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Introduction

Sissy Stuffing – A Short Forced Feminization Sissy Story is Lilly Lustwood’s fifth offering from her Short Forced Feminization Fiction Selections series.

Hyacinth Lane is known for its trophy wives who possess grace, style, and gourmet cooking techniques. Martha Stevens, a transgender woman and the President of the Pearly Planes Homeowners Association in Calabasas, California, has been basking in the glory for four consecutive years brought upon by her Key Lime Pie and flawless service for the residents.

Enter Gwyn Powell, a Pearly Planes native and the son of Gina Powell, one of their town’s homeowners who plans to help his mother take over Martha’s position by using his sinfully saccharine Butter Pecan Pie.

Will the young man’s insolence tilt Martha’s crown or is he destined to be stuffed, basted, and glazed like a turkey for Thanksgiving?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Wild Forced Feminization Ride!

Note: This sissy fiction contains domination, a submissive sissy, and a dominant transgender woman. 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 how Martha stuffed Gwyn like a Thanksgiving turkey. 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

✓    I stand 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 my girltoy is 5 sweet inches

It’s November 12, 2022, and 01:08 PM in the Philippines. It’s a bit gloomy, just the way I like it. I’m wearing a little black dress with no panties on.

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


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

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

My First Gift for You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases (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


Chapter 1

Pumpkin pie is commonly served every Thanksgiving day in America. But in Pearly Planes, specifically, Hyacinth Lane, a street of multimillionaire residents who always want to stand out and outdo each other, tells a different story.

The pie that they look forward to the most is the one that’s served in the house of the President of the Pearly Planes Homeowner’s Association the day before Thanksgiving, and that home belonged to 42-year-old transgender retired lifestyle TV show host Martha Stevens.

“Stop fidgeting!” Gina Powell, the 42-year-old trophy wife of a tech billionaire and Martha’s rival let out an exasperated whisper to his son Gwyn, as they stood on the president’s doorstep. As the brown leaves of the sycamore tree from the Stevens’ property blew across the ivory Colonial manor, Gwyn couldn’t stop worrying about how the snobbish housewives will receive his take on the saccharine dessert.

Gina adjusted her 5ft. 11in. son’s white collar from his mocha vest, white polo shirt, and pants ensemble as he profusely quivered—on the edge of losing grip on his Butter Pecan pie. He nodded as his mother wiped the sweat from his short blonde locks with her orange cashmere glove.

“How do I look?” she asked—shaking her wavy shoulder-length strawberry-blonde hair as she pressed the creases of her orange floral Sunday dress with her hands.

“Like the queen of Calabasas, as always”, he proudly reassured. Gwyn was a certified momma’s boy. He took his love for his mother to the next level by dressing up and behaving according to her standards. He was often bullied at school for looking like a Ken doll and having what his classmates dubbed as fruity behavior.

Pastel colors, pinky lifts, the Cambridge cross, a straight seating position, and a feminine strut were all instrumental as to why every girl from high school turned him down and the jocks regularly made fun of him.

“Regina!” Martha exclaimed in fake excitement as she emerged in her pastel blue cardigan and pencil skirt ensemble before giving her rival a cheek-to-cheek kiss.

Wow!

As her luscious wavy brunette locks dropped—revealing her cat-like alabaster visage and sparkling emerald eyes from the side, Gwyn started feeling differently. From profuse shivers, he stood catatonic—mesmerized at the woman he despised.

It was his very first time seeing her in person and all his information about her up until that day were stories from his mother pertaining to how she was a transgender witch who was unqualified to be the town’s president.

“Is this Gwyn!? My! What a handsome boy! The spitting image of his father!” she let out—causing Gina’s eyes to roll.

“Come inside!” she followed. As she sultrily swayed her hips from side to side, he couldn’t stop staring at her long and round calves dressed in white stockings and ankle-strap electric blue pumps that boosted her 5ft. 9in. height four inches more.


Chapter 2

As the Pearly Plane ladies clutched their pearls in anticipation of the voting results for the best pre-Thanksgiving day pie in Martha’s oppressive living room decked in ivory and crystal elegance, Gina brushed her son’s back as they were seated on one of the plush beige sofas.

Viola Wright, the event’s emcee, dressed in a white floral dress, quivered from the harrowing repercussions that the result might provide. It was a tight race of nineteen votes for Martha’s Key Lime pie and Gwyn’s Butter Pecan pie.

Martha, with a raised chin, smiled at Gina from the seat of her gold grand piano—brimming with confidence as she knew that it was her fifth consecutive win.

Me, me, me!

“Butter Pecan Pie!” Viola announced—causing the piano to let out a surprise note brought upon by Martha’s flailed elbows against the keys.

The mother-and-son tandem jumped from their seats as the crowd applauded.

“What the fuck is this!?” Martha whispered in exasperation—rattling Viola who did nothing but read the results. At that very moment, she wanted to smoosh the faces of the Powells on her barely-touched Key Lime Pie but being the president of the town, she needed to exhibit aspirational composure.

Moments later, everyone picked up their Birkin bags to go home. As much as Martha wanted to move on from being upstaged by a rookie, she simply couldn’t let the humiliation pass. She has worked extremely hard to get the respect that she has yearned for from living a long life being discriminated and she was determined to keep things the way they were.

“Gwyn!” she greeted.

Hmm?

She slowly sauntered towards the Powells who couldn’t wipe the victorious looks off their faces.

“Yes, Miss Stevens…”, he softly uttered—eyebrows meeting from a perturbed feeling.

“I truly enjoyed your Butter Pecan Pie. I’d like to use it for tomorrow’s Thanksgiving celebration. Can you stay and teach me the recipe?” she requested with a siren gaze.

“Oh no, that’s his original reci—“, Gina interjected but before she could finalize the expression of her reluctance…

“Y-yes, sure! It’s really easy!” he let out—his sapphire eyes locked to her ruby-painted lips. His mother’s mouth remained open at her son’s audacious slip. He has never defied her suggestions before.

“Oh, and you’re taking communications in college right? I have really good connections in the industry. Remember Gina, you used to be a huge fan of my show”, she added—referring to her popular lifestyle TV show that was catered to bored and rich housewives across America.

Gina nodded and smiled. At that very moment, all she wanted to do was pull every follicle from Martha’s eyelashes but she also wanted the best for her son’s future.

“Well, that’s also right. I better get to my appointment in the spa. I’m late as it is”, she said before picking up her Himalayan Birkin bag and kissing her son on the cheek.


Chapter 3

From the way Martha stared at Gwyn, the young man knew that she wanted more than the recipe. As his knees started feeling like Jell-O, she sat next to him—squeezing her hips closer.

Martha…

She leaned closer, giving him a whiff of her Coco Mademoiselle Chanel perfume, intoxicating him with her citrusy sexy sillage.

“You’ll be sorry for what you’ve done”, she whispered in a menacing yet titillating tone.

“What do you mean?” he queried as his heart raced from lasciviousness and anxiety.

“Your mother will NEVER take the throne from me, EVER!” she uttered with an intent stare as his blonde locks rattled from her tug of wrath.

He wanted to escape but suddenly, she started trailing his neck with her tongue, causing his tighty whities to restrict his growing boner.

“Mi-miss Stevens… please don’t hurt me”, he begged. She giggled before caressing his face and landing her lips on his.

“Why would I hurt someone as beautiful as you?” she let out with warm breaths as he relished the intense taste of his first kiss. He pulled her lower back and started licking her face as if he was a bulldog giving his master sweet kisses.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm”, he groaned obliviously as she endured the damp feeling of his virginal yearning. She wanted to pull away from the icky feeling but she felt bad for the young man. She had something else planned for him and her short succumbing was her way of offering him the last minutes of her mercy.

“Wait here!” she briefly let out as she wiped the saliva off her face with the back of her hand from his sloppy face-eating.


Chapter 4

Moments later, Martha emerged in a shiny black leather leotard with a front zipper, thigh-high patent leather boots, and upper-length gloves in the same color.

Oh my God!

As she sauntered closer, her crotch’s bulge, the mark on her nipples, and what she had in tow looked clearer to the young man’s blank mesmerization.

“Anyone who uses my kitchen wears an apron”, she informed—disturbing the young man’s catatonic lasciviousness. He frantically picked himself up and sprinted towards her.

“Take off your clothes!” she said with a stern voice—causing him to remove his vest and polo shirt at a hastened pace. The young man may have heightened femininity in terms of his demeanor and fashion choices but the way his body was built proved otherwise.

Her boner grew even more, showcasing her full girth under her shiny black leotard. As she gulped from the perfection of his masculine body and blonde errant chest hairs, she wanted to kneel and worship the young Adonis.

But she let her ego get the best of her. She wanted to teach him a lesson. With feminine vigor, she removed her white khaki pants, revealing is package that was tightly dressed in white briefs that were soaked in precum.

“Ah!” he moaned right after she gifted his girthy thighs and groin with a quick tongue flick.

Fuck!

“Nice shoes”, she let out as she perused his white loafers.

“Chanel”, he shyly said as his dick pulsated in his tighty whities.

“For the groceries”, she quipped. She thought of the shoes as fit for someone who has given up on fashion.

“This is what real shoes is”, she elatedly announced before unfolding the sparkling pink apron on the beige ottoman and revealing a pair of Guiseppe Zanotti Cruel heels and a long straight blonde wig.

“Those are… indeed, sexy”, he said as a shiver on his spine electrified every fiber of his body.

"Looks like we have the same size”, she added.

What!?

“Oh stop it. Don’t pretend like you don’t want to try it on”, she said with a wink. She was right, he did want to. As a child, one of his hobbies was secretly sliding his feet into his mother’s designer shoes.

The very moment he slid his feet inside the smooth interiors of the handsomely priced black high heels embellished with golden wings on the front, his penis prematurely released a bubble of cum.

He looked down at his feet and was in disbelief at how his once mundane wide feet were elevated by the glamorous winged shoes.

“So beautiful!” he gushed—squeezing his hands together. As he marveled at his femininely-dressed feet and practiced walking in heels, she gazed at him from the couch as she rubbed her ladystaff.

She stood up and took his briefs off, revealing his cleanly shaved 9-inch Loch Ness monster. At that very moment, without thinking things through, she embraced his entirety with her yearning mouth.

"Ahh!" he exclaimed from her fervor.

So warm, so wet…

Every fiber of his body was dancing in joy from the novel feeling of getting a blowjob. Each time his mushroom head passed through her tonsil and deep into her throat from her backward and forward motion, he felt like he was being blessed by the orgasmic gods.

“Mmm!” she groaned with a mouthful from his veiny and girthy circumcised delight. She pulled away—driving him wild from the unfinished business.

“Goodness me, we should stick to the recipe”, she said—painting his face with agony. She picked up the bedazzled pink apron and tied it on his back in an effort to cover his manhood that kept distracting her from her plan.

She moved away and gazed at his plump and milky butt from a distance and his long legs made longer by her sexy shoes. That very picture of him reminded her that she should stick to her more exciting plan.

Shortly after, she pressed the wig atop his head.

“This is insane…”, he softly retorted—causing her to squeeze his butt cheek in annoyance.

His slim nose and other delicate features were made even smaller after the wig was in place.

“Gorgeous!” she let out. She grabbed his wrist with feminine vigor and led him to the foyer—clacking their shoes against the white marble floor, where an oppressive mirror framed in ivory wood awaited.

Oh wow!

She was right, he was indeed gorgeous. Leggy, toned, blonde, and with a plump behind… with nothing but a bedazzled pink apron and shimmering high heels on. He had all the markings of what most people would consider a blonde bombshell.

“Tonight, you’re my sissy and you can’t do anything about it”, she lasciviously whispered before passionately kissing him and leading his hand to rub her dick inside her black leotards.

Everything was new to him and the polar opposite of what he imagined his first time would be. But at that very moment, in her clothes, relishing the taste of her lips, he couldn’t do anything but succumb.


Chapter 5

“Bend over!” she demanded—pointed at the rose quartz island counter of her gigantic kitchen decked in pastel pink elegance.

He hopped to the kitchen counter with utmost obedience. Shortly after, there he was, atop her imported counter, bent over like a turkey that was about to be stuffed.

“Fuck!” he let out from the deliriously delightful feeling of her tongue against his pink walls of orgasm. As she dampened his errant blonde ass hair and poked his hole with her tongue, she jerked his cock aggressively—providing him with a mindblowing sensation.

So damn good!

His pink balls kept tightening with her every flick, urging him to feel like he was about to blow.

“I’m close!” he announced. Rattled and not wanting to end the man’s yearning, she took her hand away from his dick, reminding him of how being blue balled felt once more.

She’s crazy!

“It’s too soon for that”, she said briefly before sinking her face in his ass once more. Shortly after, she pulled away and took a 9-inch pink dildo from one of her white wooden drawers.

“A turkey needs to be stuffed to taste good. Don’t worry, this is clean, I use this as a rolling pin”, she reassured as she circled his open mouth with the tip of the toy.

“I’m not sure about this, Miss Ste—“, but right before he could finish verbally expressing his worries, she gagged his mouth with half of the dildo.

“Sissies don’t talk, they suck!” she said—sending another shiver down his spine. She stepped backward glacially, leaving him alone with the toy as she teased him by playing with her 38DD tits, perky pink nipples, and 8-inch circumcised cleanly shaven ladystaff.

Why is this so sexy?!

Wanting to turn her on even more, he started making slutty faces—imagining that the toy he had in his hand was her cock. Try as she might, she couldn’t take the longing anymore. He ticked every box of her sissy fantasy checklist.

“You leave me with no choice Gwyn!” she let out before taking the toy out of his mouth and replacing it with the real thing.

Mmm!

Her cock was a mix of salty and sweet, just like his Butter Pecan pie. Not a single moment did he fantasize being a fan of a penis but he proved himself wrong by choking and gagging on her member.

“Gwak!” he let out—speechless from her candy stick.

“Good sissy…”, she let out a euphoric moan—rolling her head from the deliriously delightful experience of a virgin mouth.

“Ahh!” she screamed as she thrusted harder—turning his gaze from lascivious to tearful from her erotic injecting.

“Mmm!” he groaned. Feeling like she was about to explode, she swiftly pulled out. She picked the dildo from the floor and placed it in his mouth once more.

“Let’s get back to stuffing”, she said before spitting in his boypussy several times like she was basting a turkey. With the abundance of saliva dripping from his pink hole down to the rose quartz counter, she climbed it with gung-ho and inserted half of her shecock in his sissyhole.

“Fuck!” he screamed in agony from her unwarned impalement—causing the dildo to fall to the floor.

My fucking gahhh!

“Shh, shh, it’s okay,” she softly let out—tickling his nape and ears with her warm breath.

“We can stop it if you want…”, she said—fully knowing that it was the last thing that the young man would ask for as he was knee-deep in euphoria from his first-time sex. He shook his head and squeezed his face to pace himself.

With bated breath, he pushed gently against her, welcoming her fullness like he was performing the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Fuck…”, he let out as every pulsation from her penis tickled his prostate. Meanwhile, as he endured her yearning, she was dying to pounce his ass. Without another unwarned movement, she pulled out and impaled him once more. But at that very moment, the pain started turning into pleasure.

After an adequate stretch, he needed something to fill the void. And that thing was what was in between her legs. With fervor, she did it once more, causing both of them to perform a moaning and groaning chorus from the tactile sensations. Suddenly, she changed her pace, like a rabid dog, she started thrusting in and out without care.

“Gahhh!” she let out as her tits jiggled from the unzipped leotard.

“Miss Stevens!” he let out in a slutty tone—embracing and unleashing his inner coquette.

“You like this stuffing!? You sissy turkey? Huh!?” she asked as she panted, hissed, and fucked him—absent of gentleness as her red nails sunk carelessly into his hips.

“Yes! Stuff me!” he yelled—looking lasciviously over the shoulder, enjoying the view of her breasts and hair bouncing from the joy of deflowering him. He clenched his anal muscles accidentally, causing her to look like she was going into a trance, relishing every orgasmic hug from his tight hole of delight.

“Are you ready to be glazed!?” she let out.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” he answered as he intently stared at her mega-horny state.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

“Time for the glazing!” she announced before hopping off the counter, almost stumbling from orgasmic elation. He opened his mouth wide—ensuring that not a drop was wasted.

She aimed for his mouth like a sniper and shot her squirts of thick and warm ladygravy—accidentally creating streaks of cum on his smooth face and blonde wig.

As she quivered from releasing her very last drops, he started mentally critiquing the taste of her SHEmen.

Mmm… bittersweet…

“Woooh!” she let out—sweat dripping on her breasts as she caressed his creamed face while he relished the taste of her sweet honey. With his hole beating, he hopped off the counter and picked the dildo from the floor.

He inserted it inside his ass and looked into her eyes.

“Happy Thanksgiving Miss Stevens”, he sweetly greeted.

“Happy Thanksgiving darling. Just call me Martha”, she softly said before rewarding him with a deep and romantic kiss.


Epilogue

The following day, the last Thursday of November, Gwyn went to Martha’s home to celebrate Thanksgiving. Martha has been single for seven years ever since her husband died and most of her family lived on the east coast.

She has been celebrating the holidays alone and appreciated the young man’s presence. She showed her gratitude by rewarding him with a switch in roles, allowing him to feel what it was like to fuck somebody for the first time.

They kept their love a secret for fear of causing a scandal and pretended to be in a mentor-apprentice relationship in public. After Gwyn’s graduation, Martha went back to working in television and reclaimed her throne as the queen of lifestyle shows with a new addition, a co-host, assisting her in the kitchen named Gwyneth.

The End <3

Did you enjoy this short and quirky steamy story? In that case, I hope you could check out my first bundle Romantic Sissies Volume One.

It contains three sissification and feminization stories brought upon by domineering transgender women. In it, you will get six titillating books from the heart.

[image: ]

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

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

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

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

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

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

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

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

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

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One


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

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies

[image: ]

It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One

[image: ]

Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

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

Read Oh! Carol – Coveted By The Choir
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Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

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

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

Read Beauty In The Brothel


Author’s Message
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Dear Horny Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Sissy Stuffing – A Short Reluctant Feminization Sissy Story.

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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