinted out of the restaurant and went to the bus station. As soon as she got into her bedroom, she took her phone to text Josiah. She promised him that she would send a text message whenever she got home.

However, there it was, a text from Angelo.

“I’m sorry, Carol… I didn’t mean to. I’m willing to wait”.

That’s very sweet…

After a sigh of relief, she took her songbook from her pink tote bag.

“Dear Santa,

Okay, I don’t want you to think that I’m ungrateful but… seriously!? Three of them! And how do you expect me to say no to the hottest guy in the world? Are you playing a joke on me? Please, Santa, give me a sign. If only I could break my heart into three…

Love,

Carol”

Feeling perturbed, she went to her sister’s bedroom and explained her conundrum.

“Oh my God, you little slut!”

“I don’t know if I’ll be proud of you, kill you from envy, or chastise you!” Marianne said as she sharpened her jaw with a derma roller on her vanity area in her pastel purple bedroom.

“I’m serious… I don’t know what to do”, she let out as she pensively looked at her sister from the bed.

“Well, okay, who’s the most sincere?”

“Well, Mark can’t date me openly, you know that he comes from a very conservative family”.

“Yea, tell me about it, I dated his older brother and it was a disaster”, Marianne said.

“Then there’s Josiah, he’s really…”.

“Oh! The hot one! I like him for you”, Marianne interrupted.

“Well, yeah, he’s pretty hot but like, I don’t know if dad approves. You know what he did”.

“Yes, but that’s not something major. He can just apologize”.

“Well, now you’re making my decision-making process harder”.

“Sorry, sis, haha! Go on!”

Gently, she laid down and hugged her sister’s oppressive brown teddy bear.

“Then there’s Angelo…”.

“Are you ready for the bashing from his fans? But seriously, he’s so effin’ hot!”

“I know, that was so out of the blue”.

Choking the teddy bear, she was reminded of how tightly Angelo squeezed her butt earlier that day.

“Sis, I know this might sound cliched but… go with your gut”.

“What if my gut tells me that they’re all perfect!?”

“Nobody’s perfect. Just go with the one who treats you the best and makes the butterflies in your stomach flutter”, she said with a wink.

Treats me the best…

Shortly after, she took her IPL device and started zapping the errant hair on Marianne’s legs.


Chapter 7

Finally, she reached her most dreaded day of the year, the day when she debuts as Carol to the churchgoers and the Christmas eve that will determine if she could justify saying yes to singing one of the hardest songs to sing in the world, Mariah Carey’s version of O Holy Night.

The St. Augustine church was decked in oppressive wreaths, sconces, bells, and garlands. A 15ft. Christmas tree was erected on the stage that stood proudly beside a tall clear donation box that encouraged everyone to reach their pockets deeper and fill it to the brim.

All the churchgoers, along with her family, were dressed in their best suits and dresses. But the question of the night was… who was the beautiful blonde lady in the choir area?

Carol looked extra stunning that night, thanks to her sister’s help with the poofy hairstyle and her mastery of cosmetics. She looked like a Playboy Bunny underneath her white and maroon church choir vestments.

Finally… after everyone heard the mass and filled the donation box that couldn’t take another dollar note anymore, there he was, Father Amalfi, unsure if he made the right decision.

“And before we end this night and start the preparations for Christmas, I’d like to welcome back our choir’s tenor, well, now, a soprano, sorry about that. Please give a round of applause to Carol Carey”.

Mixed reactions filled the room. Most of them were happy to have her back but there were a few who felt like they needed to drown her in holy water to ricochet her back to her old form.

However, everyone clapped, not because they agreed, but because after all, it was Christmas. Shortly after, a somber and ethereal piano piece drowned the sound of the churchgoers’ gossiping.

“Oh holy night, the stars are brightly shining…”.

“It is the night, of our dear savior’s birth…”.

“Long lay the world, in sin and error pining…”.

“’Til he appears and the soul felt its worth…”.

Once again, Cookietown was blessed with its original star. However, she was just starting. Shortly after, when she started reaching the notes that soared as high as the star of Bethlehem, everyone's follicles solidified—feeling like they were being held by an angel through her sonic declaration of faith and love.

And just like that, as they accepted the spirit’s embrace, they also accepted Carol. Moments later, after the deafening applause, the choirmaster motioned for a victorious group hug.

“Merry Christmas, everyone!”

“Merry Christmas!”

Carol wanted to kiss the three young men but not wanting to downgrade herself in a blink of an eye to a town whore from freshly experiencing her town’s warm acceptance, she abruptly exited and joined her family on their pew.

Later that night, unlike most Americans, the Careys celebrated Christmas. It was her first Christmas as Carol and the first time that she received feminine gifts from her family.

Marianne gave her a pack of lingerie in three different colors while her parents bought her a pair of pink pumps and a Kate Spade handbag.

Thank you…

“Gosh, sorry for crying, I’m just so overwhelmed”, she let out as they were opening presents on the living room’s wooden floor in their Christmas pajamas.

“This is my first Christmas as a woman”.

“Aww”, her mother and sister said in unison with tearful faces as they embraced the baby of the family tightly. Not into anything sappy, her father couldn’t help himself but join as well.

Later that night, like in typical Carey fashion, they ate sinful home-cooked meals, from stuffed turkey, lasagna, ham, and green bean casserole, down to Carol’s famous Christmas cookies, as they watched Christmas specials on the Hallmark channel.


Chapter 8

It was the 25th of December and she was happy to wake up on the day of her savior’s birth. As soon as she opened her eyes, she reached for her phone on her nightstand. It was already 11:11 AM and her inbox was flooded with greetings and flirtations from the three men.

Huh?

“Hello, Carol. Merry Christmas! Will you be able to drop by my house at around 4:30 this afternoon? I have to discuss the new setup for the choir”, Mr. Deakin said in a text message.

“Sure!”

Mr. Deakin didn’t live too far from her. He was only three blocks away. Freshly divorced with no children, he has been living as a bachelor for six months.

But, why on Christmas day?

Moments later, after spending a lazy day with her family in the living room, there she was, freshly out of the shower and thinking of what to wear.

Aha!

Soon after, she realized that she just received lace privates from her sister. Perturbed between pink, red, and pastel blue, she shrugged.

“It’s Christmas, I’m feeling festive”, she told herself as she softly tucked her six-incher and covered it with her new red lace panties. She stood up with a red bra in tow and preened in the mirror.

Oh wow!

After trotting to her vanity and picking up the Versace Bright Crystal perfume that she bought for herself for Christmas, she spread it generously on every nook, cranny, and pulse point of her body, and ended her bout with the floral concoction by lacing her damp blonde hair.

Feeling crusty, she went back to the bathroom and applied shea butter lotion on her legs and arms, ensuring that she wasn’t only smooth to look at, but also to touch.

Carol has never imagined how empowering being in lingerie could be. She felt sexy, unstoppable, and ready to take on every challenge.

Moments later, there she was, at the doorstep of Mr. Deakin’s two-story colonial home, in her red dress with white polka dots, shivering and stomping her brown boots from the consequences of choosing fashion over comfort.

Without thinking things through, she rang the doorbell but before she could press the button.

“Merry Christmas!” Mr. Deakin greeted in his green Christmas robe as he led her to his beige living room decked in holiday cheer and photos of his dog who passed away a year before.

“Have a seat”.

“Your place is really nice”, she said as he took a glass of eggnog for her in the kitchen.

“Oh, it’s all my ex’s doing. Here you go”.

As she tried his concoction, he couldn’t stop staring at her mouth, most especially after taking a break and witnessing a streak of white liquid that stained her upper lip.

Fighting his erection, he crossed his legs as he kept imagining that what was on top of her lips was his daddygravy.

“Carol, I have to talk about...”.

“This…”.

Oh my God!

There it was, the songbook that she left in church when she hastened to leave.

“I’ve read everything and I just want you to know that I also find you very attractive—“.

“—the first time I saw you in that pink sweater, I wanted to rip it off”.

Mr. Deakin!

It’s official, if there was anyone naughty that year, it wasn’t Carol, but it was Santa Claus gifting her all the right men she desired, at the wrong time.

He stood up and untied his robe, revealing his extra masculine and burly dad bod dressed in nothing but skimpy red briefs.

“Carol, I’d like to make your Christmas wish come true”.

Oh gosh…

“Mr. Deakin… I really like you too but, you’ve read that book, you know my problem”.

“I want to know what sex is like but I’m not sure who I should give myself to… if only I could cut my heart into four…”.

“That won’t be a problem”, he let out as he rubbed his solid boner from his nylon briefs.

“Boys!” he announced. Moments later, there they were, Mark, Josiah, and Angelo, in skimpy red briefs and Santa hats with mistletoes in tow.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. At that moment, she wanted to run away from the embarrassment and guilt. But when Mr. Deakin sauntered to the plush beige sofa where she was seated, followed by the three hot men, she was too catatonic to do anything.

Gently, Mr. Deakin took her hand and rubbed it against his package that was soiled with precum. He then crouched and grabbed her face softly.

“I’m the only one who hasn’t tasted those sweet lips of yours”, he said with warm breaths before obliging her with a wet and warm kiss.

So hot…

Moments later, Josiah and Angelo took her dress and shoes off—revealing her delicate body in a two-piece lingerie ensemble. Her heart raced like it never had and her lady boner has never hurt that badly from being restricted by her thighs and the abrasive texture of lace.

Luckily for her, Mark knelt and leaned in to liberate her penis from her tuck.

“No!” she frantically said.

“Carol, all women deserve to be pleasured no matter what they have between their legs”, Mark softly said before licking her thighs like a popsicle stick on a hot summer day.

With his sweet promise, she closed her eyes and succumbed.

“Let’s get her in bed”, Mr. Deakin suggested.

As they carried her like she was Cleopatra traveling with her slaves, her dick jiggled with delight from their gung-ho. Moments later, there they were, in Mr. Deakin’s beige bedroom, sharing a California-king bed that was dressed in white sheets.

As Angelo unhooked her bra and Mark rolled her panties down, the two other men rubbed their yearnings. Shortly after, there she was, seated on the edge of the bed.

Beside her were Angelo and Josiah, sharing her breasts. Behind her was Mr. Deakin, pulling her face to his crotch, and Mark, on the floor, sucking her toes and licking her ankles.

Without thinking things through, Angelo and Josiah started licking her nipples and Mark rolled her panty to the side and started licking her shaft.

OMG!

As she inhaled Mr. Deakin’s testosterone with utmost passion, her body was spoiled with varied and consistent novel tactile delights.

“Gwak!” Mark let out from choking on her sweet and salty estrogen-laced candy stick.

So good…

It was the very first time that someone has attended to her nether regions and she didn’t want it to end.

Shortly after, Angelo and Josiah stood on the bed and rubbed their boners on her face. As she relished the feeling of Mark’s excellent service, she drowned in the sillage of the three men’s manhoods that were begging to escape their tight briefs.

“Time to open your presents”, Mr. Deakin said in a lustful tone.

It was Christmas day, after all, she thought. As Mark choked and gagged on her sweet penis, she rolled the other men’s briefs one by one. Shortly after, there they were, three dicks grazing her delicate face and blonde locks.

A tough choice to make as they all looked different from each other—Mr. Deakin’s was a circumcised, hairy, extra girthy, and veiny eight-incher. Josiah’s was cut, hairy, nine inches, pink, and veiny. Angelo’s was cleanly shaven, fat, eight inches, uncut, tanned, with a moist mushroom head.

Not wanting to miss out on the revelation, Mark stood up and took his briefs off, revealing his lush carpet of blonde pubic hair, extra girthy, pink, and circumcised eight-incher.

So many dicks… so little time…

“You guys… I don’t know which one to try first…”.

“Well, let’s do a reversed order based on who you kissed first”, Mr. Deakin suggested.

“Yeah, that’s fair”, Josiah added as he swiped her hair away from her face.

Not caring if the decision was unanimous, Mr. Deakin impaled her small mouth, the mouth that he had been fantasizing about entering since the first time he met her.

“Ahhh!” Mr. Deakin let out in tremor as she relished the taste of his salty treat. Mark went back to his service as he jerked his member while she circled her fingers on Josiah’s and Angelo’s dicks and gave them fair and equal strokes.

Am I dreaming…

“Mmm, mmm”, she let out as tears fell on her delicate cheeks.

“Ahh! Carol!” Mr. Deakin screamed as she mimicked the tongue flicks and intense suckling that Mark provided her.

“Mmm, mmm”, Mark and Carol moaned in unison as they delighted in their servicing.

“Wait!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed after feeling that he was about to explode.

“Let’s take her to the floor”.

Shortly after, there she was, in a doggy-style position. As Mark sucked her candy stick from below while laying down on the gray carpet and jerking off, Angelo took over Mr. Deakin’s place.

“Ahh!” Angelo exclaimed as soon as his dick entered her wet and warm mouth. Josiah spat on his long dick and rested his hands behind his head—giving her a view of his masculine arms and hairy pits as he closed his eyes and rolled his head from euphoria.

Meanwhile…

Oh my God!

“Mmm!” she let out after the first swipe of Mr. Deakin’s tongue in her pink walls of pleasure. He ate her ass just like how he ate his ex-wife’s pussy—wet and sloppy.

With all the sensations that Carol was gifted with, she felt like she wasn’t the owner of her body anymore.

“Ahh!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahh!” Angelo let out. Not wanting to cum, he unhinged from her mouth and motioned Josiah to take over.

“Oomph!” Josiah said as soon as he got his turn. Angelo slapped and rubbed his yearning on Carol’s delicate back. Feeling Mr. Deakin’s mushroom head graze her tight opening, she unhinged and provided a brief announcement.

“Mr. Deakin… please be gentle”.

Hearing what she said, Mr. Deakin shook his body in delight. Without thinking things through…

“Gwak!” she let out, both from choking on Josiah’s extra-long penis and half of Mr. Deakin’s fat cock. Albeit feeling like she just partook in the reverse taking of the Excalibur, her candy stick expressed a small bubble of sweet semen, causing Mark to release a bubble of precum as well.

Fuuuuck…

“Woah!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed from the very first time of experiencing anal sex. His dick has never been in such a wet, warm, and tight confinement before.

“I wanna try it too”, Angelo told Mark. Like a true gentleman, Angelo started by softly licking her pink and moist penis head.

“Can I?” Mark asked Josiah. As soon as Mark entered her yearning mouth, Mr. Deakin reached his final destination… her prostate.

“Gwah!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed as he pulsated inside Carol’s freshly popped cherry. Not wanting to kill the momentum, she ignored the sharp pain and continued relishing the savory taste of Mark’s fat cock and precum.

Oh my God…

As Josiah and Mark learned the perfect timing of sharing her mouth, Angelo scored A+ in penilingus. As the pain started fading away and the harbinger of prostate pleasure started arriving, Carol circled her hips in a sultry manner—letting Mr. Deakin know that she was ready for the taking.

So damn good…

At a romantic pace, Mr. Deakin started thrusting in and out, doing his best not to cum abruptly. As he sank his fingertips into her hips, he couldn’t stop shaking from his deliriously delicious state.

“Oh! Carol!”

“Mmm, so tight!”

“Gwak!” she let out from choking on Josiah’s yearning. Mark, who was balls-deep in euphoria, suggested checking how wide Carol’s mouth could go.

Wanting to take on the challenge, she opened her mouth—forgetting that her jaw had limits. Albeit being a novice, she took half of their dicks at the same time, suckling them like a puppy starving for milk.

“Mmm, mmm!” she let out in a guttural groan from the intense pounding of Mr. Deakin, her mouthful of two big boners, and her dick going in and out of Angelo’s throat.

“Oh! Carol! I think I’m gonna—“, Mr. Deakin let out.

“Wait!” Angelo interrupted.

“Let’s see if we can fit her ass at the same time”.

OMG!

So far, Carol liked every sensation that the men gifted her. With a yearning mouth and a beating hole, she gave Angelo a thumbs up. With all his might, he scooched under her and found a little opening under Mr. Deakin’s dick.

Slowly but surely, there they were, Mr. Deakin and Angelo rubbing dicks together as they went in and out of her pink hole. Like the jock that he was, Angelo penetrated her while doing pullups at the same time as Mr. Deakin’s hold on her hips got tighter.

“Ahh!” the men exclaimed in orgasmic unison like they were performing a harmony.

“Angelo, I’m gonna cum. Give us a moment”.

Mr. Deakin, with a scarlet face with veins like they were about to pop in his neck, started fucking her like a jackrabbit. Angelo patiently waited by sucking her dick once more.

“Carol!”

“Mmm!” she let out.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Take it! Take it!”

“Fuck!!!” he uttered in a thunderous exclamation as he released his thick and warm daddygravy inside her sore hole.

So good…

As Mr. Deakin pulsated and relished his orgasm, he shook his head—releasing wilful mists of his sweat in the air.

“Oh! Carol… what a wild woman…”, he softly said as he wiped the sweat off his forehead and burly chest with the back of his hand.

She didn’t want to waste a drop of Mr. Deakin’s lineage. As he unhinged, she clenched her anal muscles as she released fragments of precum in Angelo’s mouth. Shortly after, it was Angelo’s turn.

Ever since the day he saw Carol, his masturbatory sessions were filled with thoughts of nothing but the form of her ass in her black tights.

“Gwak!” she let out from choking on Josiah’s cock. Mark, missing the sweet taste of her candy stick, went under her and started choking on her member. Mr. Deakin couldn’t stop his erection albeit just releasing his unborn heirs inside her. As he watched the choir members from his bed, he started stroking his dick gently.

“Woah!” Angelo exclaimed from the novel feeling of fucking an ass. She was extra tight, extra warm, and extra wet from Mr. Deakin’s creampie. Angelo had a collection of toys for masturbation but nothing compared to what he was getting at that moment.

In typical Angelo fashion, he flexed his biceps as he carelessly pounded her scarlet ass. Josiah, throat-deep in euphoria, started grabbing her hair as she choked on his dick.

“You like that cock, don’t cha Carol?”

Sweetly, she nodded as he locked his eyes with a tearful siren gaze.

“Fuuuuuck!” Angelo screamed from the tactile sensation of her anal clenches.

“Carol!”

“Oh! Carol!”

“I’m go—“, but before he could finish his announcement, he refilled her ass with the abundance of his semen.

Angelo…

“Whew! That’s insane!” he let out as he squeezed his dick to release the last drop. He slapped her right cheek and planted a soft kiss on it before resting his masculine and sweaty body on Mr. Deakin’s bed.

“Man, ain’t it good”, Mr. Deakin said after giving Angelo a high five.

As Carol contained Angelo’s cum, Josiah excitedly impaled her.

“Ahh!” she yelled as soon as his mushroom head knocked on her prostate.

“Fuck!” Josiah let out from the strange feeling of the delightful novel sensation.

“I’ve never done this before but fuck!” he followed as he shook his body in a convulsive state while Mr. Deakin and Angelo proudly watched.

“Take me…”, she said—giving him an over-the-shoulder come-hither look.

Too hot and bothered by the hourglass figure and her thick blonde hair, he grabbed her locks with one hand as he held onto her hip with the other.

Josiah went in extra deep and hard without a warning, weakening her knees. With every prostate poke from his intense taking, she felt like her balls were ready to open their floodgates.

"Ahh! Ahh!"

"Carol!"

"Yes, Josiah!”

“Oh! Carol!”

“I think I’m gonna—“.

“I’m gonna cum too”, she said. Hearing her utterance, Mark, intensified his suckling like a Dyson vacuum cleaner—yearning and begging to swallow every dripping of her candy stick.

“Here it—“.

“Ahh!”

“Fuck!” he let out. As soon as his thick wad filled her, she released her ladycream deep in Mark’s throat. As Josiah shivered in orgasmic delight, so did Carol.

Mmm…

Mark relished every sweet drop from her estrogen-laced sperm. He wanted to cum at that very moment but he wanted to know how it felt like to be inside her.

Josiah picked himself up and started kissing her passionately.

“Oh!” Mark let out, in shock at how tight Carol was even after having gone through three dicks already. Unlike the other three, Mark enjoyed taking his time. At a romantic pace, he relished every bit of orgasmic choke from her creampied ass.

“So…”.

“Fucking…”.

“Tight…”, he let out—rolling his head from the mindblowing sensation.

“Carol, you taste so sweet”, Josiah said with warm breaths.

“Mmm, Josiah”.

As soon as Mr. Deakin and Angelo regained their virility, they sauntered toward Carol and aimed at her face.

“Let’s shower her with our love”, Mr. Deakin suggested—causing Josiah to move back and join their cum race.

“Carol!”

“Oh! Carol!” Mark let out.

“Are you ready?” he followed.

“Yes! Fill me with love!” she exalted as she anticipated Mark’s cum in her ass and the three men’s impending second ejaculation.

“Here I come!” Mark announced. As soon as the three heard his announcement, they choked their members with the utmost aggression.

“Ah!” Mark exclaimed.

“Ahh!” Mr. Deakin followed.

“Ahhh!” Angelo let out.

“Ahhhh!” Josiah yelled.

As Mark’s sperm freely flowed inside her sweet hole, the three men performed a synchronized squirt. Playfully, she caught their cum with her excited tongue that went in a myriad of directions.

Ahhh…

“Whew!” Mr. Deakin exclaimed. One by one, they rewarded Carol with passionate and wet kisses before carrying her to the bed and cuddling with her.

Still in disbelief by how lucky she was…

“Oh! Santa!” she jested.

“Oh! Carol!” the men let out in a lustful chorus before grazing her body with their strong hands.


Epilogue

After Carol’s romantic rendezvous with the four men, she decided to enjoy what she had and stop thinking about who the best man was for her. Everyone was equally sweet and handsome and picking only one didn’t make sense.

Every weekend, they’d often get together for a rehearsal in Mr. Deakin’s home, along with equally sharing her. Three months before the next Christmas, they all chipped in and saved up to fund her breast augmentation surgery which she happily accepted.

The End <3

Did you enjoy this romantic and steamy novella? If so, you’re gonna love my bundles and other stories!
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Three romantically feminized men by three dominant transgender women.

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

When Mrs. Morningwood tells him to apply lipstick, he obeys without questions. When Mrs. Morningwood tells him to wear black sheer nylon stockings, he follows. When Mrs. Morningwood tells him to kiss her, he opens his mouth... and more.

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

Determined not to swallow one more insult from his father, he swallows his new role as an apprentice for a Sissy Geisha Training... but it wasn't as easy as he thought, most especially when the mama-san is a stern Japanese transgender woman.

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

After many years of enduring a futureless relationship, Amanda AKA the holiday transgender girlfriend, demands to be the fifth wife, up until he carelessly lets out a misogynistic comment that compelled her to teach him a lesson he'll never forget.


Other Titles

[image: ]

“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

[image: ]

"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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"With her university located in a poshtown filled with highly attractive ex-pats, she couldn’t help but wonder how it felt like to be loved and coveted by them. She wanted to know if she would ever experience being a real woman, even for just one night."

Read My Cherry No More Bundle

[image: ]

"Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity."

Read The Office Gurl
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"Will Stefano survive a life that entails more than a switch from being a tenor to being the soprano Prima Donna just like how he was able to survive his father’s obsession?"

Read Prima Donna
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"It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization experiences with dominant transgender women and romantic gentlemen."

First Feminization Fiction - Sissyrella

Being an introvert who kept to himself through a life of video games, he had no friends and family to run to. Cleaning, cooking, and servicing his stepfamily was his new normal up until a Sissy Godmother appeared and magically turned his loveless life into a titillating fairy tale.

Second Feminization Fiction – Sissy White and The Seven Dwarfs

On All Hallows Eve, the same night the queen has chosen for Sissy White’s demise, the princess was forced to run from the harrowing threat. She ran until her legs couldn’t take another step anymore until her resolve manifested when a tiny cottage in the woods emerged from the mist. That’s when she met The Seven Dwarfs and what turned her life into a titillating fairy tale.

Third Feminization Fiction – The Sissy Mermaid

On All Hallows Eve, she consulted a merlock who lived in the most isolated burrows of the ocean floor and asked for a wish. He promised to grant her request with many conditions, two of them being human with something between her legs… and one of them that would cost her life…

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

Read Stacey The School Sissy


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Oh Carol! Coveted By The Choir – A Transgender Transformation and Trans 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)

OEBPS/image_rsrc13H.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc13C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc13M.jpg
LY WooD's

"HALL@&WEEN SERIES
‘SISSIES AND TRANS'ROMANCE





OEBPS/image_rsrc13E.jpg
3 Sissies 7§}
cS %ﬂf/léf (;) (/61;4\(’74

f ) VP,
Dne Lre





OEBPS/image_rsrc13D.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

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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