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Introduction

The Fifth Wife Part Two – A Sissy Husband Book and Transgender Romance is the continuation of Lilly Lustwood’s third offering from her Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections.

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

Ahmed has proven her love after succumbing to his fifth wife, Amanda’s every desire, including her desire to switch gender roles with him.

However, Amanda’s ignorance of the laws in Dubai regarding the entry of transgender women was an unforeseen problem that she had to face.

How will she go through the hurdles of achieving her dream of coming home to a sissy housewife in Dubai… and handle the blackmail threat of Ahmed’s fourth wife?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Wild Transgender Lesbian 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 16, 2022, and 10:41 PM in the Philippines. It’s a bit chilly from the monsoon winds. I’m wearing a royal blue silk robe and black one-piece lingerie on.

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


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Erotic Content 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

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.


Chapter 2

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.


Chapter 3

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.


Chapter 4

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.


Chapter 5

“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.


Chapter 6

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.


Chapter 7

“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


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

The End <3

Did you enjoy The Fifth Wife Part Two? In that case, I hope you could check out my first bundle Romantic Sissies Volume One.

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

[image: ]

First Feminization Fiction - Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood

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

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

Second Feminization Fiction – Tokyo Sissy Hostess

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

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

Third Feminization Fiction – The Fifth Wife

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

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

Read Romantic Sissies Volume One


Other Titles

[image: ]

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

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies

[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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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 Two.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

Mailing List (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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