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Introduction

The Fifth Wife – A Sissy Husband Book and Transgender Romance is Lilly Lustwoods’ third offering from her Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections.

Love conquers all. It breaks the boundaries of socioeconomic status, politics, and religion.

Meet Ahmed Al-Haziz, a 43-year-old tech magnate and CEO who comes from a family of sheiks in Dubai. Extremely handsome, extremely rich, and extremely powerful.

Enter Amanda Cruz, a 32-year-old go-getter transgender woman from the Philippines who couldn’t care less about his status, ego, and charms.

To most, she had the shorter end of the stick. Little do they know, she was the Arab multimillionaire’s weakness. She knew how to flawlessly spin him in the web of her desires and she would do anything to keep it that way.

With Ahmed’s anxiety from his impending proposal for a unity ceremony and Amanda’s frustration about his lack of presence in her life, just how far will the CEO go to let her know that he’s the one?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Wild Transgender Romance and Sissification Story Ride!

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a Filipina Transgender Woman. I’m a professional 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 Ahmed’s undying love. 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 my girltoy is 5 inches long

It’s September 15, 2022, and 6:27 PM in the Philippines. It’s almost dinner time and chilly from the monsoon winds. I’m wearing black lace nighties with no panties on.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Fifth Wife Part 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 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

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.


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.


Chapter 3

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.


Chapter 4

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…


Chapter 5

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.


Chapter 6

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!?





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.

To be Continued <3

Did you enjoy The Fifth Wife Part One? 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

[image: ]

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

[image: ]

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

Read The Office Gurl
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More
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“It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig"

Read Joy Ride
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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 The Fifth Wife Part One.

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)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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"Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, she knew exactl
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o0 give her attention to for her next career opportunity ”
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" She wanted to know what it felt like to be coveted,

even for just one night ... "
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