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Introduction
Romantic Sissies Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections Books One to Six Collection.
It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.
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?
Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and
Prepare for a Wild Forced Feminization Ride!
Note: This title contains crossdressing feminization, transgender lesbian tropes, sissification feminization, and more. All characters are within the legal age of consent.
I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m an Asian 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 friends’ and 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 Danny, Louie, and Ahmed’s feminization. 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 cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

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

✓    I have a bubble butt and some sweet inches between there

It’s October 11, 2022, and 03:10 PM in the Philippines. It’s a bit balmy and I’m wearing a silk magenta kaftan with no panties on.
Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Romantic Sissies Volume One.




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 Spicy Content that you won’t find anywhere else.
My First Gift for You

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 READ FOR FREE
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




MFMM Part One Chapter 1
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It’s been six months since the Morningwoods moved into Lehigh County, specifically, Alburtis. Danny has been mowing their lawn every Saturday for almost a month and he had nothing but good experiences with them.
To Danny, Mr. Vincent Morningwood, a real estate broker in Manhattan, was the luckiest man in the world. He had money, a jaguar, and the hottest woman on the face of the earth, Maria.
Danny also thought that Mrs. Maria Morningwood was a total babe. She was 5ft 8in., had long wavy brown hair, huge cat eyes, full lips, alabaster skin, and a curvy banging body. Her ambiguous looks came from her Filipino immigrant mother and a white father from Louisiana.
“What did she see in Mr. Morningwood?”, Danny pondered. He was short, bald, aggressive, and pale. It’s probably his money. After all, Mrs. Morningwood looked like she was used to the finer things in life, he thought.
Maria usually wore silk blouses and pearl necklaces even when she wasn’t bound anywhere. She also paired her signature top with white tight pants but Danny especially loved it whenever her hips were lovingly embraced by tight animal-print pencil skirts—leopard being one of her favorite prints.
“You better not come back here without the plane ticket of your whore!”, Maria screamed right before closing their mustard-painted house’s main door with feminine vigor.
“You’re delusional!” Vincent retorted before kicking and hitting the door with his brown briefcase. He adjusted his tie and sauntered towards Danny as the young man froze—shocked by the couple’s morning argument.
“You saw that?! That’s why you don’t marry whores!” he screamed with a scarlet visage—clearly letting Maria know that he was referring to her.
What a jerk!
Shortly after, Vincent pressed his car keys and drove to work. At that moment, Danny wanted to punch him in the face.
Who does he think he is?
How could he call Mrs. Morningwood a whore?
She is one of the nicest ladies I know!
He turned off the lawn mower and walked towards the Morningwoods’ door. He wanted to check how Maria was doing after the argument. Right before he could press the doorbell, he hesitated and walked back to continue mowing.
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“Danny…”, Maria called in a sullen tone after softly opening the door.
Wow!
With a pensive face and wearing nothing but a pastel pink night dress with white lace trim, her hard nipples coincidentally pointed at him. Her hair was mussed up and her black eyeliner was smeared from crying as he gazed at her with utmost lasciviousness.
This is wrong, stop!
He was supposed to console her but her apparition solidified Danny’s dick. The mark of her nipples alone was enough to make his white meat cream inside his pants.
“I’m sorry about what you’ve just seen”, she explained right before taking a long drag of her cigarette. He couldn’t stop staring at her. Thoughts of how elegant she looked as she smoked with her long and dark red nails kept creeping in.
“Promise me that you won’t turn out like that when you become a man,” she said right before softly caressing his cheek.
Fuck! Ugh, Mrs. Morningwood…
It was the very first time that someone touched him like that. He was relieved that he wore blue jeans. If she saw his hard-on, she would’ve probably fired him right then and there.
He fought his lustful state and hurried to the rose bushes. He plucked the prettiest red rose that he could find and sauntered to her.
“This is the prettiest one… just like you”, he shyly said before handing her the rose.
“Ha ha! See? You’re already breaking your promise. Vincent was this sweet when we first met”, she quipped. “But thank you,” she followed before gently planting a kiss on his sweaty cheek.
Oh… Mrs. Morningwood…
She sniffed the rose hard and went back inside the house. At that moment, Danny was almost out of breath. He gasped and wiped the beads of sweat that formed on his forehead with his wrist as he tried his best to calm his nerves.
I think I’m in love…
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Six days later, it was Danny’s second favorite day of the week, Friday. It was the day before he got to mow Maria’s lawn again. He couldn’t stop thinking about her hard nipples and the kiss that she planted on his cheek. So much so that he didn’t wash his face for three days right after it happened.
“Hey, Danny! We’re going to a Comic-Con tomorrow. Come with us!”, his friend Mark said in a text message.
Comic-Con over Mrs. Morningwood? Nah.
He refused Mark’s invitation and opened the Facelook app on his phone. He then searched for Maria Morningwood on the social media platform and gazed at her profile. He skipped through her photos with Vincent and parked at his favorite photo of hers—smiling while carrying a bouquet of red roses in a black leather tube top with an abundantly exposed cleavage.
I love you, Mrs. Morningwood…
He rolled over his bed and zoomed into her tits then started rubbing his yearning. The fabric of his brown boxer shorts was abrasive and didn’t feel nice on his skin. He took them off and started stroking his cock bare.
Her nipples under her pink silk dress were the only image that he could see. He spread his precum on his dick’s head and gently circled it with his fingertip.
His cock felt dry—resulting in a generous spit on the palm of his hand. Shortly after, he started stroking his mega-hard meat. He choked it—almost making the veins pop while envisioning motorboating Maria’s big and round tits as she screamed his name in a euphoric declaration.
“Ugh!” he moaned as his imagination became more vivid. His wet dream was almost palpable that he started feeling how it was to have his face buried between her tits.
“Mrs. Morningwood…”, he uttered—almost gasping for air. He tightened his grip on his pink, fat, and long manhood then continued jerking his cock at a rapid pace while squeezing his big hairy balls with the other hand.
Maria’s siren-like gaze kept creeping into his head. He thrusted upwards while pleasuring himself as thoughts of his dick being sandwiched by her oppressive and round milky balloons were almost coming to life.
“Ahh!” he let out right after his thick and white joyjizz shot out and landed on his six-pack abs.
He took his boxers from the bed and wiped his orgasmic mess then went to sleep shortly so he could see the woman of his dreams sooner.
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That Saturday morning, he took a long hot shower. He preened in the mirror, practicing cute faces to impress Maria. She mentioned something about being a man and he wanted to prove to her that he was not a little boy anymore.
He parted his dark brown hair in different directions until he brushed all of it up and realized that it made him look more mature. He applied some hair gel and sprayed some cologne from the drugstore.
Mr. Morningwood may be richer but I’m not so bad myself.
Pondered he did about his insecurities and strong points as he gazed at himself in the mirror. Even if he was not ripped, he had six-pack abs. He also stood six feet and possessed an eight incher.
My cock alone can get me any girl I want.
Girls from school often called him a pretty boy. He wasn’t lacking in the looks department. Moreover, he was set to be a doctor. His mom has enough money saved for his education. Once that happens, he could give Mrs. Morningwood everything that she desired in life, he thought.
Moments later, he wore his sky-blue collared shirt and light brown cargo shorts. Danny just usually wore t-shirts and blue jeans whenever he went to the Morningwoods to work. Shortly after, he took his blue bicycle and started pedaling to Maria’s house.
I hope she notices my new look.
“Wow, Danny! You look cool”, Maria exclaimed right before closing the door. She gestured for him to wait then attended to her phone again.
“That won’t work. I have a deadline. Tell her to return the downpayment. What an ungrateful bitch!” she said with utmost disappointment over the phone. She then placed her gadget on the foyer table and asked Danny to follow her into the living room.
As he sauntered through the wooden floor, he couldn’t stop staring at her huge ass swaying side to side from her tight leopard pencil skirt. He sat on the beige plush couch in her almost all-white living room as she lit up a cigarette.
She was a vision in a red silk blouse with black pearls. She gracefully placed her ruby-stained cigarette on the ashtray atop the center table and removed her pointy red leather stilettos.
She walked barefoot over the pastel gray carpet and sat next to him.
“The lawn’s still manicured Mrs. Morningwood. Should I trim the bushes?” he politely asked.
“You know, this is the first time that I’ve seen your whole face without the emo bangs. It’s very pretty”, she complimented.
“Girls in school always say that but I tell them that I’m not pretty, I’m handsome”, he answered shyly with a faint giggle.
“Well, I think you’re both”, she said with a wink.
Mrs. Morningwood…
“I normally don’t do this but I am time-pressed. You see, I run an online magazine and one of my models blew me off and went to a stupid Comic-Con with her boyfriend—“, she explained right before holding his chin to examine his face.
Oh, that Comic-Con!
“—so instead of working on the lawn today, how would you feel about modeling for me? I’ll give you $500!” she followed.
Five hundred bucks!? Get outta here!
“Mrs. Morningwood, are you serious!?” he asked in disbelief.
“Danny, you look more feminine than the original model anyway. It’s not a big deal”, she reassured.
Wait, what!?
“More feminine? I don’t understand…”, he shared with a mystified visage.
“Come with me”, she ordered, then took his hand and led him to one of the rooms on the second floor.
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Danny was surprised. The room where Maria took him was the polarizing opposite of how the Morningwoods’ home was majorly decorated. Instead of a classic interior with ivory walls and beige furniture, it was decked in raven paint and silver trims.
Picture frames displaying magazine covers with the titles Shemale Zexpress, Ladyboy Lagoon, and Futanari Funtazees with a younger Maria in different lingerie as the cover girl abundantly hung on the walls.
The room had studio lights and a California King bed with plain white sheets. It also had floor-to-ceiling black closets and a towering dark oak vanity mirror.
“Danny darling, am I feminine?” she asked as she reapplied her ruby lipstick in front of the vanity mirror.
What kind of question is that?
“Uhh, yes?” he answered with a puzzled look.
She stood up from her vanity chair and walked towards him. She subjected him to a siren-like gaze and unbuttoned her red silk blouse.
“Am I feminine?” she asked again while liberating her decolletage with only a black pearl necklace, a leopard-print bra, and a leopard pencil skirt.
Fuck!
He gulped from shock and arousal. The woman of his fantasies was seducing him out of nowhere. He felt like his cum was going to explode from his light brown cargo shorts.
“Yes, Mrs. Morningwood”, he agreed with eyes laser-focused on her alabaster breasts.
She unzipped her pencil skirt from the side and revealed her leopard panties that were packed with her pulsating penis.
What the fuck!?
“Now Danny, am I still feminine?” she reluctantly asked.
“Mm-m-mrs. Morningwood, I don’t—”, he let out in a stutter.
“I don’t understand… what is… inside your p-panties?”, he asked—shivering from disbelief as his knees started feeling like Jell-O.
She walked closer to calm his wide-eyed state. Without thinking things through, she took his hand and placed it inside her panties.
What…
His beads of sweat started falling on his flushed face. He wanted to remove his hand but was petrified and couldn’t do anything. Even if her panties were soiled and her dick twitched from the warmth of his hand, he couldn’t lift a single finger.
“Danny, boys can be pretty too. Do you still find me beautiful knowing that I wasn’t born a woman?” she asked.
“Mrs. Morningwood, thi-this i-i-s not—“, he said.
“Sorry!” she said right after prematurely pulling away.
“Can we just t-t-talk abou-about it?” he asked.
She sauntered towards the California King bed and sat on the edge. He couldn’t look him in the eyes. She faced the floor as she wiped her tears from the guilt of what she had just done.
Mrs. Morningwood…
His shocked state melted back into the boy who was hopelessly in love with his dream girl. Witnessing her cry was too hard on him. He instinctively sprinted towards the edge of the bed and sat next to her—patting her back in consolation.
“Please, Mrs. Morningwood. Don’t cry”, he pleaded.
“You’re still feminine. You’re still the most beautiful woman I know”, he assured.
Suddenly, her face beamed from the young man’s touching declarations. She hugged him and cried on his shoulders as she repeated words of apology.
“It’s Vincent, he’s having an affair with a twenty-year-old Thai ladyboy whore”, she explained with red eyes from the profuse falls of agony.
“I gave up ten years of my life. The moment I hit my forties, he changed. It’s like his love suddenly went away”, she added.
He still viewed her as a woman albeit what he had just touched and seen. Watching her cry only intensified his instincts of wanting to protect her and make her happy.
“It’s okay Mrs. Morningwood. It’s his loss”, he said in consolation.
She held both of his hands and looked him intently in the eyes.
“So… I still need a model. Will you be my muse?” she excitedly asked.
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Danny was still recovering from Maria’s revelation about being a transgender woman. But he also didn’t want to pass up the opportunity to make a quick buck.
$500 just to take my photos…
He hesitated for a while but he couldn’t resist Maria’s puppy dog eyes right after a release of tears brought upon by insecurity and sadness.
“Okay, Mrs. Morningwood. I’ll try”, he said with an unsure tone.
She smiled widely and walked towards the oppressive closets. He then sauntered towards the vanity mirror to check his modelesque looks.
“What am I wearing?” he asked from a distance. “Just you wait”, she replied. Moments later in her leopard lingerie and black pearl necklace…
“These!” she exclaimed as she presented him with a sheer black bra, sheer black thongs, and black nylon stockings.
What the fuck!?
He laughed in disbelief. He thought that she was pulling his leg from the presentation of the sexy lingerie.
“Danny, I’m not kidding. This is for my Slutty Sissies Series”, she explained with a visage painted with something that left no room for foolery.
“Why would anyone want to see me in women’s underwear?” he curiously retorted.
“Why would anyone not?” she replied with a question.
“Not just that, you’re also wearing this!” she added right after taking the straight brunette wig off a mannequin’s head near the vanity.
Danny blushed from embarrassment. He was starting to doubt if the money was worth him, looking gay in public.
“Are you telling me that people are into this thing?” he asked.
“Oh darling, you have no idea! And with your looks, I’m pretty sure that my patrons would pay more just to see you!” she explained as she hyped him up.
“What if my friends see this?” he anxiously asked.
“Only men who are into sissies and crossdressers will have access to the photos. It’s very private and it’s not going to be published on mainstream platforms—besides, would anyone really know it’s you after all the makeup I’m going to apply on your face?” she reassured.
Well, she has a point…
“Okay, Mrs. Morningwood, just please make sure I don’t look like me”, he pleaded.
“Leave it up to me, Danielle”, she said giggly.




MFMM Part One Chapter 7
Moments later, Maria took a raven pencil eyeliner from her makeup kit. Danny aggressively shook his head from the familiar piece of cosmetic item.
“Not that please, I saw my sister accidentally stab herself in the eye with it”, he informed.
“She was probably doing it wrong. Don’t be scared. Besides, this will greatly change your appearance. Nobody will know you once you’re wearing thick black eyeliner”, she explained.
He paused and then took a deep breath then eventually nodded.
“Okay, missus”, he softly said. Right after the dull crayon of the pencil touched his lower lash line…
Oh…
“This isn’t so bad”, he informed.
“I told you, it doesn’t hurt”, she said. He smiled and set his pupils elsewhere. His shock and reluctance were slowly devoured by thoughts of lust from seeing Maria’s perky tits from her leopard bra.
It was so close to his face and looked exactly how he had pictured them in his wet dreams. He adjusted his crotch as his hard dick started to hurt from being restricted by his cargo shorts and boxers.
“You have to look up, Danny, so I could properly finish the eyeliner”, she requested. Maria was no fool, she knew that was he getting turned on. After all, she too had a dick. His adjustment was very telling of how aroused he was by her presence.
The longer she was putting his makeup on, the more comfortable he was becoming from seeing a hot girl with a bulge. He started getting curious as to how her dick looked which caused him to soil his boxers.
“Are you ready?”, she asked with a beaming face.
“I’m not sure about—“, just before he could finish his sentence, she softly kicked the leg of the rotating makeup chair for him to see his reflection in the vanity mirror.
What the fuck!? I look like a girl!
“I look nothing like myself!” he exclaimed. He continued preening in the mirror and gazed at his feminized reflection.
“You’re gorgeous!” she excitedly said. She then took the long brown wig from the table of the vanity mirror and started gently placing it on top of his brushed-up locks.
“Don’t you just look like Megan Fox in Jennifer’s Body?” she informed.
For some reason, after he wore the wig, he started enjoying the feeling of what it was like to be a hot girl. So much so that he even made sexy faces in the mirror while she encouraged him to do more.
Moments later, she took the black sheer lingerie combo and handed it to him.
“It’s time to complete the look”, she said. She then held his hand and led him close to the bed.
“Remove your shirt”, she requested.
Danny was reluctant, not only because he wasn’t sure about wearing women’s lingerie, but because he didn’t want her to see his skinny body. After all, he dressed up differently that day for her to envision him as a man.
“Don’t be shy”, she encouraged then took his shirt off herself.
“Wow, Danny. Your body’s so tight”, she complimented.
A rush started painting his face scarlet from her sweet words. He thought that she would say something about how lanky he was.
“Do you want me to take it off for you?” she asked with a naughty wink.
Oh, fuck!
He turned around as he didn’t want her to see that his boxers were soiled with cum and that his cock was extra hard.
“I’ll do it myself Mrs. Morningwood”, he muttered right before unzipping his cargo shorts.
“It’s not like I don’t have one too”, she quipped.
Ha ha!
A few seconds later, his shirt and cargo shorts were on the floor. He kept thinking about disgusting thoughts to soften his dick to no avail.
She couldn’t take the delay anymore, she then sauntered to face him. He covered his crotch area with his hands—all red from the embarrassment.
“Please, Mrs. Morningwood, give me more time”, he requested.
“Danny, Vincent won’t stay long in the office. We have to finish this quick”, she informed with urgency.
She slowly held both his hands—taking them out of his crotch. There it was, his wet checkered blue boxers with a Loch Ness monster trying to escape.
“Well, it seems like we’re off to a good start”, she said. She then took the sheer black bra and panties and waited for him to take his boxers off. He slowly pulled his boxers down, revealing his thick and unkempt pubic hair and half of his shaft.
At that moment, her dick twitched at the glorious revelation. She felt like she was watching a male stripper tease her at a bachelorette party. She kept looking as it kept going on, gulping, with uncontrollable dick twitches.
He started getting confident from seeing the moving bulge from her leopard panties. It made him feel like she was really into him. Without thinking things through, he decided to reward her by revealing his American pride.
“Mrs. Morningwood?” he asked as his eight inches of white meat was beating in a myriad of directions as she stared blankly—totally consumed by the forbidden fruit.
“Da-danny…”, she said—struggling to finish her sentences from utter arousal. She frantically flipped her luscious brown locks to her back and fanned her sweaty neck with her hands.
“Le-let’s…”, she continued as she handed him the lingerie combo.
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Both Danny and Maria were uncontrollably hard and couldn’t look each other in the eyes. They tried very hard to be professional, especially Maria, who couldn’t stop her dick from moving in all directions at the sight of him, sitting on the edge of the bed with his legs spread out, in a sheer bra and an eight-inch Loch Ness monster that was pointed upward and resting on his six-pack abs.
“I don’t know how to put these on”, he said—confused, while holding the pair of black nylon stockings.
“I-I’ll help!” she let out attentively. Her demeanor changed a lot after seeing his dick. She felt like she just witnessed a miracle. It was a refreshing sight from the four-incher that she was regularly getting from her husband.
She took the stockings and started dressing his left foot. Her sweat turned into a stream of desire as his feet were triggering her foot fetish. His feet were long but looked delicate as they were narrow with candle-like toes.
She was taking her time and didn’t care anymore if her husband walked in on them doing a sissy photoshoot. To her, having him as a model was a rare opportunity and she was unsure if he would agree to do it again.
He possessed everything that a fantasy sissy needed. He had piercing blue eyes, a slim and tall nose, luscious lips, a tight body, a juicy ass, and most importantly, he had an eight-inch cock.
She wouldn’t pass up the opportunity to launch him as her biggest star.
Mrs. Morningwood…
Meanwhile, Danny couldn’t help his precum bubble up on top of his cock. The sight of Maria under him felt like she was about to give him head.
She then proceeded putting the stockings on as her face got closer and closer to his fully-erect manhood. His dick was so big that less than half of it was under the sheer black panties and the other half was exposed and resting beyond his belly button.
She quivered and gulped as she got closer to the forbidden fruit. Her ladystaff tried so hard not to tear the thin fabric of her leopard panties.
“I-, I can’t!” she said.
“This is just way too hot and you’re not into women like me”, she added.
“I’m sorry Danny, but you have to go. I’ll give you $500, just don’t mention this to anyone”, she pleaded while turning away.
Not into women like her?!
Danny’s forehead wrinkled from her preposterous utterance. He stood up and threw the wig on the floor from frustration.
“Mrs. Morningwood, you got it all wrong”, he explained.
“Do you think that I would’ve stayed after everything if I didn’t like you?” he continued. Her eyes widened from what he let out.
“Look at me”, he ordered with a deep and commanding tone.
“I couldn’t care less if you have a dick. I’ve been in love with you and I still love you. All I want is for you to be mine”, he confessed. At that moment, her heart went a mile a minute and it felt like it was about to explode.
She felt so touched by the handsome young man coveting her. She lost her confidence in the way her husband treated her. He rekindled her fire and she couldn’t do anything but fan it.
A few seconds later, he knelt to the ground on one knee and grabbed her arms. He maneuvered her to stand up and started kissing her passionately as their bulges rubbed against each other.
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Maria relished the kiss like it was her first time. Danny not only had a huge dick, but he also knew how to kiss the right way. She was fascinated with the mastery of his tongue and with his interchanging soft and hard bites.
At that moment, he has released all of his inhibitions. He also pondered that after discovering the truth, she became more special and it only strengthened his feelings for her.
I love you…
“I’m not a boy anymore. I’m not a virgin either Mrs. Morningwood”, he explained with a muffled voice from kissing her and letting out warm breaths.
“You’re certainly not, Danny”, she replied as she relished his damp and warm kisses that trailed her neck as he squeezed her tits with gung-ho.
“I’ve been waiting for this moment”, he said with vigor, right before unhooking her bra.
“Take me, Danny!” she pleaded after liberating her 36DD breasts from the tight leopard bra.
Without thinking things through, he took a mouthful of her tits and started motorboating her. His dick twitches danced to the rhythm of the sound of her chiming black pearl necklace. He wasn’t let down. From the very first bite, he felt as if he was a kid in a candy store.
As her milky balloons jiggled with delight, he couldn’t help but admire her brown nipples. He always imagined what it would taste like because he had only been with girls who had pink pointers.
So exotic… so sweet…
“Your tits are so sweet, Mrs. Morningwood”, he said with a short breath.
“Oh, Danny, baby!” she gleefully moaned—eyes closed, from the continuous suckling and biting that he generously provided. Moments later, he couldn’t hold back anymore. He maneuvered her to lay in bed and continued sucking her tits. She was puzzled as to how a gentle young man could turn into an alpha beast within a matter of minutes.
“Ouch”, she softly complained.
“Wait, I have to take my panties off, my girltoy hurts from you, on top of me”, she shared.
Oh!
His excitement heightened from hearing what she just said. He was curious to see how it looked right from the moment she was applying his makeup. Moments later, there it was…
…Mrs. Morningwood’s morning wood.
For some reason, he wasn’t repelled by the sight of it. It was smaller than his and he didn’t feel intimidated. But what captivated him the most was her in full glory. It was his first time seeing someone with a feminine form and a hard cock at the same time.
Seeing her fully erect and shaven dick let him know that she was also into him. After all, she couldn’t deny it. How could a hard dick lie?
“Just think of it like a huge clit”, she quipped.
“Mmm!” he growled as he continued eating her milky boobs and feeling her hard dick rubbing against his chest. She was relieved and ultra-aroused at the same time. The feeling of his sloppy young mouth devouring her breasts and her lubricated dick from precum rubbing against his smooth chest felt like hitting two birds with one stone.
He then started softly kissing her stomach and continued by trailing and biting her chubby thighs. His libido rose as it has never before. It urged him to press his face on her groin and sniffed it—almost suffocating.
Mmm…
He didn’t care anymore if her hard dick was hitting his face, at that moment, he was a rabid dog who hadn’t had a full meal for three days.
Isn’t this gay?
Moments later, with his heart saying yes and his mind saying no, he took a deep breath. It was time to face the music. He reluctantly turned his head to face her rock-hard pink and circumcised yearning then curled its shaft with his long fingers.
“You don’t have to do it”, she reassured as she watched him hold her pulsating penis.
“Shh”, he replied with a smile and started gently licking her shaven balls.
This isn’t so bad.
“Ugh!” she softly let out. At that very moment, she has never felt more loved and accepted. The insecurity that she had been harboring caused by her cheating husband magically disappeared with a single flick from his warm and wet tongue.
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Danny continued his first-time bout with a penis by licking the shaft. Maria’s eyes unwillingly rolled up from the euphoria of his delicate mouth pleasing her she-cock.
It’s so hard yet so smooth.
He licked the smooth sheshaft with his tongue—going in and out at a rapid pace like he was licking pussy. He has gotten used to the taste and enjoyed it like he was a tourist trying an Asian country’s exotic delicacy.
“Oh!” she exclaimed right after he swiped her dick head with his tongue.
“Mmm”, he moaned, and then circled her dick head with his tongue.
This tastes so damn good!
Danny has never imagined for a single waking moment how good a penis would taste. He grew up fantasizing about pussy from adult magazines and porn. He exhibited his love for the newfound flavor by going the extra mile.
“Oh, baby!” Maria moaned right after he took half of her dick in his mouth.
“Did I do it right Mrs. Morningwood?” he asked shyly. “Yes babe, try covering your teeth by curling your lips inwards”, she explained softly while caressing his face.
He did it again and that time, he scored A+ in penilingus. Once he started, he couldn’t stop, most especially while witnessing how her face flushed from his service.
He continued bobbing up and down with his saliva soaking the sheets and her thighs.
I’m the only one that could make you happy Mrs. Morningwood…
All his reluctant feelings were overshadowed by the pride of pleasing the woman of his dreams. Her tits jiggled with delight from the rapid blowjob that he was performing when all of a sudden, he decided to intensify his service.
“Fuck, yeah!” she exclaimed right after he slurped her dick like his mouth was a Dyson vacuum cleaner. Hearing her audible reaction was his cue that he was doing something right. He hastened the pace to provide more pleasure.
“I’m gonna…”, she said in a euphoric moan. He slurped harder and faster, causing her eyes to roll in a myriad of directions. “I-I-“, right before she could finish her sentence, her thick and warm joy juice exploded in his mouth.
It’s so warm…
His eyes widened as her warm cum flowed freely in his mouth like it was a spoonful of honey.  “I love you, Danny…”, she said softly before passionately kissing him. She stuck her tongue inside his mouth and they shared her cum like it was lemonade from a stand on a hot summer day.
He swallowed her womanwad, little by little, without hesitation, and relished the feeling of her jizz streaming in his throat.
“I love you more, Mrs. Morningwood”, he let out, before they continued kissing and messing up each other’s red lipsticks. Moments later…
“Love, I’m home”, Vincent’s voice echoed from a distance.
Shit!
To be continued… *wink*




MFMM Part One Epilogue
Part one is only the beginning of Danny and Maria’s many hot encounters. Theirs was a whirlwind romance, and it was fated by the help of sissy cosmic powers.
The next part will test both of them to see how far they would go. It’s not going to be easy. Many factors, including Vincent, could get in the way. Hold tight for the ride of your life.
Danny, or shall we say, Danielle, just began getting ready for his close-up.
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Maria prematurely pulled away from relishing the orgasm that Danny caused as the young man gulped from hearing Vincent’s call.
“Put your clothes in the closet!” she said in a frantic state.
He followed her obediently as she put her clothes back on at a hastened pace.
“Put the wig back on and wear the robe from the hanger”, she ordered from a distance—pointing to the chrome clothes hanger.
He rushed to cover himself and sprinted to the edge of the bed to sit. She zipped her leopard skirt and cleaned her smeared red lipstick with a makeup wipe from the vanity.
Vincent’s footsteps got more audible from his clacking leather shoes against the wooden staircase.
“Love?” he curiously called from a distance.
“Shit!” Maria let out exasperated as she used all her might to get rid of Danny’s stained lipstick with the same makeup wipe.
“Should I just hide inside the closet Mrs. Morningwood?” he asked—almost inaudibly.
“Don’t worry baby, he’s not going to recognize you. Just go with the flow”, she assured. Moments later, the sound of the creaking door echoed within the walls of the studio.
“There you are”, Vincent said with relief in his typical broker attire—white linen long-sleeved shirt with black slacks.
“Who’s this?” he asked, referring to Danny. The young man’s eyes widened and beads of sweat started emerging on his forehead. He felt as if he was a criminal who was about to get interrogated by a police officer.
“Danny…ielle, Danielle”, she replied in an unnoticeable stutter.
“Wasn’t Stacey supposed to do this shoot?” Vincent asked.
“That puta canceled on me. Besides, Danielle’s prettier. Don’t you think?” she prodded.
“That, I can see”, he said before winking lasciviously at Danny.
Eww!
Danny fake-smiled and switched his sight to the floor.
“Welp! I better leave you gals to what you’re doing”, Vincent declared in an amiable tone before making his exit.
“Wasn’t Danny supposed to be here today?” Vincent followed up after a quick turn.
Fuck!
Danny’s heart galloped like a stallion at the mention of his name. Thoughts of several possible negative scenarios if Vincent found out that he was the sissy model started creeping in.
“He called and told me that he couldn’t come. He went to some Comic-Con event in the city”, she answered without batting an eyelash.
She’s good!
A few seconds later, Vincent left the studio without any inklings that his gardener not only mowed his lawn but also sucked his wife’s adulterous dick.
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Maria and Danny sighed in relief. They both thought that they were gonna get caught. Determined to meet her deadline, she locked the door to commence the photoshoot.
Once the lock clicked, Danny stood from the bed and sprinted to kiss her. He was like a cute schoolboy who just saw his mother coming down from the car to pick him up.
“That was close, Mrs. Morningwood”, he said with a muffled tone from kissing her. She nodded and kissed him back. She then gently pulled away to set the lighting.
“Danny, can you reapply your lipstick?” she requested. He went to the vanity mirror and got overwhelmed by the selection inside her opened makeup case.
“Which one should I use Mrs. Morningwood?” he asked as she replaced the white light bulbs from the softboxes with warm yellow.
“The one with the CC logo, babe”, she said.
Danny softly picked the lipstick up and uncapped it—revealing the bright red bullet. He leaned closer to the mirror and started with his bottom lip. He enjoyed the buttery and warm feeling as it touched his skin.
At first, he thought that he was going make a mess but shortly found out that putting lipstick on was just like coloring a book. All he had to do was stay inside the lines.
Moments later, the song I Could Fall in Love by
Selena started to play.
“I like playing music when doing shoots”, she explained after placing her phone atop the vanity’s desk. Danny stood up and squeezed her butt with one hand and her left tit with the other.
“Baby, we have work to do”, she explained in a sweet demeanor while returning the favor by rubbing his dick against the sheer fabric of his panties and the silk robe.
This feels so nice...
“You owe me one, Mrs. Morningwood”, he quipped right before returning to the edge of the bed.
“What does CC mean?” he curiously asked. She was confused but shortly realized that he was referring to the logo of the lipstick.
“Oh, it’s Chanel, baby”, she answered with proudly.
“I see. My mom has one of these in her room”, he shared.
“She knows what’s up”, she replied with a wink.
Moments later, the music changed from Selena’s ballad to Latto’s song Big Energy Remix featuring Mariah Carey and DJ Khaled. They started moving their hips to the song as they collaborated on how to pose. Moments later…
He was feeling himself. He was posing like a total slut—bent over, begging, legs widely spread, legs to the sky, shyly sucking a finger, and more. He was a natural.
“Wait, let’s complete the look”, she interrupted. She glatially walked towards one of the oppressive closets and took her So Kate red patent leather heels from Christian Louboutin out.
Oomph! Sexy!
He was engrossed by the masterpiece. It was the first time that he had a genuine interest in women’s accessories.
“Those are very sexy Mrs. Morningwood”, he said. She returned a knowing smile and knelt to help Danny wear the heels.
“Now Danny, these are hella expensive. Be gentle”, she explained with a stern look. He nodded with excitement as he slid his right foot into the shoe. His foot was able to get in with ease—width-wise, but his soles were hanging from not being able to get the full length in.
“It won’t fit the back”, he softly retorted. She felt like she was in a cul-de-sac. The shoes looked perfect on Danny’s feet. But on the other hand, if he forced his long feet into her Louboutins, he’d ruin it.
“Fuck it. Your debut will pay for ten more! Just step on it!” she exclaimed with confidence. He reluctantly stepped into the back of the shoe as she bit her lower lip while she watched his feet pressed against the leather, folding it in half.
She walked backward and gazed at the full image of Danny, in black sheer underwear, black nylon stockings, and pointy red patent leather heels. He looked like a mannequin… with a flaccid and girthy white cock.
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Half an hour later, the shoot was a success. They sauntered toward the study desk in the studio and examined the raw files from the photo shoot on Maria’s laptop. She couldn’t help but smile, like a proud mother, while browsing the gorgeous photos of Danny. A few seconds later, his photo wearing the red heels appeared.
“Wow!” he exclaimed. She nodded in agreement with a knowing look as they continued perusing his scintillating shots. At that moment, he could tell that she was enjoying his photos, so much so that she made small hip movements, causing the rotating chair to squeak. That minuscule sound gave away that she was trying to address something.
“You like what you see?”, he cheekily asked. She giggled and nodded. Out of the blue, he covered her view by straddling in front of her—offering his flaccid dick—two inches away from her face.
Her cock twitched from the hot surprise and her knees started to feel like Jell-O. Not long after, she gave in. She pressed her face on his crotch aggressively, sniffing his postpubescent pheromones while salivating.
She shook her head to feel and sniff his unkempt pubic hair like it was a soft hotel pillow. While he was vocal to her about his feelings, he didn’t know that she had her eyes set on him from the very first day that he mowed her lawn.
She just didn’t want to act on it for fear of the neighbors calling her the town whore if they found out that she banged her 18-year-old gardener.
He was stoked sensually from seeing how vigorous she turned. It instantly solidified his yearning—causing his fully-erect eight incher to tear the sheer black panties.
“Oh no!” he let out. She ignored the wardrobe malfunction and sucked his pulsating circumcised dick at a hastened pace. She dealt with it like she was a porn actress pleasing a man from a glory hole.
Fuck!
His chest turned crimson from the majestic view of her sucking him dry but unwillingly closed his eyes from the very first time that he felt that kind of pleasure. None of his past encounters with girls from school were able to provide him with such dick-sucking energy.
“Oh God!” he exclaimed right after she fully took his American pride deep into her throat. She was choking, gagging, and tearing up, and she was enjoying every bit of it.
“Nobody has sucked it this deep”, he explained as he quivered. His face turned red from the unbeknownst kind of sensation. Her throat felt tight, wet, and warm. It was the perfect tunnel for his choo-choo train.
“I’m gonna cu-“, right before he could complete his orgasmic recitation, she pulled back using the wheels of her chair. At that moment, he felt tortured. His cum was already looking for chances to escape but she prematurely abandoned the poor pink meat.
“Danny, baby, I have to have you inside me”, she pleaded with a smudged eyeliner from tears of gagging.
Oh fuck, yeah!
After hearing her reasoning, he mustered all the discipline that he could draw out of his hormonal body. The idea of him, fucking her, was like a dream about to come true.
“Yes, Mrs. Morningwood”, he obediently said with a lascivious gaze. With youthful vigor, he carried her to the bed while wearing heels that pinched his feet. He unzipped her leopard-print skirt from the side, revealing her leopard-print thongs.
Seeing her bent over for him with her balls escaping the thin yellow fabric and her tight and shaven hole introduced him to a novel fetish. Her ass was like two scoops of vanilla ice cream that his sweet tooth couldn’t resist.
“Oh!” she let out after he pressed his face against her ass without a warning. He then licked her asshole down to the bottom part of her hanging balls and proceeded with an up-and-down motion as his dick pulsated from the enjoyable meal.
She relished every flick of his tongue up until she felt like her panties were getting in the way.
“Take it off”, she requested softly. He bit her thongs and pulled them down with his pearly whites. He shortly returned to his deed and elevated it. From licking the asshole down to her hanging balls, he included her hard dick in the mix.
She felt ultra-spoiled from his voracious exhibition. On that day, she wanted nothing more but to feel his meat inside her ass. She slowly spat on the palm of her hand and briefly interrupted his licking by lubricating her hole.
“I’m ready”, she said with a soft moan.
So am I!
“Mrs. Morningwood, I’m big. You sure you can handle it?” he anxiously asked. She slowly nodded in euphoria and closed her eyes to pace herself for the challenge.
He pulled back and spat on the palm of his hand and lubricated his eight-incher. He returned to his position and started inserting his rock-hard and beating Loch Ness monster in her tight pink asshole.
“Oh!” she exclaimed in surprise at how hard he was. He has only inserted about two inches in but it was extra fat and hard. To her, it felt like he was already past base camp one.
Wow…
“Slowly, slowly”, she pleaded. He continued showing his love by invading her gently. A few pants, gasps, and preparations later… he was all in.
Oh my God!
Her face turned scarlet from pleasure and pain. It was her first time taking a long and fat eight-inch dick. At that moment, she could almost hear angels singing. It was a deliriously delicious experience.
Meanwhile, it was also a first for him. The first of what it was like to be inside a warm, wet, and tight asshole. With her clenching ass and his pulsating penis, he felt like he was being gifted with an orgasmic hug, personified.
It was the highest form of pleasure that he had experienced in his life. He didn’t want it to stop. But at the back of his mind, if parking alone would do that to him, how much more if he started thrusting and owning her?
“Can I start?” he asked with concern.
“I love you”, she let out and reached for a kiss. Shortly after, she bent over again and gave him a go signal.
“Mrs. Morningwood…”, he moaned with eyes closed and head towards the sky as he slowly pumped her ass. She couldn’t let a word out from how deep he was. She was in a lot of sharp pain but she was also in a lot of sharp pleasure.
“Ugh”, he grunted right after increasing the speed of his thrust. She gasped harder as she sunk her fingers into the white Egyptian cotton sheets. He continued thrusting at a moderate speed up until he couldn’t control himself anymore.
“Oh, Danny!” she grunted. The pain slowly went away and it was shortly overshadowed by the pleasure that only he could deliver. In less than a minute, he was possessed. The feeling of utter tightness, warmth, and dampness was too strong for him to keep going at the same pace.
He pulled back and started pouncing like a jackrabbit.
“Yes, baby!” she exclaimed with an encouraging tone as her round tits bounced and jiggled with delight. He was almost running out of breath from pleasure. With how fast he was fucking her, the wig fell to the bed. She picked it up as she bent over and took all of him once more before throwing it on the floor.
“You like this, Mrs. Morningwood?” he proudly asked while relishing the novel feeling of a tight asshole.
“Yes, baby! Yes!” she exclaimed.
“Keep going, please!” she pleaded and cheered.
With utmost obedience, he kept thrusting, with each thrust harder and faster than the previous one. His sweat trickled down his chest from the delightfully delirious experience with the help of her asshole and the view of her hourglass body in a dog-style position.
“Mrs. Morningwood, I’m so close!” he announced—gasping for air.
“Yes, ugh!” she exclaimed as her tits jiggled from his pouncing.
“Here I cum!” he warned again.
“Ahh, ahh, ahh!” he thunderously screamed right after filling her asshole with his thick and warm semen. She then pushed against his dick and tightened her anal muscles to relish his stream of youthful yearning. She didn’t want to waste a single drop.
His orgasmic scream was so loud that Vincent heard it from the living room. Worried about Maria, Vincent removed his legs away from the beige ottoman and hurried to the studio with a cigar in his hand.
“What’s going on!?” Vincent screamed as he banged the studio’s door in exasperation.
Oh shit! Here we go again!
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“What are we gonna do!?” Danny asked in an audible whisper.
One thing that one should know about Maria is that she has mastered the art of grace under pressure. She ordered him to wear the robe and sprinted to the clothes hanger to get another one.
He instinctively cleaned his smeared lipstick and wore the wig back as she wiped the sweat from her neck with an identical black silk robe that he wore before putting it on.
“Love!?” Vincent helplessly called—louder and deeper than the first.
“Coming!” she gleefully announced before opening the door.
“What was that scream!?” Vincent asked. She giggled and patted him on the chest.
“You know how it goes in these shoots. Danielle’s just more vocal compared to the other models after playing with herself”, she flawlessly explained.
Vincent, still worried, shook his head slowly.
“Why are you wearing that?” Vincent asked, referring to the black silk robe.
“I let Danielle borrow my clothes for the undressing part of the shoot. What’s with these questions?” she retorted.
He slowly sauntered to investigate the rest of the studio as Danny nonchalantly reapplied his lipstick in front of the vanity mirror. He then raised an eyebrow after seeing Vincent suspiciously looking at him through the mirror. He slowly turned around to face him.
“Yes?” Danny asked with an annoyed look in a modulated and more feminine voice while his heartbeat was going a mile a minute. Vincent shook his head and fake-smiled.
“Nothing”, he replied before taking a long drag of his Cuban cigar. He looked at Danny from head to toe and nodded.
“She’s pretty, alright”, he informed as he faced Maria, letting Danny hear his compliment. She smiled and motioned him to go and explained that they were going to wrap up the shoot.
Vincent was no fool, he knew something was going on. But he couldn’t put his finger on it. Moments later, he went outside to get some fresh air. Suddenly… there it was, Danny’s bicycle, parked by the wall of their house on the lawn.
He walked towards it and took another long drag of his cigar and looked at the studio’s window from outside. At that very moment, he found out that Danny was Danielle.
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After that wild Saturday of sissification, feminization, and fucking, Danny and Maria stayed in touch. They continued seeing each other and their illicit affairs have only resulted in stronger romantic feelings for each other.
Wednesday was their day of either meeting in a seedy motel to make love or to do a photoshoot. He also continued mowing the lawn of the Morningwoods while Vincent did his best not to reveal his knowledge about his secret.
Danny’s modeling debut was a huge success. It quadrupled Maria’s magazine’s monthly revenue. Danielle was the talk of the adult sissy town. They didn’t just become lovers, they also turned into partners—united by the project’s success.
“Let’s shoot tomorrow”, a text message from Maria said on a Thursday night. Danny—puzzled and reluctant, texted back to agree as he couldn’t refuse his lover’s request.
That’s weird.
“Mom, I’m gonna be late tomorrow. We have this school thing”, Danny explained as he ate dinner with his mother and two younger sisters.
“Okay, dear”, his mom replied after taking a bite of her asparagus.
“That’s not fair! I asked first!”, his youngest sister in the seventh grade retorted.
“Don’t push it, Lydia!”, his mom yelled with a stern face.
He left the dramatic dinner table right after finishing his meal and went to bed shortly.
It was about 4:20 PM after school and Danny waited at the doorstep of the Morningwoods. He fixed the collar of his white shirt and burrowed his cell phone inside the pocket of his blue jeans. Shortly after, he rang the doorbell.
What the fuck!
Danny almost froze at the sight of Vincent opening the door.
“Come in!” he invited with glee as he motioned Danny to come inside. His forehead wrinkled from confusion as he reluctantly walked into the foyer.
“You’re here for the shoot aren’t you?” Vincent asked.
Wait, what?!
“How did you—“, Danny let out but before he could finish his sentence, Vincent patted his back and motioned for him to follow him to the living room.
As he sat on the couch, he took a long drag of his Cuban cigar with his legs spread from his maroon velvet robe and blue and white striped pajama pants ensemble.
“Hooh… don’t worry, it’s a family business”, Vincent reassured.
“Maria told me about the cross-dressing and you wanted to make extra money”, he followed.
Why did she do that!?
Danny, feeling betrayed and wanting to confront Maria, controlled himself.
“Where is she?” Danny asked.
“She’s at the spa and asked me to take the photos. She has prepared all of the clothes already. They’re on the bed”, Vincent nonchalantly informed. Danny hesitated and took his phone out of his pocket.
“Mr. Morningwood, I’m not comfortable with other people shooting me”, Danny replied while beads of sweat abundantly painted on his neck.
Vincent glacially placed his Cuban cigar on the ashtray atop the center table and slowly walked toward the back of the couch where Danny was seated. He then massaged his shoulders as Danny returned with reluctance.
“Relax, release the tension”, Vincent said with warm breaths on the young man’s neck.
Gross!
Danny pulled away and fake-smiled.
“Thanks, Mr. Morningwood, but I have to go”, he informed with a nervous laugh. Vincent grabbed his collar brought upon the hunger for retribution.
“When I say stay, you stay. You think I’d let you get away with fucking my wife you fag!?” Vincent screamed close to his ear.
Fuck!
“If you don’t do this shoot for me, I’ll tell your family and friends that you’re a sissyfaggot and show them your pictures”, Vincent warned with red eyes.
Asshole!
Danny, with eyes welling—scared for his reputation, quietly succumbed to his blackmail. A few moments later, there they were inside the studio.
A long curly wig and pair of sheer pink lingerie with marabou feathers were laying on the bed together with patent pink leather thigh-high boots and neon pink fishnet stockings.
She would never…
“You’re the one that texted me!” Danny let out in anger after realizing that Maria would never select such a horrid combination of clothes. Vincent let out a hearty laugh before pushing him to the edge of the bed.
“Now, show me how a fag dresses up for a sissy party”, Vincent ordered.
At that moment, Danny felt humiliated and powerless. He knew that he could take on Vincent because he was taller, younger, and probably stronger. But the thought of everyone finding out about his sideline was too embarrassing to ignore.
Danny, resisting to let Vincent see him cry from frustration, turned his head down as he stripped off his shirt and blue jeans.
“Turn around!” Vincent commanded. The young man, hesitant to follow, slowly turned around with only his tighty-whities on. Maria had a tighty-whities fetish and it was the reason why Danny switched from boxers to briefs.
Fuckkk you!
Vincent, albeit mad about his wife’s betrayal, was curious to see what the young man was packing. He thought that there should be a valid reason as to why she cheated on him.
“Take it off, bitch!” Vincent yelled out of frustration at Danny’s glacial pace.
Danny, all frantic, mad, and nervous at the same time, hurriedly took off his white briefs. Shortly after, Vincent couldn’t hide his surprised state when he saw the young man’s member. It was flaccid but it looked like a pack of sausage from Germany that could feed one hungry family for the whole day.
Vincent gulped while avoiding his eyes from what he saw. Danny’s cock size trumped his tiny dick and huge ego. Danny then started wearing the wardrobe that was prepared for him as Vincent watched him transform.
Moments later, Danny was fully clothed—in skimpy and very revealing fabric. Vincent wanted to humiliate him but his plan died down when he witnessed how gorgeous the young man was in his sissy state.
Danny was naturally feminine with a tight body and a wildly huge dick. His presence was Vincent’s ultimate fantasy. The old man’s anger turned to lust and made his four-incher instantaneously erect.
Vincent couldn’t hold back and touched himself.
Disgusting!
Danny was grossed out by what the dirty old man was doing.
“Let’s get this over with!” the young man yelled in frustration.
Vincent, too consumed by his lust, continued touching himself while he stuck his tongue out.
What a fool!
“Get the camera!” the young man ordered.
To Vincent, Danny’s yells were inaudible. His beauty was too hypnotic for his other senses to work. He sprinted towards Danny’s back and started humping the young man’s ass. He looked like a horny munchkin doing so as Danny towered over him.
“Get away from me!” Danny screamed—repulsed. He pushed Vincent away, causing the old man to fall on the floor.
“Le-let me fuck you one time and I promise I won’t tell anyone!” Vincent begged and stuttered on the floor.
Never!
“Come on! I’ll give you everything you want!” Vincent begged once more.
At that moment, Danny knew the power he held against him. His sissy beauty alone was enough to manipulate the old man.
“You’re the last person I’d sleep with!” Danny declared insultingly.
Vincent was too catatonic and wet to do anything which proved to be Danny’s perfect time to escape. He took off the pink leather boots and the curly blonde wig at Vincent. He then grabbed his clothes and ran away.
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The night later, Danny told Maria about everything that happened over the phone. She apologized and promised to deal with her husband. He then felt relieved by her, assuring him that she solely owned the copyright for his pictures and that if Vincent dared release them, she could sue him.
Saturday, the day after the dramatic and confusing encounter, Maria and Danny met in a seedy motel. Their rendezvous was set in The Honeysuckle Motel, a thirty-minute drive from where they both lived.
The room was small but not shabby. It had dark green and beige striped wallpapers with fresh white bed sheets. Right after passionately kissing each other, they cuddled and talked more about the incident.
“For some reason, being called out of my name was hot”, he shared, referring to when Vincent called him a sissyfaggot. Her face beamed as what he revealed strengthened her intuition that he had all the markings to be a bonafide sissy.
His dressing and makeup talents highly improved and he just mentioned that he was into humiliation.
“I can’t believe your husband tried to fuck me. What a disgusting loser”, he said with a queasy face.
“I’m going to divorce him”, she replied without batting an eyelash.
At that moment, it was his face’s time to beam from hearing what she just shared. He thought that they could finally be together. He locked tongues with her as if he was tying a cherry knot.
Such soft lips…
“How did you feel when he begged to fuck you?” she queried while he painted her neck with soft kisses as they lay on their sides in bed.
“Well, I’ve been curious about it but if I were to do it with anyone, it would be with you”, he said. After hearing those words, she felt like she just heard the slot machine buzz from winning a hundred free spins. She had been dying to fuck him but did not want him to do anything that he wasn’t comfortable with.
“Now that you say that…”, she said with glee—her eyes glued to his. She then squeezed his butt as their hard dicks rubbed against each other.
“How would you feel about me devirginizing you?” she shyly asked.
Oomph!
Beads of sweat formed on his forehead. The air conditioning couldn’t do anything with the pressure that just emanated from his body.
“Does it hurt?” he preposterously asked—with a scared look on his face.
“We can stop at any time you want”, she reassured. He thought about it and nodded from both excitement and fear. He slowly turned around to offer his round and smooth ass in a spooning position. Shortly after, she started rubbing her dick within his walls of orgasmic pleasure.
Mmm…
He smiled from the ticklish feeling that her hard dick was providing him.
“Oh!” he let out right after she stuck her tongue in a swift motion inside his hole.
“Slowly now, Mrs. Morningwood…”, he quipped.
The tension was getting too hot and heavy and the sheets were too thick. She aggressively cleared the fabric and threw them on the floor to have more breathing room as she rimmed his pink hole.
His ass was smooth but he had faint brown ass hairs. However, they didn’t pose a problem as she had an astounding body hair fetish.
This feels so relaxing…
He continued relishing her fast swipes and flicks as he held onto a pillow with his belly laying flat on the bed. Moments later, she started rubbing her dick on his walls again—the pleasure intensified as it was lubricated by the saliva left over from her, feasting on his boypussy.
“You’re driving me crazy!” she exclaimed from the delightful taste of his virgin orifice. He smiled confidently at what the woman of his dreams just shared.
“Oomph!” he grunted right after she surprised him with half of her hard half-white, and half-Asian shecock. His confidence turned to pressure as he wasn’t able to anticipate the sharp pain that a hard dick could cause to a virgin ass.
Woah, Nelly!
His face turned scarlet and he was on the verge of giving up. But more than anything, he wanted to please her.
“Are you okay?” she asked from seeing him struggle with closed eyes and nervous pants. He returned her concern with a thumbs up—causing her to giggle in relief.
“Take a deep breath”, she encouraged right before inserting all the inches of her girlcock inside his boypussy. Contrary to her advice, he couldn’t help but pant more from the pain like he was a little puppy that had just fallen from the bed.
“My poor baby”, she softly said as her dick pulsated inside his ass. Not long after, he started feeling differently. The sharp jolt of pain turned into a pleasurable sensation.
Mmm… this feels so good!
He felt like with every beat that her dick was releasing, his insides were sending a signal to his penis and balls to go with the rhythm.
“I think I’m ready for more”, he shared—hugging the pillow tighter.
She slowly spat on the exposed shaft of her cock and gently went in and out. Every time she reached the end of his ass, he felt an unbeknownst and explosive sensation. He wanted to keep it going. Without thinking things through, he thrusted upwards against her dick harder.
“Oh my God!” he screamed like his body was possessed by a sex-starved demon being exorcised by a priest.
“I want to see your face”, he said right after pulling out of her dick. She placed his legs on her delicate shoulders. Soon after, his dick pulsated faster at the sight of her beautiful face and jiggling tits.
“My baby!” she groaned after thrusting hard. He started playing with his dick like he just landed in a new porn category. She spat on her dick again and continued taking him.
“Ahh!” he let out as she incessantly fucked his tight boypussy.
“You’re so tight!” she remarked—almost out of breath.
He continued moaning while enjoying her moderate pace like a newbie on a saddle. He kept thrusting against her to intensify the pleasure that he felt. At that moment, she couldn’t control herself any longer. She let loose and started fucking him like a jackrabbit.
The seedy motel room was surrounded by the sound of their moans, her thighs hitting his, and the squishy subtle sound of every wet thrust that she was delivering.
“Haa!” Danny exclaimed. He felt so many novel sensations at the same time and he didn’t want them to end.
“Ahh!” he screamed once more right after prematurely cumming hands-free. His thick and white babygravy shot straight to her belly. After seeing and feeling his cum, she turned even wilder. She scooped his cum from her belly and lubricated her dick with his jizz.
She started fucking him even harder as he stayed in his euphoric state.
“I’m cumming!” she announced. “Yes”, he softly let out.
“I’m cumming!” she warned once more. “Yes, give it to me!”, he cheered.
“I’m cu-“, she let out right before finishing her exaltation. He felt aroused again after feeling the gentle stream of her warm cum inside his ass. At that moment, he felt gratified. He just discovered how amazing it was to be a bottom bitch and he made the right decision by giving his ass for the very first time to the woman of his dreams.
They gazed at each other’s sweaty and red faces—exchanging gentle smiles from the love that they just made. She unhinged her yearning as he sat on the bed before passionately exchanging their warm tongue and breaths.
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“My decision is final”, Maria sternly informed while having dinner at home with Vincent.
“I’m not letting you take my money!” he yelled after banging the dining table—causing the white flower vase and the calla lily to fall on the beige carpet.
“Take everything”, she nonchalantly retorted. He smirked in disbelief. Most of the women he dated only paired up with him to fulfill their capricious desires.
“Who you gone’ live with? That teen sissy? What’s he gone’ feed ya? L-O-V-E?” he followed sarcastically.
She didn’t have the patience to listen to his nonsense. She stood up and took her silver steel luggage that was parked close to the door of their powder room. As the wheels of her luggage created a rolling sound against the wooden floor on her way to the foyer, she could hear him insultingly laughing. Suddenly, he instinctively rushed from a frozen state of staring at the silver walls of their elegant dining room to the foyer to stop her.
He pulled her luggage with all his might and fell to the floor.
“Maria, don’t do this!” he begged as he cried his heart out.
“I’m sorry! My love!” he continued while hanging onto her leg. She slowly knelt and leveled with him. She gently wiped his tears from his royal blue velvet robe. Not long after, she held his face and maneuvered it to see each other eye-to-eye.
“My Uber is here”, she informed with a numb tone. She picked herself up, dusted her brown trench coat, and released herself from his tight grip on her blue jeans.
She vigorously pulled her luggage and sauntered towards her rented black car as he watched her walk away from the floor. He continued crying and wailing until he had no more tears left to cry. He then fell asleep on the wooden floors of their foyer—with his last thought being how coldly she reacted to his begging.
A month later, as the sound of the autumn crunching leaves started filling the city air, it was the final day of the divorce. She reminisced about the pain of sharing a life with Vincent while seated at a park bench and gazing at an empty field.
After blocking his messages on all of her numbers and social media accounts, she couldn’t help but feel liberated, not only from his consistent efforts of trying to win her back but also from the horror of wasting ten years of her life on lies.
Moments later, Danny emerged, wearing a blue t-shirt, blue jeans, and a brown jacket, with two hotdogs in tow. He handed her one before she carefully placed it on the empty side of the park bench to avoid ketchup messing her white long-sleeved turtle neck.
“He gave me more than half of our money to bargain with my feelings”, she quipped—shaking her head in disbelief.
“He thinks that money is the only way to my heart”, she added.
Danny swallowed his food and sat next to her. He held her hand and looked her in the eyes with a gentle smile.
“Don’t take the money”, he requested.
“Are you crazy?!” Maria retorted with a giggle.
“I’m serious”, he said with a straight face.
“I’ll model for free, you can take all the earnings”, he followed.
Maria laughed softly from his ignorant sweetness.
“That’s not—“, she let out but Danny interrupted her.
“If you take the money, he’ll always feel like he has a hold on you”. He then clasped her hands against his—causing her more confusion.
“Maria, ever since I realized how I felt for you, all I wanted to do in life was to take care of you”. Her heart skipped a beat as it was the first time that Danny called her Maria and not Mrs. Morningwood.
“I’ll do my best. I’ll be a doctor. I’ll be your muse, your sissy, your slut, I’ll do whatever it takes”, he promised—with utmost sincerity that emanated from his sapphire eyes. Her tears uncontrollably fell on her delicate cheeks from his heartfelt declaration.
“Take a chance on me. Take a chance on our love”, he pleaded.
She felt like her heart was penetrated by something magical. Her stomach felt like it had butterflies swarming inside. She never imagined that she would receive unconditional love from a man who was twenty-four years her junior. She continued releasing the tears of joy on her flushed cheeks and smiled.
“Sounds like a plan”, she said. He smiled tearfully from utmost happiness and excitement.
“How do you feel about being my very own Miss Morningwood?” she cheekily asked.
“You already know”, he replied with a wink right before drawing her to him—kissing her with nothing but his pure love as the sun went down.
To be continued… or not? You decide. Send me an email or a message on Twitter *wink*




MFMM Part Two Epilogue
Danny and Maria’s love was unconventional to most. But no matter how many people try to define what they had, nobody could ever argue that what they had was love.
Maria wasn’t only sent to Danny to release his inhibitions and unleash his inner happiness, but Danny was also sent to Maria for her to learn and feel unconditional love.
Like many great love stories, theirs will continue. But I will let you decide when you want to know more about it. Just send me a message on my social media accounts or through email via support@lillylustwood.com
I will be checking them unconditionally *wink*
Love always,
Lilly
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“Ladies and gentlemen, we have just landed at Narita Airport. Nihon Sky welcomes you to Tokyo. On behalf of your flight and crew headed by Captain Masayuki with first officer Okada and the rest of the team, we thank you for choosing Nihon Sky”, the flight’s stewardess announced.
Louie still had a hangover from drinking the night before in Manila. Determined to get more coffee, he stood up prematurely with his blue backpack, eager to escape the confinement of coach.
He often traveled light, with only one small luggage and a backpack that he deigned to bring but needed for his vlogging equipment. On that summer day in June, his modest outfit of a grey sleeveless shirt and blue board shorts that he wore from Manila translated well in Tokyo.
Louie didn’t have trouble traveling in a rush. He was 24, had a slim yet toned physique, and was in excellent health from the constant outdoor vlogging that he was doing.
“Iced Matcha Tea Latte, Venti”, he said as sweat dripped down from his red head to his chest from sprinting through the airport. Moments later, the afternoon sun greeted him and offered more energy to start his travel.
It wasn’t his first time in Tokyo. He traveled frequently but it was his first time traveling for the sole purpose of vlogging. He was familiar with the buses and trains that he needed to take to get where he wanted to be.
“Arigato gozaimasu”, he said after receiving the key from the capsule hotel’s receptionist for his room where he often stayed. A capsule hotel is an affordable way to rest in Tokyo. The prices range from around twenty US dollars for one night. The guests are given one small room that looks like a capsule, enough to fit one single bed.
“Your mother told me that you’re in Tokyo. When will you ever grow up? Stop wasting my money!”, his father wrote in a text message. Louie, from anger after receiving the message, gave a middle finger in front of his mobile phone’s screen. It was his only way to release the tension as his father was the one paying for all of his travels.
“Fuck you and your money!”, he yelled.
“Urusai!”, a stranger with a deep masculine voice from the next capsule said with an annoyed tone.
Louie pondered—tensed, about how the feeling of not depending on his parents for money would be. He dreamed of making a career out of being a travel vlogger. But to make enough content for him to be recognized, he needed the money to pay for his trips.
His father, Grant Liddledich, was a successful businessman who owned several four-star French restaurants in Manhattan. His doting mother, Elena Liddledich, was a socialite who often succumbed to her only child’s wishes and who was responsible for using her husband’s money to support Louie’s dreams.
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From his pent-up anger for his father and the humiliation he just experienced from being ordered to shut up by a stranger from the next capsule, he decided to take a walk to release some stress.
Moments later, as he walked the bustling streets of Shibuya, Japan’s major commercial and financial center, he was stopped by the bright green lights of a pachinko parlor (a place where people play slot machines), which said Gambatte Millions.
He had an aha moment and decided to try his luck. Soon after, he was inside the pachinko parlor. Repulsed by the smell of cigarettes, he took a facemask from his blue backpack and wore it.
Most of the people that were in the parlor were middle-aged Japanese men who looked like they haven’t had slept for a week. The room was filled with the noise of constant buzzing sounds from free spins and angry losers who slapped the buttons hard.
He walked towards one machine that had sailboat and airplane graphics. It was a perfect choice because it resonated with his wanderlust. He fed it with a thousand yen to try his luck and his money only lasted him thirty seconds of game time.
Determined to be a Gambatte Millionaire, he inserted five thousand yen. He exclaimed from happiness three minutes later because he doubled his money from the ten free spins that he was awarded by the machine.
Ten minutes more, his capital and winnings turned to ten yen. The first-time rush of playing the slot machine possessed him. Because he had never worked a day in his life for money, he didn’t have financial literacy.
He withdrew ten thousand yen from the ATM inside the establishment and played again. Moments later, it was 12:30 AM. He spent the past few hours withdrawing, winning, and eventually, losing.
He had spent twelve thousand dollars, almost all of his savings, on the bright yet devious pachinko machine. He then checked his account’s balance through his mobile phone and shortly realized that he only had a little over two hundred dollars left.
Sadly for him, the money he had left wouldn’t last long enough for him to finish his vlogging itinerary. What made it worse was that he had no ticket to go home.
Fuck! What am I gonna do now?!
He pondered the stupid decisions that he just made as he stared blankly at the aisle from his machine’s seat.
“Excuse me?”, a Japanese man in his thirties, wearing a white shirt, black suit, and black slacks politely said.
“Hello!”, the man tried harder.
Out of frustration, he waved his hand directly at Louie’s face to get his attention. The sight of the stranger’s hand felt like a cold splash of water on Louie’s face.
“I buy gadgets”, the man informed.
Louie’s eyes brightened as the words he just heard felt like rays of hope. He thought of selling his phone to buy a ticket back home and forget about the night of utter irresponsibility.
He then reluctantly handed the Japanese man his phone.
“Oh! Very bad!”, the man said right after wrinkling his forehead and examining Louie’s mobile phone. He then pointed at the dents and dead screen that was caused by Louie’s often throwing of it whenever he read his father’s hurtful words.
“Fifteen thousand yen”, the man said referring to his offer which was around a hundred and fifty US dollars. Louie shook his head from disapproval and asked for a better deal.
“This is the latest iPhone!”, Louie remarked in an annoyed and desperate tone. The man got scared by Louie’s reaction. Most Japanese people don’t like confrontation and are often non-combative.
The man walked away from fear. Desperate and broke, Louie followed the man.
“Okay, please, twenty thousand yen”, Louie said in a friendlier tone.
The Japanese man turned around—feeling bad for the young man. Louie knew that the offer wasn’t enough for him to buy a ticket home so he thought of adding his vlogging equipment to the deal.
Louie explained to the Japanese man how expensive his vlogging equipment was. But the man didn’t want to make an offer about something that he wasn’t sure about.
“Let’s go to Mama”, the man said.
Mama? His mama is a loanshark?
Puzzled yet desperate, Louie agreed. They went back to his capsule hotel which was just a fifteen-minute walk away from the pachinko parlor and shortly headed to meet Mama.
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Moments later, after another fifteen-minute walk from his capsule hotel, there they were, in front of the Hayaku Gentlemen’s Club. It’s Tokyo’s top premier karaoke club for gentlemen. It’s a place where rich businessmen go to drink, unwind, and be entertained by beautiful hostesses.
Louie was stoked right after entering the place. It was the opposite of what he expected when the man told him that they would be going to a gentlemen’s club. It had an elegant and modern black interior with touches of chrome and warm yellow lights.
“What’s your name?”, Louie asked the man as they were seated on the black leather couch inside one of the club’s VIP rooms.
“Akira”, the man said. Louie introduced himself as well and showed Akira his vlog channel. As they watched his videos with less than ten views each, a tall and captivating lady entered the room.
Her hair was dyed with an orange-brown tint and dressed up in curls and a high ponytail. She was around six foot two inches in four inches of white pointy stilettos and dressed up with a tiger-skin muffler, a white tube top, and white form-fitting slacks.
She took a long drag from her cigarette that was held by a long red cigarette holder as her bright and long red nails contrasted the dark room.
Wow!
The drab background highlighted her beauty. To Louie, she was like an apparition of a superhero in white and looked like someone who would solve his conundrum.
The lady walked towards Louie, giving him a stern look with her cat eyes and pursed bright red lips.
“This is Mama Kaori Kitagawa, she is the club’s Mama-san”, Akira said before taking Louie’s blue backpack from the couch. Louie, catatonic from her stunning beauty, remained silent and seated from intimidation.
“Stand up!”, Kaori yelled from feeling disrespected in the introduction.
“Stupid American!”, she followed.
For some reason, Louie didn’t feel offended by being called out of his name. He was often reactive to people’s insults, especially his father’s, but when Kaori called him stupid, he felt a little aroused.
Louie instinctively stood up as Akira frantically showed Kaori the gadgets. Looking dismayed, Kaori gestured for Akira to stay away from her and to put all of the stuff away.
“Turn around”, she ordered with Louie not being able to look her in the eyes. The young man frightfully and reluctantly turned around from her order as she examined him from head to toe.
“You need money?”, she asked with her unending stern look after taking another drag of her cigarette.
“Come back tomorrow at 8:00 PM”, she said right before flipping her high ponytail and making her exit.
What does she mean?
From a state of desperation and hopelessness, Louie was puzzled and at the same time, excited. Not only did he find somebody to help him with his financial woes, but he also just met the most beautiful woman in the world.
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The next night at 7:00 PM, Louie was already waiting in the VIP room. He dressed up a little nicer and ensured that he showered amply because he was worried that he gave Kaori a bad first impression from his desperate state and off-the-flight and hours of pachinko playing smell.
He preened in the mirror and fixed the collar from his white Lacoste shirt and stood up to dust his light brown khaki shorts. For some reason, he couldn’t stop thinking about Kaori’s voice calling him stupid. It was music to his ears.
Moments later, Kaori entered, wearing a red patent leather turtleneck jumpsuit paired with red patent gloves and boots. Her hair was styled the same from the night before but her winged eyeliner was thicker, which emphasized her almond eyes more.
What a goddess!
Louie’s dick was trying to escape from his skimpy white bikini briefs but he tried to control himself because he didn’t want to do anything that would remotely displease Kaori.
She smiled at him and motioned him to follow her. Louie’s heart skipped a beat from that one smile. It was foreign to how she presented herself the night before.
What the fuck!?
Louie was out of words when he saw the room where Kaori took him. It had a bed bigger than a California King, with a black rubber cover, surrounded by tall Japanese walls with cherry blossom stains.
Kaori walked at a glacial pace towards him and led him to the bed with one hand. She sat on the edge of the bed as Louie remained standing up and patted the empty part, inviting him to sit next to her.
Is she gonna pay me for sex?
Louie blushed and had butterflies in his stomach from his lustful thoughts. His dick twitched from his tight briefs and from the possibility of fucking an older and sexy Japanese woman.
“I want you to be a hostess”, she said with her eyes gleaming.
“Ha ha ha!”, Louie laughed hysterically at what she said.
“I’m a man. Can’t you see?”, he added with a mocking tone.
“No, all I can see is a woman who needs money”, she replied without batting an eyelash.
She’s crazy!
“Here’s the deal, I will pay you twenty thousand US dollars if you make ten thousand dollars in two weeks from working in my club—you will be my newest sissy hostess for my small group of extremely rich patrons”, she explained.
I ain’t no sissy!
“Miss, I think there’s a mist—“, right before he could finish his sentence, Kaori stood up and unzipped the front stainless steel zipper of her jumpsuit. Louie gulped from excitement and remained petrified.
Moments later, there she was… standing in front of him with nothing but her red patent leather two-piece lingerie on with her boots and gloves still intact.
Louie was taken aback and spread his legs from shock as his elbows sank on the black rubber-covered mattress. Kaori pulled him back then took his hand aggressively and put it inside her panties.
What the fuck!
She then forced him to rub her soiled hairy dick as he endured the feeling of it becoming harder and harder. Louie wanted to run away but at the same time, his dick couldn’t stop pulsating. His head was saying no but his penis trumped his senses and continued to let Kaori get hard at his expense.
“Pull it down with your mouth”, she sternly ordered. Louie, still reluctant but didn’t want to miss out, bit the garter of the panties and slowly pulled it down as he took a whiff of her semen mixed with the scent of leather.
Louie had mixed emotions. He has never slept with a guy nor fantasized about transgender women but Kaori was the only one who has made him that hard.
The only porn category that he frequented was Japanese and he usually got off from squirting women getting fingered by old perverts.
“I used to be the top sissy in Tokyo, right before becoming a transgender woman. I made millions of yen and freed myself from debt. I see the potential in you”, she said as Louie’s fingers curled her five inches ultra-hard and hair Japanese dick.
“This will solve all of your problems”, she followed. Louie pondered as he continued holding her veiny and pulsating penis. Kaori got impatient and slapped his hand to take it off her hard cock.
“Are you in or out?”, she asked with an annoyed tone. He looked at her breasts covered in red patent leather and her hard dick as he made his decision.
“What should I do?”, he curiously asked. At that moment, his ego and pride were proclaimed dead. His focus turned to taking the twenty thousand dollars and the utter arousal that he just experienced from what Kaori did.
He felt like he had more to lose if he went home—defeated and had to ask his mother for money again.
“Let’s start your sissy training”, Kaori said with a serious look on her face.
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Kaori asked Louie to take his clothes off. She wanted to examine his body to know which dresses would fit him best. Louie, feeling reluctant because he didn’t want Kaori to see that he was hard from her presence, undressed at a glacial pace.
“Faster!”, Kaori ordered. Louie instinctively took everything off at a hastened pace, leaving his skimpy white underwear with his soiled and bulging dick and white ankle socks, and white sneakers on.
Seeing the sight of Louie almost in full glory made Kaori instantaneously hard again from a flaccid state brought upon by the frustration earlier.
Louie’s messed up dirty blonde hair, tight and young white body, errant hairs from his navel down to his thick pubic hair that’s peeking through his white briefs, were all too steamy for her to possess control.
She likes me
Louie grinned on the inside because Kaori’s dick couldn’t deny that he was turning her on.
“Ra-raise you’re a-arms”, she said—stuttering from her thirst for the young man.
“T-take everything off”, she followed. At that moment, it was Kaori’s turn to gulp. She was shocked because Louie only stood around the same height as five foot and nine inches but he had the Eiffel tower attached to his crotch.
His hairy and nine-inches pink circumcised dick stood tall, literally—pointed upwards and extra hard that it could function as a coat hanger. While Kaori wanted a taste of it, she needed to focus on the job. After all, being a top sissy didn't depend on a huge hard dick. It required more.
Kaori motioned him to follow her to the bathroom that was decked in white minimalism and modernity. She then took the electric razor from one of the drawers and turned it on—releasing a buzzing sound.
Oh shit!
“We have to shave your armpits”, she informed. She walked towards him and lifted his left arm, revealing his hairy and intoxicating pits. Kaori had an armpit fetish and at that moment, all she wanted to do was press her face hard against it and sniff it until she came.
But determined for her investment to succeed, she started removing his dirty blonde wool. Louie giggled because he was ticklish but tried to stop himself. Kaori looked extra stern and he didn’t want to mess up his chance of earning twenty thousand dollars.
That amount of money would be enough for him to travel to more countries and provide more content for his vlogs.
“I became a top sissy from applying the teachings of Geishas. You have to be meek and gentle when dealing with clients. Always have good posture and never be combative—”, she explained while gently shaving his thick armpit hairs off.
“Beauty is the start, but to be like who I was, one must possess the art of submission and service”, she added right before elegantly placing the razor atop the white marble counter of the bathroom sink.
“Bend over”, she ordered right after shaving both of his armpits.
What now!?
“We will keep your pubic hair. Japanese men like that. But I have to check for ass hairs”, she said. She then placed the electric razor on the countertop and took a regular razor from it.
He obediently did as she pleased while pondering about her mention of Japanese men. Kaori then shortly spread his butt cheeks—revealing his hairy and pink asshole.
She then put on some shaving cream and calmly removed his anal hairs. Louie felt like he was being pampered. It was a refreshing feeling from his constant on-the-go lifestyle.
Moments later, Kaori’s dick felt like it was going to take off and leave her body like a rocket. The sight of Louie’s smooth and pink asshole was too much to handle. Without thinking things through, she pressed her face on it and started licking the young man’s asshole.
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“Wha—!?”, Louie exclaimed.
“Urusai!”, Kaori yelled after her rimming was interrupted by him.
Oh my God!
As Kaori’s tongue was getting in and out and circling the walls of his asshole, Louie couldn’t do anything but relish the feeling. It was so good that he was compelled to play with himself.
“Stop it!”, Kaori yelled after slapping Louie’s right hand from the attempt of jerking his dick off.
“You have to learn control. You are a sissy. Your dick is mostly… purely ornamental”, she explained with a muffled voice from her continuous eating of his ass.
Moments later, Kaori stood up from a kneeling position and started cleaning her smeared red lipstick in front of the bathroom’s vanity mirror.
Louie’s dick remained hard while he witnessed how graceful Kaori’s movements were even post-analingus. His feelings for her were becoming stronger.
Along with getting rimmed, it was also the very first time that he appreciated the perks of control. All his life, his mother gave in to his every whim. The new lifestyle and his newfound love of discipline and submission overshadowed all of his old feelings.
“We don’t have dirty sissies in this club. You must always be clean from the outside to the inside”, Kaori explained after cleaning her face. She pointed to the bathroom’s toilet and asked him to sit on it. She then took the handheld bidet beside the toilet and started teaching Louie how to clean his ass.
“Oh!”, he exclaimed after an inch of the cold stainless steel handheld bidet hose entered his anus.
“Control your ass muscles. Imagine that you’re trying to stop yourself from defecating in public”, she explained. She then started filling his ass with water as he tried his best not to release his contracted anal muscles.
After thirty seconds, she told him to release and they repeated the process until only clear water flowed from his ass.
“Good girl”, she said before patting his head gently. Louie felt a lot of relief from the cleansing that they did—even calming his dick down.
“Now, it’s time for the next part of the training”, she said. Louie felt like what she said was a menacing warning. So many things have happened in just a matter of minutes. He was also still confused at why he didn’t refuse to follow any of her orders.
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Moments later, Louie was seated at the edge of the black rubber mattress once again. Kaori pulled him up to switch positions with feminine vigor.
“Kneel!”, she screamed audibly—enough to shrink the young man’s balls. She then pulled his head but he instinctively pulled away.
“Please, no! Give me more time!”, he begged. Infuriated, Kaori pulled harder, pushing his face, almost suffocating him in her crotch.
“Relax”, she said softly as Louie gasped for air.
“We have no time to waste… twenty thousand dollars”, she said in a calm tone which opposed her nervous breaths from his reluctance.
Louie felt a little guilt seeping through. The more he took a whiff of her dick and the smell of leather, the more he realized that he shouldn’t have resisted because he ended up wanting it.
“I’m sorry, Kaori…”, he apologized with a muffled tone.
“Call me Mama-san. Have some respect”, she said in a demanding tone as her eyes closed from the delightful feeling of the young man’s warm breaths fanning her Japanese dick.
She pushed him away and aggressively threw her red leather panties on the floor and shortly pulled his face back to her hard and pulsating penis.
“Ugh”, he moaned after she slapped his face with her hard dick.
“You need to swallow my load to be a bonafide sissy”, she said.
Oh my God!
Louie got perturbed by what she just said. But the possibility of everything ending from him disobeying her was a worse thought than swallowing semen for the first time.
He closed his eyes and reluctantly put her dick inside his mouth.
“Ahh! The warm sissy mouth”, she let out with a moan right after feeling the warm and virgin mouth of Louie.
Mmm, sweet
Surprisingly, he liked the taste of Kaori so he started licking her shaft and head at a hastened pace like he was licking pussy.
“I knew I wasn’t wrong”, she said after moaning aggressively from the intense tongue flicks that Louie was serving.
“Suck it!”, she ordered because the licking drove her crazy and she wanted more. Louie, without thinking things through, bobbed up and down as he sucked her.
“Less teeth, and put it in your throat!”, she yelled from frustration and euphoria.
“Gack!”, he let out after choking on her hard dick. He then continued while unsuccessfully curling his lips inward to ensure that Kaori had a smooth ride in his esophagus.
Moments later, as Kaori’s dick repeatedly poked his dangling tonsil from his novel experience of penilingus…
“Kimochi…”, she said gently as she looked at his teary eyes from gagging while exploding in his mouth.
Louie let the warm stream of Kaori’s Japanese cream flow in his throat like it was his daily dose of organic honey from a cedar tree.
Kaori shook her hips to shake the remaining drops and pulled out of the young man’s newly blessed mouth. She then caressed his face gently with his eyes barely opening from satiation and euphoria.
At that moment, he has completely let go of his toxic masculinity. He felt like a new person and it was all thanks to Kaori.
“Arigato, Mama-san…”, he said before he laid in bed as his hard dick pointed to the ceiling while he took some time to catch his breath.
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Kaori followed soon and gently brushed his hair with her fingers as they were both laying in bed—Louie on his back and Kaori on her side. She tried so hard to avoid his steady gaze, but she couldn’t resist looking him in the eyes. To her, his bright hazel eyes looked like stolen jewels from Luxor.
She also couldn’t help but admire his body. It was smooth and fit—the markings of a virile man. But what she liked about it was that his waist was cinched and for a Caucasian man, Louie wasn’t too hairy.
Kaori also recalled his long torso and plush buttocks from the side from when she shaved his asshole. To her, it looked like an elegant bow.
“Your body looks like a bow. I’m going to call you Mayumi”, she informed with a slight smile on her face.
“Mayumi…”, Louie mimicked then shortly immersed himself in his thoughts of sucking dick for the first time. Kaori fell into a nap as thoughts in his head went from her dick to possibly be in a romantic relationship with his mama-san.
Half an hour later, Kaori woke up from the vibrating motion of Louie jerking off while staring at her. She then slapped his face from his perversion and kicked him out of the bed.
“Gomenasai, mama!” he pleaded as he knelt on the wooden floor with begging hands.
“You can’t do anything with your dick! Do you understand!?”, she yelled while looking at him mercilessly. She then pursed her lips and spat a mouthful of saliva and lubricated her penis while Louie looked down at the floor, filled with nothing but guilt.
He was already in love with her and he didn’t want to do anything that could jeopardize their connection. Kaori ordered him to bend over and spread his legs on the floor.
She then knelt on one knee with nothing but her red leather boots and bra on and inserted half of her Japanese dick in his tight virgin ass.
“Ugh!”, he grunted from the sharp pain caused by Kaori’s fully-erect delight. Louie’s face turned red and the beads of sweat from his forehead turned into a tsunami of sweat flowing from his neck down to the wooden floors.
Fuck! It hurts!
“When sissies are naughty, they get punished”, she said in a stern voice. She then inserted the other half of her girltoy in his boypussy right before Louie had the chance to retort.
The second coming felt less painful for Louie and as enough time passed by, the pain turned into a novel feeling of pleasure. With every beat of Kaori’s dick, he felt like it extended to the pinnacle of his eight-inch American pride.
“Why does it feel good, mama-san…?”, he asked in a state of euphoria. He closed his eyes as he continued relishing every beat of Kaori’ dick while she controlled herself from pouncing and overwhelming her protégé.
“Because sissies love dick inside their ass”, she remarked with her body quivering from the delightful feeling that his warm hole was providing her.
Louie’s ass was extra tight, wet, clean, and warm. It was the perfect orifice for anyone who wanted to get off from penetration. Moments later, she started getting in and out of him. He didn’t have enough time to pace himself because the pleasure just kept pushing and pulling.
“Ahh! Mama-san!”, he exclaimed as her hard dick went in and out of him. He especially liked the part whenever her dick stabbed the end of his ass. There was something about the feeling that he couldn’t explain.
“Please, mama, put it deeper”, he begged with pleasure.
Kaori felt challenged by his request and pushed harder. She then started using both of her hands to control his hips as she fucked him—doggy-style, in full gung ho.
“Ahh!”,
“American sissy slut!”, she exclaimed.
“Tight, tight… boypussy!”, she yelled.
“Yes, mama! I am an American sissy slut!”, Louie screamed proudly.
“Are you ready for mama-san’s Japanese cream?”, she asked—barely indecipherable from intermittent losses of breath.
“Yes! Please!”, he replied while enunciating the letter s with an almost hissing sound from his euphoric state.
“Iku… iku… iku!”, she yelled right before she filled Louie’s ass like a car that needed a full tank. Louie pulled her closer because he didn’t want to waste his precious mama-san’s cum. He felt like he completed a mission from feeling the warm stream of babygravy inside him.
Kaori leaned closer and gave him a passionate kiss. Louie, at that moment, felt like the butterflies in his stomach gave birth from the feeling of her soft and warm mouth.
Louie laid down on the floor after their kiss and Kaori shortly followed.
“That’s our lesson for today”, she said with an infectious giggle. They laughed briefly and rested for a bit. After some time, they took a warm shower together—with Louie not being able to stop but kiss his mama-san.
To be continued…




TSH Part One Epilogue
Kaori took away Louie’s masculinity by feeding him her warm Japanese pink venom and penetrating his American pink boypussy.
But that was just the beginning of what Louie gave up to be financially free. He needed to learn more about feminization to break the confinement of his father’s wealth.
Being a sissy doesn’t begin and end with being submissive in bed. He had more to learn from his mama-san.
Just where will his dream and his newfound love for Kaori take him? Just how far was he willing to go?
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“Ohayo gozaimasu!”, Akira greeted Louie with the latter still in his slumberous state. It was 5:30 in the morning and Kaori sent a car to take Louie out of his miserable capsule hotel.
“Ohayo…”, Louie replied softly right before entering the black van and continued sleeping on the black premium leather interior of his service.
Fifteen minutes later, there they were, in front of a luxury high-rise condominium named Femina Prime Residences. Louie, still sleepy, barely noticed how grand the lobby was.
The white walls were decked in 18-karat gold trimmings and they were welcomed with towering statues of Greek goddesses Athena and Aphrodite—guarding the receptionist area.
“This will be your home in Tokyo”, Akira said with an excited tone after entering the condo unit. It was elegantly decorated with beige wallpaper that had silver swan art. The chandeliers were oppressive, finished with white pearl garlands.
Louie nodded and gave a faint smile as he wanted to sleep more. Akira then led him to one of the bedrooms.
“Michiru-chan!”, Akira said right after realizing that he opened the wrong bedroom.
“Gomen—ah, Louie, Michiru will be your housemate. He is also a sissy in training”, he explained.
Michiru, also known as Mamoru by daytime, had a different destiny. He wasn’t feminized by force. He had known about Kaori’s sissy training from her gleaming reputation as the top sissy trainer on obscure Japanese sissy forums.
“What is eh—your sissy namae?”, Michiru asked with a strong Japanese accent while he was laying flat on his belly and his smooth legs were up in the air wearing pink long socks—reading a fashion magazine with his smooth bubble butt peaking from his pink thongs.
Still sleepy, Louie could barely remember the name that Kaori blessed him with. All he could remember was Ma.
“Mayumi-chan”, Akira interrupted as Louie struggled to find the correct answer. Michiru stood up, only wearing a pink long-sleeved tee with a unicorn graphic and pastel pink lace thongs that barely covered his flaccid and hairy Japanese sissy clitty.
Michiru shook Louie’s hand and shortly turned around to get back to bed. Louie gulped right after Michiru turned his back on him. He was shocked by how plump and round Michiru’s ass was when he got closer.
The twenty-year-old Japanese sissy didn’t have huge breasts but his shape was quite feminine. He had been undergoing hormone replacement therapy for two years since he was eighteen.
“A-a-arigatou”, Louie said—stuttering right before following Akira who led him to the correct bedroom.
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Louie couldn’t stop thinking about what happened between Kaori and him. He felt like they had unfinished business because he didn’t cum. As he gazed at the bright pink and white striped wallpaper from his bedroom, he started touching himself while picturing Kaori bent over with her red leather panties rolled down just below her balls.
I wonder what her hole feels like…
“Mama-san…”, he softly moaned as he slowly shooked his head from side to side to relish the buttery feeling of the pink silk pillowcase. He then aggressively licked his palm to lubricate his authentic nine-inch American meat.
“Ahh! Kaori…”, he continued then spat on his palm to intensify his liquid dream.
“Ah! Gomen!”, Michiru shyly said after witnessing Louie play with his pink hard cock. Louie pulled up his blue boxer shorts from embarrassment then covered himself with the pink silk blanket.
Michiru sauntered delicately closer with a siren gaze and started rubbing Louie’s dick from his boxers.
“Michi—“, he said but right before he could finish his sentence, Michiru pulled his boxers down and wrapped his delicate Japanese hand around his pink pulsating penis.
“Ugh!”, Louie grunted right after Michiru took his manhood inside his warm and young Japanese mouth. Michiru knew how to suck dick flawlessly. His mouth was perfectly curled inward, ensuring that his teeth didn’t touch Louie’s dick in the slightest, with streams of saliva amply flowing out of his sissy mouth, with rolls of the tongue to tickle with delight and a sucking pressure that was enough to make Louie forget that Michiru was a boy.
“Oishi”, Michiru let out while his saliva dripped on Louie’s thigh then continued sucking him again.
Ugh, Kaori
“Ugh”, Louie moaned while enjoying the blowjob as thoughts of Kaori’s unrevealed ass were dancing in his head. Michiru took his pink panties off and threw them on the floor then started squatting on the bed in preparation for anal sex with the American.
“Woah!”, Louie exclaimed right after Michiru sat on his unstoppably hard dick. To him, Michiru’s ass felt like the tightest confinement his dick has ever been. It was also the warmest and moistest and he couldn’t push Michiru away even if he didn’t envision the Japanese sissy as a woman.
“Fuck!”, Louie let out, with subsequent groans from the pleasure. However, everything was happening too fast. He struggled to make a connection with Michiru because the latter was like a sexbot who went up and down at a hastened pace.
Moments later, Louie was getting tired and frustrated from not being able to cum. He grabbed Michiru’s arms gently and told him to stop as he was getting tired.
The lack of emotional connection and yearning for his partner made him feel like he was masturbating at another person’s ass’ expense.
Michiru blushed from embarrassment and quickly escaped Louie’s bedroom. Louie, relieved from the random fuck, reclaimed his lust by calmly thinking of Kaori while touching himself.
With every jerk, he imagined that it was Kaori’s ass, clenching and cheering him to release his jizz. Louie choked his dick more and started picturing Kaori’s tits and dick jiggling from sitting on top of him.
“Ahh!”, he exclaimed right after shooting his pent-up desires for his mama-san on his belly. Still sleepy and exhausted, he slumbered as his cum dried up on his stomach.
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It was the afternoon and Louie woke up famished. He wore his blue boxers and shortly got out of the bedroom to look for something to eat.
“Itedekimasu…”, Michiru greeted softly as he topped the plate of gyoza with parsley on the kitchen table. Louie smiled and sat on the bar stool as Michiru tried to avoid his eyes.
Michiru was an excellent cook. He prepared a meal fit for a king. On top of the kitchen table were servings of yakisoba, gyoza, ebi tempura, salmon sushi, katsu curry, and fresh watermelon juice.
“Wow! You made all of these?”, Louie asked with awe. Michiru nodded and walked away.
“Aren’t you going to eat?”, Louie asked from a distance but got no reply from the Japanese sissy who already locked himself in his bedroom.
Moments later, Louie went to shower and lounged in his bed as he watched movies on Netflixxx.
“Ding!”, the doorbell rang. There she was, Kaori Kitagawa, donned in an olive snakeskin tube dress with upper-length gloves and boots with four-inch heels just below the knee with the same fabric. She took a long drag of her cigarette from a black holder as she nodded at the presence of Michiru and Louie.
“Mayumi, why are you wearing that?”, she asked, referring to his black collared shirt and white khaki pants.
“Wear the pink yukata in your bedroom”, she ordered right before brushing Michiru’s silky and straight jaw-leveled hair with her bright red fingernails.
Michiru took pride in being the teacher’s pet in school and it translated well in the sissy training. He proudly waited with his mama-san in the living room, seated at a female Japanese sitting position—knelt with both legs on the side as he endured the tight obi belt from his purple yukata ensemble.
Shortly after, Louie emerged, looking like a hybrid of a kokeshi and Barbie doll with his pink and floral yukata.
“Mayumi, take a look”, Kaori said right before motioning Michiru to perform how a Japanese sissy sits down.
“Did you see how graceful that was?” she followed. She then stood up from her Japanese masculine sitting position and walked to the back of Louie.
“Oomph!”, Louie softly let out right after Kaori tightened his obi belt.
“This must always be tight. You don’t want the patrons to think that you’re shaped like a tarai”, she giggly said. Michiru elegantly covered his face with his hands and giggled at what Kaori said.
Louie, puzzled by what she said, joined their laughter—mimicking Michiru. Louie stood up to try the feminine strut and sitting but stumbled for the first time—making Michiru giggle once more.
Louie, from feeling weirded out by what Michiru did in the morning, started feeling annoyed by his reactions to his failures.
He then dusted himself off and started thinking of the training as a competition for Kaori’s love and attention.
“We use fans in Hayaku Gentlemen’s Club. We cover our faces with them when we laugh and fan our patrons if they start getting sweaty”, Kaori explained.
Michiru took two red Japanese fans sitting atop the maple center table and started elegantly playing with them like she was performing in a cultural show.
Big deal!
“In Hayaku, we don’t wear traditional hairstyles. Most of our patrons prefer our hair down. But we adorn them with fresh flowers to intoxicate them with our fresh and feminine fragrance—”
“—Unlike other Karaoke clubs, we don’t wear modern clothing. We always wear kimonos because our patrons enjoy the art of undressing”, Kaori explained as she juggled two red Japanese fans.
Louie was mesmerized by how calculated and elegant the training was. In his country, his concept of what a club was were dancing, drinks, and DJs.
“It’s tea time”, Kaori said, referring to the next training on how to serve the patrons alcoholic drinks.
“You need to know how to balance”, she added. Kaori asked Michiru to serve them drinks, from whiskey, beer, wine, and down to champagne.
Louie enjoyed this part of the training. While he didn’t know much about Japanese club culture, especially the karaoke scene, he was a fast learner. He didn’t only acquire his lean and masculine body from trekking and outdoor sports. He was a gymnast at school so balance and coordination weren’t too foreign to him.
Kaori clapped in awe after witnessing how amazing Louie was in serving drinks. Michiru rolled his eyes from the attention that the American sissy got.
“Next, it’s makeup time”, Kaori gleefully informed.
Fuck!
Michiru felt relieved because he was very good with makeup. At that time, he knew that he would humiliate Louie and take all of the attention of their mama-san back.
“We don’t wear a lot of makeup. Japanese men prefer natural beauty but they like huge doll eyes. We usually wear colored contact lenses to achieve that look—”
“You’re lucky, Mayumi. You don’t have to work as hard as Michiru. She isn’t as pretty as you are. You can achieve a dolly look easily”, she reassured.
Ha ha! Ugly fuck.
Louie looked at Michiru with a smirk as Kaori removed the plastic wrap of the makeup products. Michiru rolled his eyes at what Kaori uttered. Her blunt words hurt him a little and heightened his jealousy of the American sissy.
“Michiru already knows how to do her makeup. I want to highlight your doll-like features. Pink eyeshadow, pink blush, and pink lips”, she said right before she started working on half of Louie’s face in front of a huge standing mirror.
While Louie effortlessly copied the application of foundation, blusher, and lipstick parts, he struggled with the eyeliner and eyebrows. He couldn’t grasp how Kaori made his other eyebrow look thinner with the use of purple glue and concealer.
“Shave his eyebrows”, Kaori ordered Michiru. Michiru grinned at Louie—shaking the latter’s nerves.
“P-please! Let me try again”, he begged. Kaori nodded, making Michiru raise his eyebrow at the blatant inequality. Michiru recalled how his eyebrows were shaved bald by Kaori on the first day of his training.
Moments later, there he was, Louie in complete doll makeup. Kaori clapped from amazement at how quickly he exhibited cosmetic mastery.
“Now, the hair”, Kaori informed. Michiru sauntered toward the dressing room to take two wigs. One’s blonde and curly, reminiscent of Goldilocks’ famous hairstyle, and the other, a long and straight blonde wig, which resembled Barbie’s famous locks.
“Let’s see…”, Kaori said with an unsure tone as she put the first wig on top of Louie’s hair.
“Oh, Mayumi, you look like a cute Lolita!”, she exclaimed. Louie blushed from Kaori’s compliment and preened in the mirror—in awe of his dollish looks.
Kaori then took off the first wig and reached for the second one.
Woah!
“Kirei-ne!?”, Kaori exclaimed loudly from witnessing how gorgeous Louie looked in a straight and long blonde wig.
Louie couldn’t believe how hot she looked. He remembered what his high school crushes looked like back in his pubescent years. Michiru gasped at how feminine the American sissy looked. His envy grew even further—making his champagne glass fall on the wooden floor from his sweaty palms.
“Clumsy! Dirty sissy! Clean it up!”, Kaori yelled in dismay. Michiru stood up—stumbling, and shortly sprinted to the kitchen cabinet to look for a mop.
Kaori continued doting on Louie as the American made different poses in front of the standing mirror. Moments later, Kaori asked Louie to repeat serving drinks in his full Tokyo sissy hostess attire.
While she was watching Louie like a proud mother, Michiru sauntered to her—feeling guilty about the mess he made.
“Mama-san… he used his critorisu earlier—he… fucked me!”, Michiru revealed with a scared whisper. After hearing what Michiru said, Kaori felt like she just dry-swallowed ten pills. She didn’t know if it was from disobeying her order or from the fact that Louie had sex with another person.
“Enough!”, Kaori said in a furious voice which almost filled all of the sissy apartment’s rooms.
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“Is it true?!”, Kaori asked—looking sternly at Louie.
What the fuck?
“Wh-what do you mean, mama?” Louie asked.
“You fucked Michiru!?”, she followed in an angrier tone.
Louie felt betrayed and framed. It wasn’t even him who initiated the sex. He couldn’t believe that he was outed and got even more furious as he recalled that he wasn’t even remotely turned on by Michiru.
“But Michi—“, Louie said softly.
“Urusai! You’ll be punished!”, Kaori yelled—not allowing Louie to finish his sentence. Michiru grinned at Louie as the young American man wrinkled his forehead from frustration.
Kaori hurriedly went to the kitchen and took out a seasoning tray. She then knelt and placed it on the living room floor then vigorously cleared the center table—causing the fashion magazines and makeup to fall on the wooden floor.
Oh, shit!
She laid the spices on the center table one by one at a hastened yet elegant pace. There they were… salt, pepper, chilies, hot sauce, and wasabi, all in a row atop the center table like they were posing for a recipe book.
“Whose idea was this?!”, Kaori asked—as the two sissies trembled. Michiru pointed at Louie, causing the latter to hit the Japanese sissy’s hand from anger.
“He went to my room and sucked my dick while I was jerking off!”, Louie retorted. Michiru cried with crocodile tears causing Kaori to get more frustrated.
“In this house, it is only mama’s dick that should work!”, Kaori yelled—brimming with authority. She then maneuvered Louie to sit on the wooden floor and spread his legs with full might. She took the wasabi from the center table and gestured for Michiru to come closer.
Louie’s dick instantaneously got hard from Kaori’s domineering actions. She lubricated his penis with a handful of wasabi then pulled Michiru’s hair, forcing him to suck Louie’s big dick.
“Hotto!”, Michiru yelled as his nostrils flared from the hot wasabi. His crocodile tears were washed away with real ones—the spicy flavor of Kaori’s wrath.
“That is what you get for lying!”, Kaori yelled at Michiru.
“And as for you, Mayumi…”, she said calmly as she took the mini bottle of hot sauce from the table.
Oh no!
Louie shook his head but didn’t want to displease his mama-san so he stayed seated on the wooden floor.
“Mama-san… p-p-please”, Louie begged. The heat from the wasabi calmed down. Shortly after, Michiru gave Louie a menacing look. Kaori, feeling merciful, threw the bottle of hot sauce on the floor causing Michiru to roll his eyes again from the unfair treatment. Kaori then removed her snakeskin tube dress, revealing her ultra-hard, veiny, and hairy Japanese cock to the scared sissies.
“My cigarette”, she said to Michiru as Louie frantically looked for a lighter and an ashtray. A few seconds later, Michiru put the cigarette in his mama-san’s mouth followed by Louie who lit it for her. Kaori took a long drag and nodded with pride.
“This is how it should be”, she said. She then gestured for both of them to suck her dick as she stood up—puffing the drama away. The two sissies were like hungry little puppies trying to find their suckling positions as their tongues flicked Kaori’s pulsating penis in a myriad of directions.
“You’re sisters now. Don’t betray one another. Always he-help each other”, she explained while stuttering from the intense pleasure of two beautiful sissies servicing her. She then doused her cigarette with her saliva on the ashtray.
Kaori gently pushed her sissies' faces closer to each other, leading them to kiss one another. Louie and Michiru were both reluctant, most especially Louie, who has never kissed a boy. But he didn’t want to fathom the possibility of disappointing Kaori so he succumbed to the kiss.
Gross!
While they were fake-kissing, Kaori played with her Japanese shecock. The scenario got too hot for her which compelled her to order them to pose in a dog-style position. She knelt and fixed Louie’s wig as it was about to fall off then slowly spat on the palm of her hand.
She lubricated her fully-erect penis with saliva then lifted their kimonos, revealing their tight boypussies and pleasingly plump bubble butts.
Mama-san…
Louie knew what was about to happen and his heart skipped a beat from the anticipation. He recalled the feeling of her hard dick in his ass which gave him the initiative to lubricate his hole with his saliva.
“Kimochi!”, Michiru yelled from pleasure right after Kaori entered his Japanese boypussy. Louie got a little jealous because Kaori entered Michiru first.
“Oh my God!”, Louie groaned from the delight of Kaori’s dick in his pink American asshole.
At that moment, Kaori discovered what nirvana was. She continued getting in and out of their holes interchangeably as her dick had limitless options.
“Ahh!”, Kaori screamed like a rabid dog from the warm and tight holes of her proteges.
“Mama!”, Louie yelled as the first precum dripped from his dick—hands-free.
“Onegai… mama-san!”, Michiru pleaded with moans of desire. Kaori was drenched in sweat—more sweat than her sissies wearing warm yukatas.
“Iku, iku, iku!”, Kaori warned with a deeper voice than usual.
“Iku!!!”, she yelled with a bellowing sound right before releasing her warm Japanese cream on their butt cheeks. Both sissies sighed in relief and pride from successfully pleasing their mama-san.
A few seconds later, the sissies helped her stand up and accompanied her to the bathroom.
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It was Louie’s first night as a sissy hostess in the Hayaku Gentlemen’s Club. He preened on his image in the mirror and pondered in the dressing room. He has mastered offering his ass and not getting off from Kaori’s training. He also learned the art of separating his desires from the desires of others.
However, he was still unsure about offering his services to men. Especially drunk and lascivious middle-aged businessmen. Just how far was he willing to go to be number one and to get the twenty thousand dollars—a question that kept lingering in his mind.
“Mayumi, they’re waiting”, Michiru said in a friendly tone. Louie and Michiru have forgotten about their rivalry. But Louie was still determined to be the numbawan sissy hostess in Japan. They promised each other that they would help one another to make their mama-san happy.
Moments later, there they were, four middle-aged Japanese businessmen in black suits—all with welcoming smiles as the two sissies entered the room.
Michiru wore a long, straight, silky black wig that was ornamented with red ribbons. His kimono was dark purple with dragon imagery and he embodied a traditional geisha through makeup.
Louie, on the other hand, opted for a sweeter look. He braided his long and blonde wig with a fishtail style and put it on one side over his shoulder. He wore a pastel pink kimono with a white Sakura tapestry. His makeup wasn’t heavy. Louie had great skin, to begin with. What stood out from his makeup look were his false eyelashes and bright pink lipstick.
“Kombanwa”, Michiru greeted with a soft tone.
“Hajimemashite”, Louie added with flawless Japanese diction.
“Honto, kawaii!”, a man in glasses remarked, referring to Louie.
The sissies sat down on the black leather couch and started entertaining the guests.
“What is your name?”, the man in glasses asked.
“Mayumi…”, Louie shyly replied.
“Where are you from?”, the man asked—brimming with curiosity.
“America”, Louie replied. The man shook his body with glee from hearing Louie’s reply. He kissed his cheek without thinking things through as he was overwhelmed with how cute Louie looked.
Moments later, the sissies finished their introductions and focused on serving the patrons drinks. As they were doing so, the men kept squeezing their butts whenever they passed by.
One man, who had fierce-looking eyes and a strong jaw, was quite aggressive. He would spank them instead of feeling them whenever they sauntered close to him.
Louie sat beside the man in glasses to prepare and help him select a song from the karaoke machine.
“Saigo No Iiwake”, the man said.
“What is your name”, Louie asked as he searched for the song using the remote control.
“Koichi”, the man replied, all red from the abundance of whiskey and beer that were served in the VIP lounge.
Moments later, Koichi’s song started playing. Michiru was enjoying their sissy debut—evident with how she interchangeably sat on the other three men’s laps, making their dicks hard from his gentle grinding.
Louie couldn’t help but get teary-eyed from the somber song even if he didn’t understand a single word. But he shook it off by accommodating Koichi and attending to his needs. He wiped his sweat with a tissue and fanned him with a red Japanese fan as he sang the romantic yet tragic ballad.
A few moments later, the man with a strong jaw gestured for Louie to sit next to him. He aggressively took off the top part of Louie’s kimono, leaving the American sissy stoked and catatonic.
“Pinku!”, he announced to the room, referring to Louie’s pink nipples. Everyone laughed at the naughty information except for Koichi and Louie. He then licked his nipple aggressively like he was hungry for dessert.
“Yamero! Daisuke-san!”, Koichi yelled in aggression. Daisuke, the aggressive man, obediently followed and bowed his head down from Koichi’s order.
The night continued with Koichi guarding Louie against his drunken friends as Louie pondered how great it felt to be looked after by a man.
Wh-what is this feeling?
Apart from his mother, nobody else stood up for him like that. But Koichi’s protection felt different. He felt like he was coveted and respected as a woman for the very first time. He was confused but at the same time, he liked the feeling of it.
He succumbed and gave up his heterosexual beliefs and planted a gentle kiss on Koichi’s cheek to thank his kindness. Moments later, their sissy debut ended successfully. Louie held Koichi’s hand and then gave him a little smack.
The fifty-five-year-old balding Japanese businessman in glasses blushed from one little kiss like he was a virgin again. Louie giggled and then walked away to help clean up the VIP lounge.
Moments later, as Michiru and Louie were cleaning the unfinished plates of gyoza and sashimi, Kaori entered wearing a tight red tube dress with red strappy four-inch platform heels—forcing her slight leg muscles to emerge from her long and smooth legs.
“Mayumi, Nakagawa-san gave you a hundred thousand yen tip. You must’ve done something right”, she said, referring to Koichi Nakagawa while chewing her bubblegum and smiling from ear to ear.
Woah! What the fuck!
“Omedetto!”, Michiru congratulated as they both smiled at each other at the old man’s generosity. Louie couldn’t believe it. One hundred thousand yen was around a thousand US dollars. He felt like he was on top of the world from knowing how much his time was worth.
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For three consecutive days, Koichi visited the VIP lounge alone. He requested to only be accommodated by Louie.
“Mayumi, it’s my birthday today”, Koichi said as they were seated on the black leather couch of the VIP lounge. Louie looked extra cute that night. He wore a bright orange kimono with tapestries of white lilies. His wig was long and straight and he decorated it with a red hibiscus on his ear.
Koichi then took the black Chanel paper bag sitting on the floor then handed it to Louie.
“B-but it’s your birthday…”, Louie shyly remarked.
“Your gift to me is your smile”, Koichi said. Louie has never received an expensive gift from a man before. He opened the black box inside the paper bag with gung ho and there it was… a taupe Chanel Large Classic Flap Bag that’s worth almost ten thousand US dollars.
“M-m-my god!?”, he exclaimed with a puzzled look. He hugged Koichi for his generosity and kissed him on the cheek. Louie has never developed romantic feelings for a man before but he was starting to get perturbed by what Koichi was causing.
At that moment, he felt like his masculinity was on life support and that his world turned a hundred-eighty degree in just a matter of over a week. Thoughts of even sleeping with Koichi have also crossed his mind but he tried to fight them with all his might.
However, at the back of his mind, he was also in love with his mama-san. He wished that there was a way to split his heart into two because he couldn’t handle the emotional overload.
Moments later, they got to talking again and Louie, feeling more open, shared everything with Koichi, including the reason why he became a sissy hostess.
Koichi gave him a warm hug and patted his back.
“Mayumi-chan…”, Koichi softly whispered in his hibiscus-decorated ear. Louie felt warm on the inside as tears flowed from his eyes.
A few hours later, they parted ways in the VIP hall as Louie held the Chanel paper bag. He bid his goodbyes to Koichi and went back to the VIP lounge to clean the place.
Suddenly, Kaori entered the room, wearing a bohemian white dress paired with a light brown corduroy jacket with light brown gamuza boots. She then took both of his hands, taking them away from the unfinished plate of sushi, and motioned him to sit on the couch.
“Mayumi…”, she softly said while looking Louie in his bright hazel eyes.
“Koichi wants to take you out. He offered twenty thousand US dollars in return for your mizuage…”, she said. Mizuage is the coming-of-age ceremony of an apprentice geisha, often associated with loss of virginity.
Louie’s heart skipped a beat. Koichi’s offer doubled Kaori’s conditions and would instantly solve all of his financial woes. Kaori looked away with a somber disposition.
“But… you shouldn’t take it”, Kaori said in a sullen tone.
What?!
“Why? Mama-san?”, Louie asked—more confused than ever. Kaori then leaned closer and swallowed her bubblegum.
“Because… I love you!”, Kaori confessed, barely finishing the sentence from her nervousness about the revelation. Louie pulled away and felt like his heart just leaped.
He wanted to say that he loved her back. But his emotions for Koichi were still fresh. He also was unsure about Kaori’s feelings for him because the jealousy that he experienced from being fucked together with Michiru still lingered.
“Mama-san… please give me time to think”, he said right before walking out of the room, leaving Kaori crying on the black leather couch.
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“Nine hundred fifty thousand yen”, the cashier said. Louie pawned his Chanel bag the day after for around seven thousand US dollars. He took his money and then walked away wearing the same outfit that he wore on his Manila to Tokyo flight.
He then went to Nabeshima Shoto Park and sat on one of the benches by a tree.
“Make booking”, he softly said right before clicking a button that bought him a ticket from Narita to JFK. He couldn’t handle the pressure of his newfound life as a sissy. At that moment, he just wanted to escape.
“Mayumi—eh, Louie-kun!”, Akira greeted while wearing a green shirt and brown khaki pants. Louie called Akira to bid him goodbye and gave him fifty thousand yen for his help.
“Are you sure?”, Akira asked with a somber tone after hearing the reason why Louie was leaving the city. Louie nodded and smiled. Akira offered to drive him to the airport so they waited for three hours more while Akira helped him do a little vlogging.
More than three hours later, there he was, in the parking lot of Narita airport. He couldn’t stop the tears to flow from his eyes as he reminisced the short yet bittersweet memories from his trip.
The song on the radio suddenly started playing Saigo No Iiwake, the song that Koichi sang in the club, which caused Louie to release his tears from the floodgates along with an audible cry.
Akira gently hugged him and patted his back. Louie pondered as his red cheeks were drenched in tears.
“Gomene…”, Louie softly said after Akira helped the American sissy express his emotions on the passenger seat.
Fuck it!
“Take me to mama!”, Louie said with an unsure yet excited tone. Akira smiled and switched the gear of his car to driving mode. Moments later after a ride ala Fast and the Furious, there they were, in a different unit, in the same luxury apartment that Louie shared with Michiru.
Kaori was flabbergasted in her black silk nighties from the aggressive opening of the door that Louie caused. She stood up from her living room couch with eyes welling and no makeup and hair down state, then ran to Louie’s arms. Akira gently closed the door as they exchanged tongues with a passionate kiss.
Louie started kissing Kaori’s neck, breathing warmly as she brushed his dirty blonde hair with her long candle-like fingers. She then led him to the bedroom and started to kneel. She rubbed his crotch from his boardshorts and aggressively pressed her face against it.
“Mama-san…”, Louie said softly as he knew that Kaori was about to break the rules.
“Call me Kaori”, she said, right before removing his boardshorts—revealing his mega-hard cock trying to fight his tighty whities.
“I want you as my sissy, but today, let me be your woman”, she pleaded. Louie gasped and closed his eyes from the first flick of Kaori’s tongue on his dick’s head.
Louie sat on the edge of his mama san’s white mattress covered with Egyptian cotton sheets as he looked at the grand view of Tokyo’s skyline from the floor-to-ceiling windows.
At that moment, his thoughts for Koichi couldn’t be found anywhere. He felt like he got everything he needed… the woman of his dreams and his dick in her mouth.
“Ugh!”, Louie let out from the soft bites that Kaori caused. Kaori, even in her submissive role, still found ways to assert her dominance. She turned around and took her nighties off, blocking his city view with her smooth and majestic hourglass body.
Shortly after, she turned around, revealing her 36-DD tits, dark brown nipples, and hairy Japanese pulsating penis. Louie felt like he was on cloud nine. The repressed lust for his mama-san was finally going to be rewarded.
She then spat slowly on the palm of her hands and gestured for Louie to lie down. She crawled to the bed and then carefully sat on his hairy and pink nine-incher.
“Ahh! I-ttai”, she let out after only taking half of his penis in her ass. His dick twitched from the postponed excitement. A few seconds later, Kaori commenced and slowly but surely completed the challenge.
“Kimochi…”, she softly said then moaned with her eyes closed.
Damn!
Louie couldn’t stop looking at her while he was laying down with his hands resting at the back of his head—revealing his lean and muscular arms and only donned in a gray sleeveless shirt.
Kaori flipped her hair orange-brown dyed hair and circled her feminine hips to please his penis as her round tits slightly jiggled. She then opened her eyes and took his hands to hold them in preparation for her wild ride.
“Ahh!”, she exclaimed right after the first up and down motion.
Oh my God!
She felt like she just did a reverse-taking of the Excalibur. She continued grinding on top of him as her hairy dick and tits bounced to the rhythm of pleasure.
“Kaori!”, Louie exclaimed from the mindblowing sensation caused by her wet and warm ass.
“You like it, don’t you?”, Kaori asked as she gasped for air. Louie nodded three times, signaling her to continue the ecstasy. Kaori intensified the pleasure by clenching her ass muscles, giving Louie’s American dick anal hugs of Japanese hospitality.
“Aishiteru!”, Kaori exclaimed from the utter delight of the first time taking a nine-inch penis. Louie wanted to keep it going. Kaori, with an uncontrollable libido, paced herself for what was about to come.
“Iku, iku, i—“, right before Kaori was able to finish her sentence, she shot her thick and white cream on Louie’s tight belly.
Fuck yeah!
The very moment Louie felt his mama-san’s cum on his skin, he knew that he was next. All flushed and sweaty, he closed his eyes and relished the remaining euphoric jolts.
“I’m gonna, I’m go—“, Louie yelled. Shortly after, he released his repressed joy juice in her yearning asshole.
“Wooh!”, he yelled again, as he let out his final spurts of jizz like his dick was an almost empty water gun. Kaori sighed in relief then leaned closer and started kissing him passionately as his dick kept beating inside of her.
Moments later, they were sitting on the edge of the bed as Kaori took a long drag of her cigarette. Louie shared that he was about to go home and how he was torn between Koichi and her.
“Why did you choose me?”, Kaori asked with a confident look on her face. Louie smiled—welling, and gazed at Kaori’s brown eyes.
“Well, as a sissy, I can get many Koichis. But… I only have one mama”, he said then naughtily took a drag of her cigarette which caused him to cough.
Kaori giggled at the smoky consequence and gazed at his beautiful face.
“Well, there are other sissies, but you’re the only one I love”, she replied. Louie’s forehead wrinkled from jealousy and gave Kaori a suspicious look.
“Ding!”, the doorbell rang. Louie instinctively wore his shorts and went to the main door. After all, he has gotten used to serving his mama-san. Kaori hurriedly wore her black silk nighties and then opened the door.
“Mama-san!”, Michiru, out of his sissy clothes greeted and bowed his head.
“Kaori …”, Louie anxiously said, with thoughts of jealousy and confusion as to why Michiru visited her.
Kaori pinched both of Louie’s cheeks and giggled.
“He’s picking up his new wig!”, she said, leaving Michiru confused at the doorstep. Kaori then gestured for the Japanese sissy to enter the room as they all headed to the dressing room to sort out the new sissy gear that just arrived.
To be continued… or not?
You decide *wink*
Send me a request via support@lillylustwood.com and I will write based on the demand if their story should go on.




TSH Part Two Epilogue
Louie discovered so much about the world of femininity and living a submissive life.
He let go of control over his sexuality and masculinity and welcomed new emotions. He also let the tides of life take him to his destiny.
In his short experience, he also knew what it felt like to fall for a man and to compete like a woman.
But the most valuable lesson that he learned and applied to his life was the immortal words of Lewis Carroll.
“If you don't know where you are going, any road will get you there.”
As a true traveler and a bonafide sissy, he knew how to live life to the fullest.
My dear sissy, I want you to take a chance. I want you to make your feminine dreams a reality. Remember, when you’re unsure of which road to take, I’m always here for you.
Love always,
Your Mama-san, Lilly Lustwood
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Amanda stood up from the candle-lit dinner that Ahmed ordered for the two of them in their luxury suite. She then walked to the balcony of their beach bungalow in the VIP resort hotel that they were staying in on Subic, Zambales.
Ahmed gazed at her with anxiety as she cursed at someone over her mobile phone and took quick and aggressive drags from her cigarette.
As the wind behind the bungalow balcony softly blew her voluminous brunette long hair, the oriental ceiling lamp with a warm light that bounced on her alabaster skin and opulent breasts, and high-slit red silk cowl neck dress that accentuated every dangerous curve from her 5ft. 7in. voluptuous body, he pondered about nothing more than the desire to hear her say yes.
She then winked at him as the sea waves crashed in the background and gestured to wait right before turning her cigarette off using the white ceramic ashtray atop the balcony’s round gray rattan table.
Shortly after, she sauntered towards him as she made clacking sounds on the wooden floors from her four-inch red stilettos then leaned to kiss his cheek.
“Sorry, Habibi”, she softly said as he took a whiff of her intoxicating Francis Kurkdijan
Baccarat Rouge 540 perfume. She then shared her frustrations from work right after sitting on the tufted mustard couch with crystal buttons.
She has made her boss’s jewelry company millions of dollars from her copywriting expertise only to find out that she’d have to report her work to someone who had no writing and marketing experience just because she was the COO (child of owner).
“I don’t know what he was thinking. How could that bitch be my editor when she can’t even decipher the difference between your and you’re with an apostrophe!” she frustratingly muttered as she sliced her halal lamb chop.
He giggled as he found her bitchy comment funny as he continued gazing at her small, feminine, and stunning face. He then spread his legs to loosen up from his kandura, a robe that’s mostly worn by Emirati men, then rested his face on his hands as his elbows were rested atop the small round dining table.
“What are you looking at?” she asked with a suspicious look from her magnetic cat eyes that were expertly lined with kohl. He ignored her question and kept smiling, turning her frustration to infuriation.
“I told you to get rid of that”, she said, referring to the errant hairs on his chin. She didn’t like anything getting in the way of his pretty face with deep light brown eyes perfectly framed with an abundance of lashes, thick yet kempt eyebrows, a tall nose, and full lips.
“Habibty”, he softly said.
“And by the way, I’m already thirty-two. I don’t even know what I’m doing. Do you even have plans? I mean, I know we can’t get married but fuck! I can easily post a selfie online and have a line of men proposing to me”, she rudely interrupted.
She knew what she got herself into. They had an unclear future as he was Muslim and couldn’t get married to her because she was a transgender woman. And even if she was of a cisgender background, they still couldn’t get married because he already had four wives.
All she wanted was some form of a hold on him. Something that could make her feel at ease such as a unity ceremony.
“Habibty…”, he said again, but with a more audible tone.
“Do you know how lucky you are!?” she asked with a fit as her forehead wrinkled. She continued slicing her lamb chop aggressively as he looked at her angry yet extraordinarily beautiful face that resembled the young Elizabeth Taylor’s.
She didn’t have a typical Filipino look as she had Spanish lineage that went back to the Philippines’ colonial times.
“I know”, he calmly said. As she devoured her spicy meat, he stood up and then gently walked to her. He then knelt on one knee as the warm crystal chandelier light glimmered on his olive skin, masculine body, and the 3.5-carat Tiffany Setting diamond ring that he had bought and resized in Manhattan worth a hundred thousand dollars.
The blinding stone ate all of her worries and frustrations away and tears uncontrollably streamed down her pink cheeks.
“Will you—“, he said but right before he could finish, she offered her left hand without thinking things through and then leaned to give him a warm and gentle kiss with her luscious pink lips.




TFW Part One Chapter 2
Ahmed picked his 6ft. 2in. self up and led Amanda to the bed as she relished the feeling of being engaged with a diamond that she had only been dreaming of ever since she saw it in a Vogue advertorial.
“I love you”, he said with warm breaths as he laid on top of her body pressed against the California-king bed covered with white Egyptian cotton.
“I love you too, habibi” she replied right before returning his passionate kiss with an aggressive French one.
“I can’t wait to be your husband”, he said as he kissed her smooth neck.
She wanted to grunt and react because it would be his fifth time but she didn’t want to ruin the moment so she kept her feisty self in check.
“Ugh”, she moaned after Ahmed aggressively cupped her right tit as her breasts almost spilled out of her black lace bra and red silk cowl neck dress.
He then held her left hand and hinged their fingers together before stretching it close to the Narra wood headboard—revealing her hairless, white, and smooth armpit.
“Amanda Al-Haziz”, she said softly which instantaneously drove him wild.
He removed his keffiyeh, the headdress that most Emirati men wear,
and threw it on the floor—revealing his black buzz haircut. She then ran her 3.5-carat-adorned fingers through his head as she let out moans of yearning for his Arab cock.
He continued by removing his kandura and threw it on the floor which shortly revealed his buff body, hairy chest and belly, and pink nipples.
She enjoyed each time her boyfriend stripped for her. He checked all of the boxes of what she wanted in a man.
She playfully jiggled his extra-hard cocked from his seamless white cotton pants before kneeling on the bed to remove her dress. As his dick pulsated from his pants, he helped lift her dress and then threw it on the wooden floor.
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Moments later, there they were, Ahmed with nothing but his white cotton pants on and Amanda in her black lace two-piece lingerie.
She straddled a little and leaned to his crotch and gave his hard dick sweet and soft kisses. His member twitched each time her full lips and the soft fabric rubbed against his middle-eastern manhood.
After her sweet tease, she couldn’t hold back anymore. She rolled his pants down and then licked his pink mushroom head from his hairy olive fat eight-inch circumcised penis.
“This is, one-fifth mine”, she jested—making him giggle.
Majnuna!
She continued by devouring his fat cock with gung-ho—leaving traces of her warm saliva on the sheets from sloppy eating.
“Habibty!” he screamed from delight right after she took his eight-incher deep into her thirsty throat. She continued taking it deep and did not care about smearing her black eyeliner from the tears of gagging.
As he relished her flawless blowjob, he unhooked her bra, revealing her jiggling 38DD tits with perky and feminine light brown areola as she bobbed backward and forwards from servicing him.
“I love you!” she quickly said after gasping for air then returned to sucking his Arab cock. As they were in euphoria, her shecock started to hurt from the abrasive and tight confines of her black lace panties.
She laid down and gestured that it was his turn. He excitedly bent over as laying flat on his belly would hurt his mega-hard dick. He quickly removed her panties, sniffed them hard, and spun them with his index finger before throwing them away to the floor.
She giggled from his silliness then spread her thick thighs—offering her bald circumcised pinkish six inches Filipino ladycock for him to feast on.
“Yallah!” she exclaimed playfully with a crimson face. He crawled to her crotch and then started passionately giving her cock soft kisses.
“My wife’s penis”, he softly said then slowly licked her shaft.
“Mmm”, she moaned as his tongue travailed on her beating penis from the head down to her smooth pinkish balls. He then licked her groin and bit her thighs softly as she caressed his head with her soft hands with nails painted in the color ruby.
“My delicious wife”, he followed. Shortly after, he started sucking her balls which lasciviously tickled her desires. He then started sucking on her balls which intensified her sensual emotions.
“Habibi!” she moaned loudly after he aggressively lifted her round legs and put them over his shoulders. He opened his mouth and quickly licked her smooth pinkish asshole with his fat and long tongue.
“My love…”, she murmured as she was too powerless to let anything out while he rimmed her hole with fervor. Every flick of his tongue danced to the rhythm of her clenching hole and beating dick.
At that moment, she felt like their love-making was extra special because they were already engaged. Albeit not a real marriage, she was still satisfied and couldn’t wait to consummate their union.
“Take me”, she said with lustful and begging eyes.
He switched from a couching position and knelt. He took two pillows and placed them gently under her lower back. They couldn’t take their eyes off each other as he generously spat on his hand.
As he lubricated his cock, she played with her hard dick with her legs up in the air. He then leaned closer and put her legs back on top of his shoulders then inserted two inches of his Emirati manhood.
Dafi’!
“Ahh!” she let out as her toes curled right after being stabbed by his weapon of mass satiation.
“I lo-o-o-ve you”, he let out, quivering from the warm and tight feeling of her hole.
“Oh my god!” she screamed after he put more than half of it in.
“Shh, habibty”, he said with a comforting tone as she endured his cock that wasn’t built for beginners.
“Fuck!” she yelled once his whole cock arrived in all of her premises. A few seconds later, precum bubbled up on her pink dick head as she clenched his parked cock tightly with her anal muscles.
He shook his head from the torture as he wanted to go in and out. But he knew she needed time as his member wasn’t one to be dealt with lightly.
“Are you ready, my wife?” he asked with a yearning tone.
She reluctantly nodded with eyes closed then paced herself by gripping his huge biceps.
“Ahmed!” she let out with a softer scream. The pain started turning into a pleasurable sensation. She endured some more as he thrusted gently.
After some time, the pain went away and all she could feel were orgasmic signals from her prostate.
“Yallah! Niknik!” she yelled—encouraging him to start the fun.
“F-fuck!” he screamed in a rabid state. Her hole was exactly what his cock needed—tight, wet, and warm.
“Yes, habibi!” she said as she provided him with orgasmic hugs from her mastery of anal muscle control.
He continued pouncing like his life depended on it as she relished the utmost tactile sensation of his fat penis head poking her g-spot.
“Don’t stop!” she said with an encouraging tone as he hissed and gasped from her orgasmic hugs embracing his shaft.
“Don’t stop!” she said again with gung-ho as she rolled her eyes from euphoria.
“Ahh!” he yelled.
“I can’t” he continued.
“I’m cu-uh-uh—“, and just before he could finish his statement, he released his unborn multimillionaire heirs in her black hole of nirvana.
As his thick and warm cum gently streamed inside her, she jerked her ladycock at a hastened pace. Soon after…
“I’m cumming!” she warned right before shooting her pent-up load from waiting for his sporadic visits, frustration, and happiness on her chubby belly.
He leaned closer for a passionate kiss as his dick continued beating inside her. They murmured I love yous and then showered together shortly after.
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As Ahmed scrolled through his Linkedin feed on the bed with nothing but his blue and white striped pajamas, black reading glasses, and white wifebeater shirt on, Amanda applied her Dior Crème de Rose lip balm.
She then applied La Prairie Cellular Hand Cream on her hands and elbows then covered her voluptuous body in silver nighties with the Egyptian cotton blanket.
With only the light emanating from the oriental lampshade atop the Narra wood nightstand beside him, he kissed her forehead as she tried to peek at what he was scrolling through.
“So, how are we going to live as man and wife?” she asked.
He squeezed her chubby cheek and placed his phone gently on top of the nightstand.
“Well, nothing’s going to change”, he said.
“What the fuck does that mean?” she asked with frustration.
Here we go again…
“Easy, please”, he begged.
“You know how hard it is for me”, he explained.
“And you think it’s easy for me?” she asked. She then pulled away and looked him sternly in the eyes.
“You come here for a week every three months. That’s only twenty-one days a year. Sometimes, less!” she retaliated. They have been dating for more than two years and she wasn’t having it anymore.
“Women…”, he said with a condescending tone.
Wallah, majnuna!
“I thought you’d be different”, he followed.
As soon as she heard what he said, she got a splitting headache.
“Yes, wo-fucking-men!” she irately said.
He held her tight to calm her down and she shortly succumbed. She realized how irrational she was and didn’t want to ruin their engagement night. She then pondered what she could do to make him feel how she felt.
Moments later, she had an aha moment.
“I don’t want to be like this habibi. I’m not this type of woman”, she said—referring to the shift of her personality to someone who nagged all the time.
“So I want you to level with me”, she followed.
As they locked eyes, he was occupied with bewilderment.
“What do you mean?” he asked with a confused look.
“How about after our union, you become my wife?” she suggested with twinkling eyes.
“Get an apartment in Dubai and I’ll visit you as much as you visit me…”, she said.
“…and, you have to really get into character”, she followed.
His forehead wrinkled from being lost at sea. He had zero idea of where she was trying to take the conversation.
“Instead of me doing the wifely duties, you do them. Clean the house, cook the meals, tend to my every need, wear an abaya when we’re out, and lastly, submit to me”, she clarified with gung-ho.
Wallahi?!
He laughed at what she just said. He thought it was preposterous.
“If you can’t do it…”, she followed as she gestured to taking her ring off.
“Okay, okay, stop!” he frantically begged.
She gave him a peck and then rested her head on his masculine chest.
“Lesbian lovers”, she murmured as she shook her head slightly from jolts of excitement.
As she slept, he pondered how lucky he was to be pseudo-engaged to the lady of her dreams. But he also thought that what he was about to do for her was too haram even for him.
He gently closed his eyes and then caressed her arm with his thumb as he sought forgiveness from his creator.
Astaghfirullah…
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Three months later, everything was prepared for their unity ceremony. Because Ahmed and Amanda had different religions, they chose the vice mayor to officiate their unity.
It was a lovely sunny afternoon in September in a luxury events place in Baguio City, the summer capital of the Philippines. The temperature was sixty-four degrees Fahrenheit, not warm and just cool enough to prevent guests from sweating.
The garden venue and reception they chose were filled with white canopies, silver ribbon garlands, and table setting dressed in Linley tablecloths and fabric.
The pathways were drawn by rows of pink camellias and white peonies that stood out from the oppressive and famous pine trees of the city. The air smelled of fresh flowers and summer rain and Amanda couldn’t have asked for a better setting.
She wasn’t traditional, she didn’t go for a huge entourage. She thought that the whole bridesmaid's thing was corny and immature.
She just wanted a dignified ceremony with the people who mattered to her. Because she was neurotic and hard to please, she only had three friends—two gay men, Cholo and Sam, and her only girl friend, Cynthia.
Along with the three were her sister, two brothers, mother, and colleagues—including her dumb yet nice COO and pseudo-editor who just approved anything that she submitted.
As Ahmed stood in his Barong Tagalog with gold embroidery, black slacks, and dark brown Berluti dress shoes that sunk slightly on the Bermuda grass, his heart kept pounding from excitement.
Albeit the weather was cool, he couldn’t stop forming beads of sweat on his neck which he frantically wiped with his blue Burberry handkerchief.
Moments later, Amanda emerged from a red jaguar as her 65-year-old mother who was elegantly dressed in pastel pink Filipiniana, Becky, who stood 5ft. 2in., accompanied her to the altar.
Amanda was like an apparition. Her bangs were neatly swiped to the side and her hair on the back was curled in simple beach waves adorned with a moderately-long veil and red hibiscus. Her ears were decorated with five-carat garnet earrings as she carried a bouquet of red roses with pastel pink and sky blue ribbon.
Her decolletage was ornamented with a diamond-studded white gold necklace with an eight-carat garnet showpiece that symbolized her birth month.
She glacially sauntered towards the altar with her red stilettos peeking as the mini-orchestra played the tune of Here Comes the Bride while she blessed everyone's eyes with her voluptuous body in a white sweetheart cut mermaid wedding gown with elaborate floral embroidery studded with south sea pearls.
Alhamdulillah…
At that moment, all Ahmed wanted to do was take her away to their honeymoon but he controlled himself.
As soon as they reached the altar, Becky, with eyes welling, exchanged a cheek-to-cheek kiss with Ahmed before walking towards her designated spot.
He then turned to his fiancé and gently lifted her veil, revealing her stunning face with light makeup which only highlighted her long lashes and pink lips. Moments later…
“With the power bestowed upon me by the City of Baguio, I now pronounce you, man and wife”, the lanky tanned vice mayor donned in a Barong Tagalog ensemble, Jerry Gomez, announced.
“You may now kiss the bride”, he followed.
Ahmed mouthed yes as he did a bras d'honneur gesture before passionately kissing Amanda. She couldn’t help but let the tears flow on her pink cheeks. Not every transgender woman gets to experience what she just did.
She felt very lucky and couldn’t feel anything else but gratitude. Just like her, Ahmed felt as though he just won the lottery. It was a rarity for him to encounter such a beautiful, elegant, and intelligent transgender woman.
The ones he’d met before her asked him for money after exchanging messages for three minutes.
As they exchanged a warm and seemingly unending kiss, everyone couldn’t help but gush. Moments later, dusk was upon them and it was party time.
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It was 9:00 in the evening and Ahmed and Amanda’s shots of Red Bull were kicking in. She playfully squeezed his strong nose then ran in circles. He then chased her in their Superior Room at The Manor in Camp John Hay, Baguio, City.
After a moment of silliness and laughter, he laid down in bed. She sauntered toward a wooden cabinet and grabbed a two-piece crimson lace lingerie set.
She walked towards him and teased him by pretending to wear them on top of her wedding gown as he growled from excitement.
“Na-uh”, she said—causing him confusion.
“Habibty!” he said and then aggressively rubbed his crotch from his black slacks.
“These are for you”, she informed.
Majnuna!
“Do we have to do this now, habibty?” he asked with frustration.
“No better time to start than now”, she said with a commanding tone.
“I don’t know what to do with you. I’m cursed by love!” he screamed, causing her to giggle.
She sauntered towards him and unbuttoned his Barong Tagalog as he excitedly undressed his black slacks.
“This is blackmail”, he said.
“This is love”, she retorted and then playfully slapped his chest.
Moments later, there he was, standing 6ft. 2in. tall in full hairy glory with a mega-hard cock that could act as a coat hanger.
She glanced at his body with disapproval then led him to the bathroom.
“You’re too hairy to wear lingerie”, she informed. She took an electric razor from the drawer of the beige marbled counter top then winked at him.
“Wallahi!? Crazy girl, really!” he said with a reluctant and frustrated tone.
“You said you’d do anything for me. This is the bare minimum”, she replied with a commanding tone.
Because he didn’t want to kill the vibe, he succumbed. She raised his left muscular arm and then started shaving his wool. Every time the razor touched his armpit, he’d giggle from ticklish delight.
“Don’t move!” she said.
“Yes, madam!” he mockingly replied.
Shortly after, she grabbed a disposable razor from the same drawer and geared towards his legs.
“Oomph!” he let out—quivering from the cool sensation after she applied shaving cream on his left leg. She raised her eyebrow and gave him a stern look—compelling him to zip his mouth and go with the flow. Moments later…
“Look how smooth my legs are”, he said with a stereotypical gay tone as the warm light bounced on his newly velvety olive legs. He raised his eyebrow as a warning when he heard the buzzing from the electric razor as she pointed it towards his crotch.
“Be careful now!” he anxiously said which caused her to giggle.
As she clipped his testosterone-driven abundance of pubic hair, he couldn’t help himself but get aroused.
“You know, I’d feel better if this came with a blowjob”, he informed in jest.
“Do you want me to cut you?” she jokingly retorted.
He shook his head and gave her the go signal.
“Wowza! Look how bigger my dick looks!” he exclaimed as he preened on his hairless masculine body in the mirror.
“You know, this is what we gals have to go through regularly. From now on, it will be part of your grooming”, she said.
It’s not so bad…
“So, when are we gonna niknik?” he said as he playfully thrusted the air.
“As soon as we clean your ass”, she nonchalantly replied.
What the fuck!?
To be continued…




TFW Part One Epilogue
Newlyweds Ahmed and Amanda were enjoying their new titles as man and wife. But the union didn’t come without caveats as she was stern with her conditions of teaching him a lesson of how hard it was to be a transgender woman and the fifth wife in their relationship.
With his undying love for her, he succumbed to her every will.
But was he really prepared to fulfill his promises to her? Did he bite more than he could chew?
Clutch your pearl necklace tight because the next and last part of their story will be a hot sissy husband ride.
You’re about to witness how they continued their relationship with Ahmed’s new identity as Amina… a sissy housewife in Dubai.
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Ahmed covered his mouth with his hands with bated breath from hearing what Amanda just said. He had no problems with her dick but he has never put anything inside his ass before. Not even a meager amount of curiosity from feeling how it was like to be penetrated has come across his mind.
After all, he thought that his eight-inches dick was God’s gift and that he didn’t need to do more.
“Habibty, you’re really crazy”, he said.
Amanda, with puppy-dog eyes, nodded with sadness.
“Come on, habibty…”, he said with empathy.
“Okay, fine! But if it hurts too much I’m out!” he sternly said. Her face lit up then she hugged him tightly. She then tip-toed to kiss him on the cheek.
“We’re about to make a mess. I can’t be wearing this dress”, she added—scaring him and killing his boner. She then gestured for him to wait and then exited the bathroom.
Moments later, she emerged only wearing a white corset that squeezed her huge breasts together and cinched her waist to the tee.
Her chubby and smooth legs were hugged by thigh-high white nylon stockings with a white lace garter belt and her crotch was covered by a silver thong.
She has also let her hair down in preparation for the hard work that she was about to partake in.
Mashallah!
His dick got instantaneously hard from seeing his wife in a Like-A-Virginesque ensemble.
“I know what you want but nuh-uh”, she cheekily remarked.
“Bend over habibi”, she said. He pretended not to hear a thing and stuck his tongue out.
“Make me”, he challenged. She slapped his right butt cheek to let him know that she meant business.
“Okay, okay!” he said. He faced the mirror and rested his elbows on the marble counter then straddled in preparation for whatever she was about to do to him.
“Oomph!” he moaned right after Amanda licked his hairy asshole without a warning.
“Just moistening it up to remove the hairs easily”, she said with a sultry tone.
“Careful, please”, he begged right before feeling the cold razor touch his sensate anus.
Her shecock wanted to escape the very moment her husband’s pink and tight hole stepped into the light. It was as if she was Christopher Colombus and discovered a sinkhole to colonize underneath piled-up flora and fauna.
“Fuck!” she moaned as she rubbed her cock against her tight silver panties.
“We have to clean it from the inside”, she said. He nodded albeit not knowing the ins and outs of the cleaning process.
“It won’t hurt habibty?” he asked in tremor.
“Trust me, my love”, she assured.
She then curled his wrist gently with her fingertips then led him to the toilet.
“So, we’re gonna fill your ass up with water. Squeeze your hole tight, kind of like what you do whenever you stop yourself from pooping…”, she said.
“…wait for thirty seconds then release. We will keep repeating this until the water runs clear, okay?” she elaborated.
“Wallah, ok Mrs. Majnuna”, he said.
Moments later, his ass was ready for the taking.
“Look how pink your hole is habibi”, she said as she parted his ass cheeks with her hands in front of the oppressive bathroom mirror.
“My stomach feels light”, he said. She smiled and explained that many people do enemas to get rid of a bloated feeling.
“Habibi, I really appreciate all of your efforts to make me happy. I want you to know how much I love you by making love to you tonight…”, she said.
The moment he heard what she said, he felt at ease. There was something about Amanda and her mastery of words that Ahmed couldn’t simply resist. After all, she was a copywriter and her job was to sell using her writing and psychology expertise.
“Don’t worry habibi, mine’s not big as yours”, she reassured.
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Moments later, there they were, Ahmed, sitting on the edge of the bed, and Amanda knelt on the floor with a slight straddle. She lifted his legs then gently inserted his ankles into the holes of the crimson lace panties and then worked her way up—with the slightly abrasive fabric slowly brushing against his freshly shaven legs.
This feels so nice…
His awkwardness died as soon as the panties barely covered his pulsating eight-incher. He has never imagined how a piece of fabric could provide every fiber of his manhood with tactile delight.
She then stood up and leaned closer then hooked the crimson bra on his back—accidentally pressing her 38DD breasts against his face. She slowly pulled away and marveled at the sight of her newly sissified husband.
“So sexy!” she exclaimed with a bright tone.
“Ahh, you’re just making fun of me”, he retorted.
“You think I’d be this hard if I only wanted to make fun of you?” she asked as she jiggled her bulge from her tight panties.
“Bend over for me, habibi”, she requested.
If only I didn’t love you, my majnuna wife!
“Fuck, your ass is so hot!” she remarked at the sight of his plump and muscular butt that was only covered with crimson thongs. Without thinking things through, she sprinted towards him and then removed her panties aggressively.
“It’s time to consummate our marriage!” she said before she slapped his butt cheeks with her six-inch fat and hard ladydick.
“Mmm”, he moaned from the intense weight of her throbbing cock.
“Ugh!” he groaned after she licked his asshole with only a thin crimson line of fabric covering it. Without delaying her gratification, she tore his panties off with feminine vigor.
She then straddled and spread his ass cheeks—revealing his tight pink sissyhole.
“Mmm, mmm, mmm”, she muttered while being muffled from sloppily servicing her husband’s asshole.
“Fuck!” he let out right after she jerked his cock as she licked his ass. She then spat on the palm of her hand and lubricated his dick with her saliva.
She continued rimming and jerking him off at the same time with sporadic suckling of his hanging balls.
“I love you!” he let out with gung-ho as every sensation drove him crazy. She then pulled her hair in a ponytail as it was getting in the way then continued feasting on his hole like it was her only source of oxygen.
“I can’t take this anymore!” she said after gasping for air.
“Ahh!” he exclaimed right after she inserted half of her dick inside his ass without a warning.
“Slowly, slowly!” he begged. She waited for about five seconds because that was only how long she could endure. It has been years since her shecock has entered an orifice that doesn’t chew as her husband was exclusively top.
“I’ve waited so many years for this!” she let out.
“F-f-f!” he inaudibly let out right after she inserted her whole pulsating penis inside of his tight virgin sissyhole.
“It’s going to be alright”, she assured as she tried to pacify him by covering his mouth with her hand.
Astaghfirullah!
“Shh, shh, shh”, she uttered with warm breaths.
Moments later, the pain was nonexistent. For the very first time, he finally figured out why bottoms enjoyed their roles. The sensation inside his ass to him was inexplicable—almost magical.
“Ahh!” he exclaimed after she curled her fingers on the shaft of his fat Arab cock. The novel feeling that he just began embracing magnified.
“Fuck!” he moaned after she pulled her cock out of his hole and thrusted in and out three times. At that very moment, he knew that he wasn’t just a pure top anymore.
“I knew you’d like it habibi”, she sensually whispered as she gasped for air while fucking his tight hole and jerking his dick.
“You like it don’t you?” she asked before he nodded while he struggled to open his eyes from relishing the euphoric feeling of being penetrated for the very first time.
“You’re my wife now”, she added.
“Mmm”, he said as his prostate tingled and his dick pulsated with anal-fucking delight.
“Fuck, you’re so tight!” she exclaimed with a growl. She has waited for more than two years to enter his hole. She didn’t want it to last as she feared that he might not agree to do it again.
“Ahh! Yes!” he screamed with a red face.
She pounced his ass like the next day was armageddon—making each pump quicker and more forceful than the last one. He looked over his shoulder as she fucked him in a dog-style position while her tits were dying to spill out of her tight corset from her jackrabbit fucking.
“I love you!” she screamed.
“I love you too!” he replied as sweat streamed from his forehead down to his neck.
“Take my lo-o-o—” she let out, bellowing the luxury suite with her bottled-up yearning for his boypussy.
Hal ‘ana majnunu?
As soon as her warm and thick cream streamed inside of him, his dick twitched and created a puddle of cum on the bed. It was as if their dicks were connected in an orgasmic pipeline.
“Wallah!” he yelled as he shook his head vigorously right after he came hands-free. He unhinged his ass from her cock and then rolled over from exhaustion then she gently leaned for a kiss while lying on top of him.
“Thanks habibi”, she whispered and returned to passionately kissing him again.
“Anything for my majnuna love”, he replied with a soft voice as his flaccid soiled dick rubbed against her corset.
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After a month, Amanda pondered on whether or not she got way ahead of herself with the switching of gender roles as she changed her clothes in the bathroom of Singapore’s Changi Airport.
Before imposing the switch on Ahmed, she wasn’t aware that for a transgender woman to enter Dubai, she had to go through a lot of hoops—including disguising herself as a cisgender man.
Transgender women aren’t allowed to enter the majority of countries in the middle east. They get deported as soon as the immigration officers clock their gender identity.
To make matters worse, Amanda possessed a Filipino passport that wrote male and she looked all woman. The only way for her to get to Dubai was to fly from Singapore to Abu Dhabi, wearing male clothes with her hair in a bun as Abu Dhabi was more lenient when it came to gay people compared to Dubai.
From there, she’d have to travel by land from Abu Dhabi to Dubai and then travel some more to the Palm Jumeirah love nest that he has rented for them.
“Fuck!” she let out after her black elastic hair tie slipped from her hand. She removed her brown matronly dress and then threw it in the trash bin along with her brown ballet flats.
She then untucked her cock from her red cotton panties and gazed at herself in almost full glory with only breast binders on. She frantically took her blue lumberjack shirt, blue jeans, white boxer shorts, and black Adidas sneakers from her Nike gym bag.
“Dammit!” she said softly as she was still dissatisfied with her male disguise after wearing white boxer shorts. Albeit not wearing makeup and her hair in a bun, she still looked quite feminine.
She even let her eyebrows grow but it didn’t help much. She then wore the rest of her clothes and took a long look in the mirror.
“I don’t look like a man. I fucking look like a butch lesbian”, she said with an irked tone. She then paced herself as she didn’t have much time left before her connecting flight from Singapore to Abu Dhabi.
She then gazed at her engagement ring and kissed it then twisted the band to hide the rock. Shortly after, she double-checked her gym bag if there were female items left before sprinting to her gate.
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After seven hours of a sleepless flight albeit traveling in business class, Amanda arrived at the Abu Dhabi international airport at exactly 2:45 PM.
Upon stepping foot inside the building, she marveled at the architecture as everywhere she set her eyes was filled with intricate details—from the wallpaper, railings, partitions, and even down to the stair nosings.
But before she could soak all its beauty in, she was shortly reminded that she needed to get through immigration first.
“Passport please”, a stunningly handsome yet stern Arab man with alabaster skin in his thirties requested. As he checked her passport, beads of sweat on her forehead and neck profusely bubbled up from anxiety.
The officer’s forehead wrinkled as he stared at her passport photo. He shortly looked at her with a suspicious look and went back to looking at the photo again.
“What’s your name?” he asked with a casual tone and a puzzled face.
“A-a-ma—”, she said with a stutter.
“Abraham, I mean”, she clarified.
The officer sat straight and flattened his kandura by pulling the creased fabric on his stomach with his fingers. He grinned at her failed attempt at sounding masculine. He looked at her again and suddenly gave her a wide smile that revealed his straight and white teeth.
“Beautiful boy”, he remarked right before stamping her passport.
“I’ll give you sixty days”, he said before winking lasciviously at her.
“Shukran! Really, shukran!” she said in utter elation.
“Mafi mushkila”, he replied with a knowing smile.
An hour later after passing through the magnificent buildings of Abu Dhabi and its stunning coastal views in a taxi ride, there she was, in her male disguise in front of the gorgeous and oppressive man-made island of villas for the wealthy… The Palm Jumeirah.
“Habibi!” Amanda exclaimed over the phone.
“Habibty! Where are you?” Ahmed anxiously asked.
“I’ll be home soon”, she said as she gushed.
“Mashallah! I’ll wait for you”, he replied.
Moments later, she stood on their villa’s doorstep filled with yearning for her husband’s lips.
“Marhaba!” Ahmed greeted after opening the maple main door decked in gold trimmings while wearing a black abaya (a robe that Muslim women wear) with a black niqab (a veil that covers the head and the rest of the face except the eyes). He then took Amanda’s gym bag and gestured for her to come inside.
As soon as she stepped foot inside their love nest, she couldn’t help but gasp from the breathtaking setup that her husband has prepared for them.
The apartment had three bedrooms, two bathrooms, floor-to-ceiling windows with a 180-degree view of the artificial island, and an interior decked in gold, beige marble, utter luxury, and Arabic elegance.
She then lounged on the plush beige sofa in the living room and rested her tired legs atop a round beige tufted ottoman.
“Dates for my date”, he jested before feeding her UAE’s national fruit.
“You really got into character, habibi”, she said with an impressed face as she chewed on the sugary delight.
“Wait until you see the rest of me”, he said with a slutty tone. He then lifted the abaya and niqab out of his 6ft. 2in. frame and revealed himself wearing a straight long brown wig, thick Arabic-style makeup, black French-maid outfit with white thigh-high nylon stockings, and black mary janes.
“I thought about my girl name and I’d like you to call me Amina”, he said without breaking character.
Although exhausted from a long flight, her shecock twitched at the sight of her sissy husband's toned legs hugged by white stockings.
“Tea time”, he followed before bending over to place the silver tray with a beige floral teapot and cup on the white round marble center table—giving her a view of his exposed plump butt and thick thighs from his pink thongs.
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“I’d rather have Amina time”, Amanda said with audible lust.
She stood up and spanked his ass from his poofy French-maid skirt then bit his butt cheeks aggressively.
“Is this ready?” she asked as she ducked under his skirt—referring to his sissy hole.
“A good wife must always be ready”, he said with a calm tone.
He took her by the wrist and led her to the master bedroom then maneuvered her to sit on the edge of the white California-king bed.
“You had a long flight, I need to help you relax”, he said as he looked at her with a yearning gaze.
He pressed his face against her crotch, making her ladydick twitch from inside of her white boxer shorts and blue jeans. He followed by aggressively taking her jeans off with his sissy strength causing the belt buckle to create a chiming sound after it dropped on the marbled floor.
“Oomph!” she let out after he grabbed her crotch with gung-ho from her white boxer shorts. He spread her legs and buried his face in his wife’s crotch who was in a male disguise.
“Easy, now”, she gently said. He growled from excitement and shook his head as he sniffed her crotch hard. She giggled from his excitement and closed her eyes as she rested her palms on the edge of the mattress.
I miss your dick habibty…
He slowly rolled her white boxers down—revealing her standing Asian shecock that could only be put down with an embrace from a sissy hole.
“Ahh!” she let out after he took all of her womanweiner in his mouth. Her dick twitched to the beat of every tongue flick from his warm sissy tongue.
“You’re such a good wife, Amina”, she let out and continued moaning from her sissy husband’s forceful fellatio. At the back of her head, she kept thinking about the drastic change in her husband’s behavior.
He wasn’t his usual macho self. The inflections and tone of his voice changed along with his mannerisms. He didn’t only act femininely, he acted like a total slut… and she enjoyed every bit of it.
He flipped his wig and winked at her then stood up. He spat on his hand generously then lubricated her pulsating penis in an abrasive manner.
“Ahh!” he excitedly moaned right after flawlessly taking all of her meat in him without a smidge of retaliation from the pain of the first pop.
Astaghfirullah!
“Fuck!” she exclaimed from the utmost pleasure of the confines of his warm and wet sissyhole.
He then clenched his anal muscles rapidly which drove her crazier.
“Where did you learn this!?” she asked with orgasmic bewilderment.
He giggled and then unhinged his ass from her begging dick.
“Ahh!” she exclaimed again right after he sat on her cock aggressively without a warning.
“You’re driving me crazy!” she screamed with delight.
“Yes, baby, keep doing that!” she cheered as he circled his hips on her dick while his French-maid skirt tickled her belly from her lifted blue lumberjack shirt.
“Are you ready, my husband?” he slutilly asked and then vigorously bobbed up and down with anal clenches that provided her shecock with orgasmic hugs.
As he continued servicing her, she felt like she was a prisoner of her own desires. Her sissy husband was like a succubus that just got released after being locked up for millions of years.
She wanted to take a minute to relax but her dick kept willingly feeding his insatiable hole.
“F-fuck!” she yelled as he continued bobbing up and down.
“Yes, habibty!” he cheered as he squirted and created a puddle of thick sissy cream on the marbled floor.
“Fuck, here I cu—", she let out right before releasing the sweet honey from the colony inside her ladyballs.
“Oh my!” she screamed again from disbelief and satisfaction.
“What have you done!?” she exclaimed with a red face.
He loosened his ass and let the creampie fall back on her beating dick then unhinged himself. He then crawled to the bed with her and gave her a passionate kiss.
“I’ve missed you so much, it’s been lonely without you”, he said.
“Me too”, she replied with an exhausted tone.
Moments later, they cuddled in their white terrycloth bathrobes in bed after a hot shower together. As he rested his wig-wearing head on her chest, she pondered about the sudden change in his behavior.
“What’s gotten into you?” she asked.
“What do you mean?” he replied with a question.
“You know… this Amina character, it’s like you’re possessed”, she clarified.
He then explained that ever since the day he bottomed for her and wore lingerie for the first time on their honeymoon, it was as if he gained selective amnesia.
His curiosity was piqued and got into the rabbit hole of sissification. He started reading erotica and watching porn and got really into it, so much so that he had already accumulated a pile of girly clothes.
Whenever he was alone in their love nest, he would almost endlessly practice being a woman which would result in a lot of tardiness at his work and home.
“Well, I’m happy that you’re into it”, she said as she gushed.
They then continued talking about how she got through the Abu Dhabi airport successfully and dozed off.
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After two weeks of stealing moments with Amanda to live his double life as a Dubai sissy housewife, Ahmed got a surprise text from his fourth wife, Khadija.
“I know your secret, may God forgive you”, she wrote in Arabic.
Ya sharmoota!
Khadija, his fourth wife, was 38 years old and grew up in the UK. She came from a family of sheikhs who owned several prominent oil companies in UAE.
He didn’t love her but he had to marry her out of convenience and family ties. She didn’t have a smidge of feelings for him and and they have never consummated their marriage.
“I know your secret as well!” he angrily replied right before he threw his mobile phone on his office’s gray carpeted floor. A few seconds later…
“She’s here”, his Indian tubby male secretary in a green linen shirt and black slacks informed—referring to Khadija who was waiting in the building’s lobby.
“Send her up!”, he said with an impatient tone.
Moments later, there she was, the fourth wife, standing 5ft. 4in. with a gorgeous tan from her vacation in Montecarlo, donned in a silk royal blue abaya with her decolletage decked in eight-carat sapphires.
“What’s with the text?!” he angrily asked right before he sat on his black executive chair. She nonchalantly sat on the black leather couch just ten feet away from him then did a Cambridge cross which revealed her blue Chanel ballet flats.
She raised her eyebrow at his tubby secretary—compelling him to frantically close the door to give them privacy.
“You left your iPad in my house when you asked me to sign some documents. You could’ve chosen a better password than your birthday”, she said right before giggling.
Khadija saw everything, his unity ceremony, Amanda’s nude photos, and most importantly, him in slutty female clothing.
“I know where the two of you are hiding”, she said.
“What do you want from me?!” he asked as his kandura was drenched in sweat from frustration, torment, and anxiety.
“I want nothing from you”, she said.
“I want her”, she followed.
Ya sharmoota!
“We both know I like girls and your mistress has something extra. Let me try just once and I’ll keep my mouth shut”, she informed.
At that moment, Ahmed didn’t know what to do. His fourth wife’s threat could result in him, losing everything and being in jail.
“She’s not a toy!” he retorted.
“You’re a lesbian, we could both end up in jail!” he said.
“Sadly, you don’t have proof but I do”, she said.
Fuck!
“Think about it”, she said right before exiting his office decked in pastel gray, chrome, and black modernity.
As soon as she closed the door, the sweat from his temples trickled down his jaw. He loved his fifth wife so much but he also loved his children equally. Moments later…
He quickly drove to their love nest in his gray Maserati Quattroporte with eyes welling from frustration. After a long drive made short by his anger, there she was, Amanda in a black abaya all frantic from the sudden visit.
“What’s wrong?” she asked gently as he couldn’t hide the agony on his face.
“That sharmoota!” he yelled as he was seated on the couch of their love nest’s living room. With a troubled face, she patted his back and comforted him as he explained the dilemma that was freshly presented to him.
All of a sudden, Amanda laughed. She thought that he was in big trouble only to find out that his fourth wife just wanted to be dicked-down by her.
“It’s fine, it’s going to be fun”, she said.
“But we have to create our own evidence so she won’t blackmail you again in the future”, she said. He felt relieved after hearing what his fifth wife just said.
He threw his worries out of their floor-to-ceiling windows and entrusted everything to his domineering transgender wife.
“Now, tell me what type of girls she like”, she said.
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“Welcome, come in!” Amanda greeted in her silk red abaya with glee as Khadija entered the love nest with tingling nerves. Ahmed gave Khadija a death stare from his black burqa right before locking himself in the guest room.
“You’re real”, Khadija said with a British accent as she gazed upon the trans woman’s gorgeous face.
“Come, sit with me”, Amanda said in a friendly tone.
“You smell very nice”, she added.
“It’s Jo Malone”, Khadija replied with a faint giggle.
Amanda glacially stood up from the couch then released herself from her red abaya—revealing her long and luscious brunette locks and her voluptuous body in a one-piece black leather leotard and black leather thigh-high boots.
Khadija gripped her blue Hermes Birkin as she marveled at the trans woman’s beauty. She bit her lower lip as she stared at her 38DD breasts that were begging to come out of the leotard’s tight zipper.
“Show yourself to me”, Amanda whispered lasciviously in the lesbian’s ear. Khadija’s heart jumped from her warm breath and followed Amanda to the master’s bedroom.
“I’ve only read about this in books”, Khadija informed in a nervous tone.
“I’ll make you experience it in high-def colors”, Amanda cheekily replied. She then helped Khadija take her silk blue abaya off as she rubbed her shecock against the buttery leather of her leather leotard.
“Mmm”, she moaned after seeing Khadija in a light blue La Perla two-piece lace lingerie.
“Excellent taste, excellent body”, she said as she gazed upon Khadija’s modelesque frame and tiny tits.
Amanda sauntered closer then knelt on the floor as she lifted Khadija’s left leg and started giving her small feet soft kisses.
“Ugh”, Khadija moaned from the soft and tactile sensations from the trans woman’s luscious lips.
“You’re so beautiful”, Khadija let out. Suddenly, Amanda opened her mouth and started swiping the fourth wife’s smooth legs down to her thighs with her tongue.
“You know, I’ve never eaten pussy before”, Amanda informed. Khadija’s face blushed before shaking her head.
“You don’t have to”, Khadija shyly said.
“But you make me want to try it”, Amanda followed. She then started licking her crotch from her lace panties as the lesbian lady shook her body with delight.
Amanda then aggressively removed her panties and started licking the walls of her bald pink pussy.
“Mmm, tastes like chicken”, she jested. Khadija giggled as she closed her eyes from euphoria.
“So wet”, Amanda said. She then swiped her tongue on her clitoris which made Khadija’s toes curl.
“Yes, Amanda”, she said as she profusely moaned from getting her pussy eaten by the trans woman’s virgin mouth.
“Ahh!” she let out from Amanda’s mastery of her tongue and the quick flicks on her clitoris.
“Now, it’s your turn”, Amanda said as her shecock fought against the confines of her leather leotard. Khadija gently removed Amanda’s leather ensemble—revealing her voluptuous body and hard ladydick.
Khadija gave her a sexy stare then slowly knelt on the marble floor. She softly licked her balls making the fifth wife quiver. She continued by licking her shaft and then the head.
“You’re a fast learner”, Amanda jested as her dick twitched. Khadija smiled then took all of her shecock inside her haram mouth.
“Mmm”, Khadija moaned as she sucked her cock with gung-ho.
“This is my clit”, Amanda said right before gently tying Khadija’s black long curly hair with her hands into a ponytail.
“Fuck!” Amanda let out as Khadija sucked faster and harder.
“Wait, I don’t wanna cum yet!” Amanda frantically explained.
“Let me fuck you, habibty”, she followed. Khadija felt like she was on cloud nine. She thought that Amanda would refuse to sleep with her but the fifth wife became the catalyst of making her innermost carnal desire a reality.
She excitedly climbed to the bed—giving Amanda a view of her wet pussy from the back. The trans woman followed her shortly with only her hard dick and thigh-high boots on.
“You ready?” Amanda asked as her heart leaped from the excitement of fucking pussy for the first time. Khadija nodded in a dog-style position then straddled wider.
Amanda pulled her delicate body closer to the edge of the bed and gripped her hips as she stood on the floor.
“Ahh!” Khadija exclaimed from the first stab of the trans woman’s hard shecock.
“Fuck, so fucking wet!” Amanda said with fervor.
She then started pouncing on her aggressively to teach her a lesson for her bad blackmailing behavior and to satiate her ladydick’s hunger.
“Oh my! This is so hot!” Khadija exclaimed as she watched Amanda’s bouncing tits as she fucked her tight pussy.
“Keep going, please!” Khadija begged with delight. Amanda thrusted faster and harder giving in to the lesbian lady’s request.
“Ahh! I’m close!” Khadija informed. A few seconds later…
“Oh my—”, Khadija said but before she could finish her sentence, she made a mess on the bed with her lasting cum. Amanda was in awe as she watched her pussy release its joy juice. It was everywhere—even warmly lubricating her pulsating shecock.
She then maneuvered Khadija to suck her cock. She fucked her mouth like a jackrabbit as Khadija let out tears of joy from gagging and choking on the trans woman’s dick.
“Here it comes!” Amanda screamed—bellowing in all the rooms of the luxury apartment.
“Take it!” she followed as Khadija sat on the edge of the mattress with her mouth wide open.
“Fuck!” Amanda exclaimed right before releasing her thick and warm cum inside her yearning mouth. Khadija swallowed every drop and even licked Amanda’s dick head clean.
“That… was… amazing!”, Amanda said before brushing Khadija’s hair off her face. She then gave her a passionate kiss before exiting the room to clean herself up.
Khadija rested in bed with only her bra on as she relished her amazing first-time experience with a transgender woman.
Moments later, Amanda and Ahmed entered the master’s bedroom wearing black abayas then sat on the edge of the bed.
Khadija smiled and crawled closer to Amanda.
Ahmed handed Khadija his iPad playing the video that they secretly recorded of her and Amanda having sex.
“We won’t tell if you don’t tell”, Ahmed said in a stern voice.
Khadija rolled her eyes and then giggled.
“Touche”, Khadija said in a British accent then playfully hugged Amanda.
“Can we do it again? Please…”, Khadija begged.
“Well, I don’t do polyamorous relationships”, Amanda informed right before flashing her engagement and wedding rings.
Khadija’s face was painted with sadness as Ahmed glared at her. Amanda gently pulled her face up with her fingers making Ahmed green with envy.
Amanda gave Ahmed a stern look and raised her eyebrow.
“Okay, fine, but no more of this after you find a trans girlfriend!”, Ahmed said.
“Fine. But she should be as pretty as Amanda”, Khadija said in a demanding tone.
“Darling, you’re reaching for the stars!” Amanda jested.
To be continued… or not!? You decide *wink*
Kindly send an email request if you want a continuation of their story via support@lillylustwood.com




TFW Part Two Epilogue
Ahmed, sometimes Amina, continued living happily as a part-time sissy housewife and full-time husband (albeit not being together all the time) to Amanda.
Khadija tagged along with Ahmed every time he visited Amanda in the Philippines in hopes of finding a transgender girlfriend.
Amanda and Ahmed would often discuss how difficult it was to find a partner for Khadija because she had impossible standards.
She wanted someone feminine, romantic, elegant, functional, and intelligent.
But whenever introduced to one, the relationship fizzes out because Khadija often changed her mind.
Amanda may not be married on paper but after everything that Ahmed has done for her, she was confident that he was her one true love.
My dear sissy, I sincerely hope that you could find someone who would love you unconditionally. Wig, lipstick, panties, pearls, and all.
xx
Lilly Lustwood




Other Titles

Bill dropped out of college to pursue his dream of becoming the Mikhail Baryshnikov of his generation. Along with that decision was the disintegration of his family’s financial support and his girlfriend Kristen’s dwindling feelings.
Being twenty years old and without access to his trust fund, he ends up renting a shared apartment in North Point Douglas, Winnipeg, with a transgender woman named Daisy, a fresh graduate who interns for a fashion magazine.
With nothing but his ballet shoes, laser focus, and mastery of the fouetté, he braves the new dance of his life. Will these be enough when he is dealt with the conundrum of the Royal Winnipeg Ballet, requesting him to exchange his tights for a tutu?
Read Prima Ballerina
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My Cherry No More is a coming-of-age and intimate telling of Lilly Lustwood’s first transgender romance. It is split into three steamy books of real and raw experiences from her memoirs.
Read My Cherry No More
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Stanley Wetthole AKA Stacey, will stop at nothing to achieve her dreams of transitioning to a transgender bombshell and living the lap of luxury.
She isn't like any other sissy. She is cunning, manipulative, and knows how to play her cards right.
Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey.
Read Stacey The School Sissy
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Sissyrella – A Forced Sissy Fairy Tale is Lilly Lustwood’s first offering from her Halloween Dark Romance series. It is a sissified retelling of a classic that we all grew to love… but, with a forced feminized twist!
Sean Rowland, a 19-year-old art student was still mourning the death of his father from “accidentally drowning” when his evil stepbrothers and transgender stepmother from hell forced him to succumb to a life of servitude and gave him a new identity as 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.
Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Wild Forced Feminization Ride!
Read Sissyrella
  
Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s collection of beautiful sissies with magical fairy tales. It encapsulates three stories of feminization experiences with romantic transgender women and gentlemen.
Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Hunter Cox, a 44-year-old real estate agent from Columbus, Ohio, had everything planned for his sensual itinerary in Bangkok. He had the budget and the hotel details of the Thai lady escort that he had been chatting with a week before his arrival.
However, his titillating trip takes on a tumultuous turn when he failed to double-check one digit from the provided hotel room number.
That very rainy night in October, he was warped into the world of three dominant Thai ladyboys that etched into a memoir of his first-time feminization sissy story.
Read The Wrong Room Number
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After a drunken night caused by depression, Robert Rabbinowitz got into an accident that required him to undergo emergency hip replacement surgery.
As he recovered, he met Nurse Norman and Nanny Nancy.
That was when he discovered the comfort and joy that diapers offered along with a new identity that he never imagined he’d become… a Sissy Adult Baby.
Read Nurse Norman and Nanny Nancy
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Sissy White and The Seven Dwarfs – A Forced Sissy Fairy Tale is Lilly Lustwood’s second offering from her Halloween Dark Romance series. It is a sissified and futafied retelling of a classic that we all grew to love… but with a forced feminized twist!
Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Wild Forced Feminization Ride!
Note: This title includes MM, pansexual group fun, dominant futanari, sissification, step, forced feminization, Halloween dark romance. and transgender romance.
Read Sissy White and The Seven Dwarfs




Author’s Message
[image: ]
Dear Romantic Sissy,
Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Romantic Sissies Volume One – Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections Books One to Six Collection.
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/epL92e/view)
Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)
Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)
Facebook | Twitter
(@LillyLustwood)
Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
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