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Introduction

“With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.”

Tom Hobbes dropped out of med school, not because he was lazy, but because he lacked inspiration. Constantly compared to his brother, the golden child, sharing his passion for coding, gaming, and cosplay seemed a preposterous idea, causing him to quit his studies without any explanation.

It was a sweltering day in San Francisco and he just got home from a Comic Con. Little did he know, the misdelivered box that greeted him on the porch would lead him to unwrap a plethora of his unconscious desires.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains feminization, transgender romance, drama, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m an Asian Transgender Woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

✓    I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

✓    I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

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

✓    I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

It’s December 12, 2022, and 05:03 PM in the Philippines. It’s balmy and I’m wearing a white t-shirt and blue jeans.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Gurl Next Door.


Free Vip Mailing List

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

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

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

My First Gift for You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1

With utmost disappointment, 23-year-old Tom Hobbes prematurely drove home from attending an annual Comic Con in San Francisco. In disbelief that his Sasuke cosplay, from the world-famous anime Naruto, didn’t make the final cut to compete on stage, he slammed the door of his black BMW sedan.

As soon as the Presidio Heights’ sweltering sun beamed on him, taking his black cloak off as he sauntered towards their colonial home rushed to the top of his priorities.

Nina Lewinsky?

However, an Amazon Prime box on their porch stopped him in his tracks. Perturbed by the unusual name on the label, he peered. The address written was just next door. He wanted to ignore the blunder but his conscience overtook his irritated disposition.

This could be important…

“Oh wow! This thing’s heavy!”

Looking like a villain in an ebony cloak, combined with an edgy wig of the same color, along with his emerald eyes framed with an abundance of kohl, he started walking toward the location of what was written on the label.

He rarely socialized and the only neighbor that he has ever interacted with was his childhood friend Craig, who lived two houses away and also happened to study law at Harvard with his brother, Darwin, also known as the golden child.

Moments later, there he was, on the porch of 507 Bristol Lane, waiting for someone to take the package of the person named Nina Lewinsky.

*ding dong*

“Oh! Sasuke?!” a 5ft. 7in. blonde in her late twenties queried with glee. In awe of her doll-like visage, hypnotic sapphire eyes, and a tight-fitted white t-shirt that generously showcased her perky pointers, all he could do was nod and return a faint smile.

“So cool! I didn’t know Amazon had cosplaying delivery guys!”

“Pretty please, put it on top of that table, thank you”, she followed as she pointed at her oppressive oak dining table in her chaotic ivory colonial home that sprawled with unopened boxes and mobile racks of clothes.

Suddenly, his nether regions seemed at war with each other as the confines of his tighty whities sternly restricted his growing attraction as soon as he saw the view of her back.

Hot…

He switched the pace of his walk to a glacial one to marvel at her butt that resembled two scoops of vanilla ice cream in her pink cotton panties as she bent over and sliced the packaging tape with a cutter of her other boxes on the wooden floor.

“Hey!” she said.

Oh no!

As the beads of sweat on his temples trickled down his neck, he continued walking to her dining area—heavily committed to pretending that he didn’t hear a thing.

Right after gently placing the box on her table, she pulled his hand and put a five-dollar bill in it.

“Don’t be shy, take it”.

What the!?

Behind the printed face of Abraham Lincoln, there it was, something that looked like a sock in her undies. It was relaxed yet intimidatingly girthy.

He tried to fight the shiver that she sent down his spine and the unfound yearning that grew in his pants—but all he could do was stutter and shake.

“No, I’m not Amazon—I mean, I’m not the delivery guy. Your package got to our house by mistake”, he clarified as his vision turned crystal clear when she moved her hand away from the view of her candy stick—cementing his suspicion and leading him to a new kind of perturbance.

“I’m your neighbor, I live there—“, he followed, unsure of where his finger pointed.

“Oh, sorry about that, thanks. It’s nice of you to do that”. As she frantically hovered in her home which looked like empty chaos, he couldn’t stop stealing glances at her member.

He tried to stop himself but the novelty of her female form with a third leg was unmitigable.

“Oh gosh, this is embarrassing, I don’t even… my appliances haven’t been delivered yet. I would’ve offered you something, sorry about that”.

“It’s nothing. Anyway, I have to go”, he lied. If there was anything that he wanted to do at that very moment, it was to stay catatonic and just gaze at her.

“By the way, I’m Nina, Nina Lewinsky”.

“I’m Tom Hobbes”.

“Oh…”.

“Thanks again”, she said before getting back to opening her other boxes. Tom wasn’t a virgin and he had his fair share of adventurous clicks on adult websites. But the transgender category wasn’t something that he frequented.

For some reason, seeing a transgender woman in person who looked exactly how he pictured the girl of his dreams would be, caused him to ponder if he was in the right head space.

At a glacial pace, he started walking as his eyes remained focused on her, not caring if she saw his intent exhibition of interest. Moments later, there he was, in front of his bathroom mirror, cringing at his sweaty face and smudged eyeliner.

Damn, that’s embarrassing…

Not adept with makeup, he struggled to remove the black crayon from his eyes. Frustrated yet hot and bothered, he raised the white flag. He took his black wig off and scratched his short scarlet locks before liberating his lanky 6ft. 2in. frame from his Sasuke vestments.

Shortly after, imagery of Nina’s opulent breasts and round behind crept into his mind—sultrily lulling him into a deep slumber.

Moments later, a familiar sound resonated in the contemporary interiors of their black and white home.

“Meeting?! Exactly how many meetings do you have in a day?” her 51-year-old mother Gretchen interrogated his father Marvin, who was only a year older, as soon as he arrived past ten in the evening.

“Instead of watching everything that I do and nagging me, you should talk to your son and convince him to go back to school”, his father nonchalantly said as he loosened the collar of his black suit and blue tie ensemble.

In his gray sweatpants and rattled disposition, he inched quietly and hid behind an ivory post.

“Don’t you ever tell me how to raise our children!” she retaliated. She pulled his wrist, disheveling her blonde bun and crumpling her taupe silk dress.

*Slap!*

By accident, he backhanded her alabaster visage, turning her right cheek red.

Fuck!

Instinctively, he rushed to his mother who was gently absorbing her husband’s unchivalrous blip.

“I’m sorry… I didn’t mean—“.

“Get away from her!” Tom yelled before pulling him out of her and consoling his mother on the floor.

“It was an accident!” his father reasoned in a thunderous voice. Suddenly, his father grabbed him by the collar and gave him a harrowing stare.

“You punk! Don’t you ever raise your voice at me while you’re under my roof! You useless prick!”

Fuck you!

A warm rush coursed through his body—causing him to threaten his father with a fist. However, his mother grabbed him from behind—causing both of them to fall back to the floor.

At that very moment, he wanted to jump on his father’s back who was walking away, but knowing that he went out of line, he released his pent-up anger through an influx of tears.

Fuck fuck fuck!

He picked himself up and wiped his tears before assisting his mother to stand.

“Don’t mind your father. I’m sorry about that”.

“Does he do this a lot?!” he queried with an intent gaze.

“No, it really was an accident. Forget about it. I made some lasagna. I’m starving and you slept too long”, she said in a sullen tone.


Chapter 2

Two days later, Tom spent one of his many uneventful evenings watching YouTube tutorials on how to create an e-commerce store in his bedroom that was decked in blue modernity. It was a refreshing activity as he has been spending the majority of his time playing online games and watching anime after dropping out of med school.

Albeit his life made zilch sense to most, especially his father, he preferred it over studying long hours just to keep up with his brother. Being called lazy, a bum, and useless behind his back by his father has numbed him already, but right after emphasizing his dependency on him, it was like a trigger for the young man to start learning how to make money online.

Wanting to breathe and stop thinking about how to escape the confinement of his father’s money, he opened his window.

Damn!

There it was, Nina’s silhouette from her window, looking like she was about to undress. In an effort to soothe the growing boner from his blue boxer shorts, he rubbed his neck with the palm of his hand.

At a hastened pace, he took his binoculars sitting atop his bookshelf and turned the light off. He sat back on his squeaky black computer chair and unleashed his inner Peeping Tom.

As she unhooked her pink lace bra, he slid his hand into his pants and started waking his thick and hairy member up.

Damn…

There they were, her 36 DDs and pink perky nipples that looked like they were begging to be motorboated. Seeing her breasts made his dick hard in an instant. Those were the only inspiration that he needed.

But when she slightly turned around and pushed her ass out in front of her computer’s monitor, his Loch Ness monster spat out a bubble of precum.

As she started circling her curvy hips and dancing in a sultry manner, he pulled his pants down—completelty liberating his pink, cut, and girthy eight-incher. With how gentle her undulations and hip rolls were, so were his cock strokes.

She whipped her caramel blonde locks to her back and gently rolled her pink panties down. After bending over and teasing her viewer, she turned around and revealed her candy stick.

“Woah!”

It was seven inches, girthy, circumcised, and as pink as a peach. He briefly abandoned choking his meat but as she started stroking her ladydick, his penis twitched in a myriad of directions.

Fighting every gay urge he felt, he placed his binoculars on the gray carpet. As he watched her hands-free, he released more bubbles of pre-cum.

This can’t be happening…

Not wanting to miss out on the juicy details, he picked up his binoculars and commenced his voyeurism. Every fiber of his body felt like it was being electrified with orgasmic jolts.

What’s worse was not only did his senses of touch betrayed him, but he was starting to imagine how saccharine her pink stick tasted.

She straddled and cupped her left breast with feminine vigor as she stroked her member with her right scarlet-polished fingers. That was it, he couldn’t take it anymore, without thinking things through, he spat on his right hand and succumbed.

“Mmm… Nina”, he mumbled as he played with himself while imagining her mouth embracing his cock. With her pink mouth slightly opened, his yearning intensified. He briefly pondered if he could make her as hard as she was.

He could see her lips move and her eyes roll in euphoria, causing him to imagine that she was calling his name.

“Ahhh”, he let out slowly.

Shortly after, there she was, with a scarlet face and a visage that looked like it was begging for resolve. From the heat that emanated from her expressions…

“Ahhh!” he followed, as he released a thick wad of babygravy on his gray t-shirt. As his warm jizz soiled his top, she started squirting her ladygravy on her computer desk. Just like his, hers was thick, white, and abundant.

Thank you, Nina…

Fearing getting caught, he took some tissue from his desk and wiped his cream.

Should I…

As he watched her clean herself up from his bed, he wondered if he should proceed with adding her on FaceLook. He stalked her a day before and has been contemplating ever since. He didn’t like adding random people on social media, but after seeing the hot girl next door’s package, he pressed Add as Friend.


Chapter 3

It was the next day when he finally bought the desktop that he has been contemplating on whether to buy or not for weeks to try his hand at graphic design. As he pushed the cart in the office supplies chain BestBuyz that his father was the vice president of to head to the parking lot, there she was, Nina, in a white t-shirt and blue jeans that hugged every dangerous curve of her body, fiddling with her phone on the driveway.

He fixed the collar of his black shirt and checked his breath through his palm then commenced pushing.

“Oh, hey Nina!”

Unsure of who the redhead gentleman was, she took off her sunglasses and peered.

“Sorry, but, do I know you?”

“It’s me, Tom”.

With a mystified face, she returned a faint smile.

“The one… erm—your package”.

“Oh! I didn’t recognize you without the wig and makeup. Jeez!”

Damn, she’s so pretty!

With her pearly whites and perky disposition, his trepidation blew away like a gust of April spring. Albeit towering over her with his 6ft. 2in. physique, he was naturally an introvert. However, he didn’t want to waste the opportunity that the chance meeting provided.

“What are you doing here?”

“Ugh! I’m trying to book an Uber. I’ve been here for more than ten minutes!” she let out in frustration as she pressed her phone for the seventh time—hoping for a resolution.

Swallowing his saliva with a heart beating a mile a minute…

“Are you going home?”

“Yeah, are you also headed back?”

“Yes! Let’s go”.

“Okay!” she said before trotting her way to the parking lot.

Moments later, there they were, inside his sedan. As he focused on the road, she started examining his boyish charms. His sedan’s roof could barely contain his height. The sun that beamed through the window gloriously lit his curly scarlet locks and bright emerald eyes. His nose was narrow and tall, and his cheekbones were high. Shortly after, her mesmerization trailed down to his moist and full lips that opened abruptly to ask…

“What did you get?”

“Oh, I got this SSD thing. My brother told me that it might be the problem and I can’t keep using my laptop for work I need a bigger screen”.

“Ugh! I don’t know how to install it but I’ll probably find something on YouTube”.

Her confession made him feel like he was touched by an angel. He briefly thought how lucky he was—that every step was set in place for him to take a leap of faith.

“I’ll do it for you”.

Feeling the magnitude of her excited jumps from her seat, he could see her tits jiggle in his peripheral vision.

“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”

“I got my oven so I’ll bake some cookies for you in return”.

Cookies…

Naughtily thinking that her offer was an allegory, he shook his depraved thoughts away and abandoned his plan of cracking a joke about cookies.

“You don’t have to do that, but thanks!”

Moments later, there they were, in her bedroom decked in black and pink modernity.

“Let me show you something”, he said as he lit her PC parts with the flashlight of his mobile phone.

Woah!

There she was, braless with nothing but a tight-fitting white hanging shirt on that proudly showcased the marks of her erect nipples and neon nylon panties that contained her shecock—in sync with her wall clock that pointed at the one o'clock direction.

As she tied her hair in a messy bun while hovering across him to obliviously check what he wanted to show her, he completely forgot what he was about to say.

With her smile of anticipation, he shook his head and squeezed his eyes to escape his deliriously dazed disposition.

“Y-yes. Umm, your old SSD is fine, I just had to—uhm, screw… screw it… back”.

What he really wanted to say was that he wanted to screw her, but for whatever reason, her bright eyes turned into a siren-like gaze. Without thinking things through, she grabbed his collar and started kissing him.

Fuck!

“Ni—“, he briefly let out but his voice was shortly muffled by her wet and warm kisses. She removed his shirt like she was opening a Christmas present—to which he succumbed with no qualms.

“I don’t really do this but you’re so fucking hot”, she whispered. Her warm breaths sent a shiver down his spine and electrified his nether regions, causing him to get hard like he had a zilch idea of what an erection was.

She grabbed him by the wrist and pinned him to the bed and started circling his pink nipples with her tongue. Suddenly, she sniffed his hairy armpits deeply and swiped her tongue like she was a feral animal lubricating its prey before consumption.

Feeling ticklish, he contained himself as he didn’t want to ruin the moment. Not long after, she started rubbing his bulge from his white cargo shorts.

“Mmm”, he let out softly as he rolled his head in euphoria.

Woah!

“Is this your first time?” she queried as she placed his hand to cup her yearning without a warning. Without words, he nervously nodded.

“Well, you don’t have to attend to it”, she let out with warm breaths. Although feeling her member didn’t feel awkward, he didn’t want to ruin their first romantic rendezvous by exhibiting his ignorance.

Moments later, the sound of his chiming belt filled her bedroom. There it was, his Loch Ness monster… extra solid, extra girthy, and extra wet—evident with how soiled his white briefs were.

Her rubbing felt more tactile from liberating him from his shorts that he prematurely released another bubble of babygravy.

“You’re so big”.

As she planted his neck with soft and warm kisses, she released her hold on his hand and rolled his briefs down. Just like how she treated his armpits, she did the same for his lush ginger carpet.

“Intoxicating…”, she let out in a dazed state brought upon by the whiff of his testosterone. As soon as he got his grip back, he cupped her breasts—causing his eight-incher to accidentally poke her chin.

“Oh, sorry…”. She licked his moist mushroom head and climbed the bed to grant his desires. Without thinking things through, she lifted her shirt and squeezed her tits together. She then suffocated his face with her oppressive milk tanks.

Fuck…

Not only did her tits taste sweet from his motorboating and devouring, but she also smelled like a rosebush on Spring from her Dior Rose and Roses perfume.

“Gwah!” he briefly let out from the orgasmic suffocation.

“Do you want more?” she whispered.

He nodded like a troll and continued motorboating her. Feeling his member poke her butt cheeks made her feel like it was her time to eat.

“My turn”.

With a coquettish gaze, she started circling her tongue on his mushroom head.

“Mmm, yummy”. She grabbed his pubic hair and started engorging his manhood like she was a hungry tigress who missed her meal for a week on a safari. Deep throat, sloppy, quick tongue flicks, and intense sucklings were all part of her fellatio menu.

“Fuck! You’re so damn good”, he let out as he watched her choke, tear up, and gag. She gave him a proud look and commenced her feast.

“Ahh!”

“Gwak!”

“Nina…”.

“Mmm, mmm…”.

After having enough, she stood up and showed him a view of her hourglass body from the back. She completely removed her rolled-up white tee and bent over. With an over-the-shoulder come hither gaze, she slowly rolled her panties down, revealing her tight pink hole and hairless pink balls.

After completely out of her thin piece of fabric confinement, she let her hair down and spread her cheeks—showing him a preview of where she wanted him to be.

“Have you ever fucked an ass?”

“No… but you make me want to”.

Without thinking things through, he picked himself up and sunk his fingertips into her hips. He drew her to him and swiped his tongue in her walls of pleasure.

Not bad…

“Ahh!” she yelled from feeling his gung-ho.

Enjoying the novel taste, he started rimming her sloppily—making her feel like he was just as hungry as her.

“You taste so good, Nina”, he briefly let out before sinking his face into her ass once more. His licks were so intense that she felt like cumming every time his tongue darted into her hole.

“You’re gonna make me cum this way, I want you to fuck me”, she informed after facing him. There they were, him seated on the edge of her bed and her, standing with a wet and hard seven-incher that pointed directly at his face.

Slowly, she generously spat on her palm and lubricated her ass.

“Spit on it”, she said, urging him to lubricate his dick with his saliva.

“Lay down. Let me cater to you”.

“You’re so beautiful…”, he said as she paced herself on top of him. It was the most erotic point of view that he has ever seen in his life that a slight touch could make him burst like a volcano.

“Mmm”, she grunted as she embraced the first four inches of his monster cock. At that very moment, he started feeling what it was like to be in Nirvana. His penis has never been in something as tight, warm, and wet as her asshole.

“Ahh!” she screamed after taking all of him. And just like that, he opened the floodgates of his balls and unleashed a stream of warm cum on her prostate.

“Oh my God!” she let out—feeling that he already finished. As he relished his orgasm and convulsively shook from euphoria, she clenched her anal muscle, ensuring that she didn’t waste a single drop.

“I’m sorry, you’re just so hot…”, he gingerly let out with a scarlet face.

“Well… I have to get off. Stay hard for me”.

Woah!

Determined to cum, she clenched her anal muscle tighter, choking his dick and leaving it with no room to breathe. Shortly after his release, she successfully contained his erection.

She started circling her hips and jumping up and down his dick as she stroked her cock with one hand and tweaked her nipple with the other.

Fuck!

Amazed by how he could get himself up again right after cumming, he squeezed her breasts with fervor. Seeing her hot and bothered by how hard she was for him, he started navigating toward uncharted waters.

He trailed his hands from her breast and interlaced his fingers with hers—causing her to abandon her stroking. With a helping hand, he started stroking her cock for her as he would with his while she continued hopping up and down his girthy dick.

“I’m so close, Tom…”.

“Me too…”.

“Ahh!”

With every poke of his mushroom head on her prostate and every stroke from his helping hand, she felt like she was being brushed by the presence of lady luck. As she enjoyed his exhibition of beginner’s addiction, he could barely contain his ejaculation from the view of her jiggling tits, the solidity of her shecock, and the tightness of her ass.

“I’m cumming!” he exclaimed.

“Cum with me!” she encouraged.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

Without a warning, she squirted an abundance of ladycream on his belly. As soon as he felt her warm cum, he couldn’t help but give her a creampie.

“Whooo!”

“That was intense!” he followed.

“Hahhh…”, she let out with a scarlet face before slowly unhinging from him and resting on his chest.

“Wow, Tom… I didn’t expect that”.

“That was really hot. I haven’t cum twice in a row. Thanks, Nina”.

“Glad to be of help”, she cheekily replied before planting a gentle peck on his lips.


Chapter 4

It was the third day after they made love and Tom had been hanging out at Nina’s place. On that particular lazy afternoon in her bedroom, as she took a shower and he started designing a trial e-commerce store…

*Ding! Ding! Ding!*

A message kept popping up on her computer screen.

Private request?

He inched and peered at her screen and found out that it was for a webcam show. She usually did her shows at night but for some reason, a customer was adamant about an afternoon delight.

“Tom!?” she queried with a perturbed face from seeing him gawk at her computer.

Fuck…

“I—I didn’t mean to, it just kept buzzing… sorry”, he said.

She sat on her acrylic vanity chair in her terry-cloth robe and head towel ensemble as she took a deep breath.

“I… do cam shows. I guess you already know that”, she informed with an annoyed tone as she aggressively rubbed her hair with a white towel.

“I’m sorry, really”. He sauntered towards her back and kissed her nape—basking in her off-the-shower fresh smell.

“It’s just something to pay my bills while I try to make my art career happen”.

“Come…”. Leading him to her computer, she started showing him her anime illustrations.

“I want to be a comic artist”.

She’s amazing!

And just like that, his respect shot through the roof from seeing how gifted she was. Being a fan of anime himself, he felt lucky to be in the same room with the girl next door who turned out to be the girl of her dreams.

“Do you sell them?”

With a faint smile, she shook her head.

“I don’t have the budget for that. I just publish them for free”.

“I can create a website for you. You must be paid for your work! Seriously, these are amazing!” he followed after taking over the mouse.

“How did I wind up with such an amazing girlfriend?”

He leaned in and softly kissed her mouth.

“Girlfriend? I’m your girlfriend?” she interrupted. With emerald eyes that emanated sincerity, he nodded.

“Don’t you want me to be your boyfriend?”

With feminine vigor, she pulled the collar of his blue shirt—drawing him closer to her.

“Oh Tom, it’s what I’ve been waiting for since I rode your car”.

There they were, raising their temperatures—complementing the sweltering San Francisco afternoon sun.

Brimming with curiosity, she reopened her cam show program to check why someone would beg for a show in the afternoon while he commenced his website development.

“Hey GirlNextDoor69, I’ve been a fan of yours for a long time. I was wondering if you could do an exclusive show for me. I will send you $2,000 on PayPal if you could get one of your trans girlfriends and you to perform for me.

Love,

Harry”, the message said.

The sender was one of her bonafide fans and she knew that the request wasn’t a bluff. Two grand for a quick show would jumpstart her career and if he was satisfied with her first couple performance, she’d gain more.

She had many transgender friends back in Colorado, however, at that very moment, her network only consisted of the man who was eating a Pringles chip and fiddling with his laptop on her bed.

Reluctant to ask, she let her opportunistic tendencies get the best of her.

“Hello handsome…”, she sweetly uttered as she buried her face in his neck.

Huh?

“Haha! What is it?” He motioned for her to open her mouth and lovingly fed her a chip. As she chewed on the salty delight, she led him to her computer.

Two thousand dollars!?

Shortly after, she offered him a naughty stare—causing his face to come up with an equivocal look.

“Can you help me…”. Wrinkling his forehead, he scratched his head, dumbfounded at how he could offer a helping hand.

“How?”

In utmost excitement, she trotted to her oppressive closet. Moments later, there she was, with a sheer black one-piece lingerie and a straight long scarlet wig in tow.

Fuck!

“Haha! That’s insane!”


Chapter 5

Two days later, the insane idea that Tom initially thought became his insane reality. It was sevenish at night as Nina excitedly applied moisturizer on his face. He wanted to start the show in advance with how she looked in her pink and white Playboy Bunny attire but he knew that being patient was his only way of helping her veer off her job as a camgirl.

As her gentle hands brushed against his skin, his eyes couldn’t escape her abundant cleavage that was made possible by her tight and furry corset.

“Sorry about that”, she said after accidentally poking his eye with her pink bunny ear.

“You’re much gentler than Craig”, he informed.

“Who’s that?”

“He was my neighbor. We used to dress up for Comic Cons. He used to do my makeup”.

“I see”. Taking her Nars concealer, she started gently tapping his undereye area with her ring finger.

“So this area is very sensitive. You have to be extra careful if you don’t want premature wrinkles”.

Interesting…

“You’re way paler than me and I only have the NC30 shade”, she said, referring to her MAC foundation.

“You look like an NC10 but I guess this is better because we don’t want anyone to know who you are”.

Moments later, she handed him a hand mirror.

Woah!

“Look at how flawless your skin is”.

“Yeah, looks like one of those mannequins. You’re really good”.

“The darker shade really brought out the green in your eyes”.

Shortly after, there she was, doing her favorite part of the makeover, the eyeshadow. Just like when she colored her sketches, she exhibited the same mastery and passion for cosmetics.

She not only dumped pigments on his lids, she created complex gradients, ensuring that his eyes had more dimension. That night, their theme was slutty bunnies, which called for smoky eyeshadow and pink lips.

“This is oddly relaxing”.

“Haha. That’s what they all say”.

“They?!”

“I mean, whenever me and my girlfriends do each others’ makeups”. She pulled away and playfully pinched his cheek.

“Are you jelly? Haha”.

Blushing hard, the foundation was too powerful to exhibit his embarrassment. Moments later, she continued with what most beauty connoisseurs dreaded, the eyeliner application.

“So, this is very challenging. Companies actually started making eyeliner stamps because many people don’t get the application right”.

“Don’t open your eyes until I tell you to do so!” He blinked his eyes three times to witness her reaction.

“I’ll poke you if you continue doing that”, she playfully retorted.

“Okay, okay, don’t”.

Cool, calm, and collected, she started the first brush stroke. As he quivered from the fear of being poked, she carefully perfected his eyeliner wing. Shortly after, she proceeded with his brows, contouring, the blush, and the neon pink lipstick.

“So, let’s proceed with your outfit”.

Dying to see what he looked like, he tried to saunter towards her vanity.

“No! I want you to see your transformation in full. Just relax”.

“Well, I thought it was all done. That took a while”.

“Masterpieces take a lot of time. Just trust me”.

She started covering his slender torso with the same furry corset. The only difference was that his, was black.

“This will give you that slim waist look”,

“Oomph!” he let out from how tightly she pulled the back lace.

“Sorry. It has to be tight, babe”.

“You mean to say you girls have to go through all of this?”

“Well, not really. Not everyone wears a corset and not everyone has the license to look good in it. You’re very lucky”, she proudly let out after checking his hourglass figure from the back.

“You’re gonna go nuts when you see this!”

Hmmm…

She picked up a pair of black nylon stockings and knelt in front of the edge of the bed. Stretching a piece, she motioned him to insert his long and hairless leg.

“Someone’s excited”, she jested as her face’s proximity to his hard dick closened from rolling the stockings to his thighs.

“Who wouldn’t get hard? I mean, look at you, babe”.

“You’re not gonna get an argument from me”, she replied before inserting his other leg into the other pair.

Playfully, she sucked his yearning and abandoned it after two head bobs.

“Ah! This is torture!”

“Haha! This is two grand! We’ll get there”.

Shortly after, she took her black nylon panties and rolled them up to cover his wet member. With utter excitement, she trotted to her closet and took a long scarlet wig out.

“I don’t name my wigs but in honor of your kindness, this will be called, Tamara”.

Tom agreed to pretend to be a transgender woman to disillusion her patron. But hearing the name Tamara made his dick twitch. For some reason, being called out of his name felt freshly invigorating.

Shortly after, there he was, in front of her vanity mirror framed with white wood, anticipating his Tamara look as she covered his eyes tightly with her hands.

“Are you ready for your debut?”

Here goes nothing…

“Three, two, one…”.

“Ta-da!”

Fuck!

There he was, looking like Lindsay Lohan in a scarlet wig and a fully-made face. To complete the look, she took the black bunny ears from her bed and crowned his emasculation.

“Freakin’ beautiful!” she gushed.

Enjoying the novel feeling of seeing how feminine he looked, he turned around as she caressed his thighs and plump behind.

“Not bad at all... wow, I never thought I’d look good as a girl”.

“What about my pits?” he jested, raising his arms and showing his full bush.

“Just don’t let him see it. You know how much I love those hairy pits of yours”. He drew him to her for a sweet kiss as they caressed each others’ butts by her window—giving the passerby a silhouette of two sexy Playboy Bunnies making out.


Chapter 6

Moments later, there they were, sharing a celebratory embrace after she got the $2,000 pre-payment in her PayPal account.

“Welp! Hope you gals are happy! Now give poppa a show I’ll never forget!” Nina’s patron said with a thick Southern accent from their Skype call.

“So, this is my bestie, Tamara”.

“Hello”, he said shyly with his best attempt at a feminine voice.

“She has a really big dick”.

“Welp! Show poppa the goods!”

Tom wanted to burst into laughter but he knew how important the money was to her. He inched closer to the webcam as she rubbed his boner. Without further delay, she unleashed his pulsating penis and started sucking it like a Dyson vacuum cleaner.

“Yeah, get into that you slut”.

Hearing the random man call his girlfriend a slut made him want to punch him in the face. Seeing him with a tight fist, she brushed his back, letting him know that it was just part of the show.

“Yeah, I love a good cock-sucking whore”.

“Mmm, mmm”.

Doing his best to ignore the unnecessary commentary, he closed his eyes and focused on the tactile delight that her mouth delivered. However, his orgasmic peace was suddenly disturbed when…

“Now, get the other whore to suck yours”.

Fuck!

“Ohhh, big poppa, she doesn’t have to do that. I’m the bottom bitch today”.

“Welp. This’ll probably be my first and last show with you gals. I prefer versa sluts”.

“It’s okay…”.

Without thinking things through, he closed his eyes as he rolled her panties down. He continued by licking her pink and tight balls like he was performing puppy kisses.

“Good gal”.

Not bad…

Trailing his tongue from her balls to her shaft, he ended just at the tip of her moist mushroom head. As soon as he got a taste of her saccharine estrogen-laced cream, he knew he needed more.

“You taste so good…”, he let out softly.

“Mmm, thanks Tom—ara, Tamara”.

Never did she expect that he would attend to her member. They’d been having sex for days and he hadn’t been physically, even verbally curious about it. But at that very moment, every swipe from his tongue didn’t feel like it came from a neophyte.

Oblivious to performing penilingus, he just went with his gut. Wearing feminine clothing empowered him to embrace the other side of his personality.

Without thinking things through, he challenged himself more and tried getting her shecock past the curtains of his tonsil.

“Gwak!” he let out as tears streamed down his cheeks.

“It’s okay, it’s okay”, she softly said—urging him to not do things he wasn’t comfortable doing.

“I can’t get enough”.

Seeing his fervor, she let him proceed. Shortly after, there he was, choking, gagging, and tearing up on her lady stick.

“Atta girl! Yeah, suck that dick good!” the patron cheered. Irked by the viewer’s comments, he channeled his annoyance by sucking her deep and hard.

“Your teeth, babe”.

“Oh, sorry”.

“Curl your lips inward”.

“Mmm, yeah, that’s it”. And just like that, he scored A+ in penilingus. Just when he started taking pride in pleasing his woman…

“Fuck the redhead!”

Oh no!

“No! She can’t do it!”

“And why the hell not? Do you think I randomly give away two thousand bucks?”

“She’s, uhm… she wants to fuck me!”

“Y-yeah, she’s right”, he seconded with another failed attempt at sounding stereotypically feminine.

“Look at my dick”, he followed, swinging his eight-incher proudly in front of the camera.

“Yeah, mmm”.

She started grinding on his yearning and making sultry faces—encouraging the patron to watch her take his Loch Ness monster.

“Nah. I like you to fuck the redhead. She looks like a real slut”.

Fuck…

Not knowing where to begin but only having her happiness in his heart, he glanced at her with a knowing smile and gently nodded.

“I got it”, he reassured. She drew him to her and offered a warm and wet exhibition of gratitude.

“I love you”, she whispered.

“I love you too”.

Moments later, there he was, in a dog-style position on the bed. Squeezing his face in anticipation as she grazed his walls of pleasure with the head of her fat dick…

“I’ll be very gentle. I promise”, she swore.

“Yeah, just like that. Wow, you gals are hot!”

With one flick of her tongue in his tight hole, half of his inhibitions blew out the window. Nobody has ever licked his hole and he had no idea that the feeling was extra sensate. She continued eating his ass like groceries as he rolled his head in euphoria.

“That’s so good, babe”.

“Mmm, you like it, huh”. He gave her an over-the-shoulder look and nodded. Wanting to extend his pleasure, she spread his butt cheeks and went all in, circling the tip of her tongue in his opening.

He felt like he was going to explode but right before he could do so…

“Fuck her now!”

Quivering in tremor, he squeezed her white sheets. It was only his way of releasing his emotions from the painful repercussions. Slowly and surely, she slid the first two inches of her yearning.

“Fff…”, he let out.

“It’s okay, shh, shh”.

“Gggg!”

If only her sheets could talk, it would beg for mercy. Halfway through, he kept his agony tucked in his wig.

“It’s okay babe, I’m almost there”.

Fuck fuck fuck!

“Gahhh!” he screamed right after her dick poked his prostate. Knowing how penetrating from behind worked, she leaned in as she freely pulsated in him.

“It’s going to get better. The pain will go away. Shh”.

Prostate-deep in euphoria, she endured the torturous longing and kissed him to calm his nerves. True to her words, the harbinger of prostate pleasure arrived. Each beat from her cock that caused him pain was the same beat that provided him pleasure.

“It’s starting to feel nice”, he let out as he released a bubble of precum on her sheets.

“I love you, Tom”.

“I love you, Nina”.

“What’s happening over there!?” the patron queried—demanding for action.

Gently, she started taking out half of her seven-incher and impaled him once more.

“Ahhh!” at that moment, his scream was brought upon by a delightful feeling, not agony.

“Yes, babe, fuck me”.

“Haha! Look at the redhead slut taking it like a pro!”

Watching him roll his head with a visage asking for more, she pulled his hips closer and gave him a deep and quick blow.

“You like it, babe?”

“Mmm, yes, you’re so hard for me”, he replied as he looked over his shoulder with a coquettish invitation.

This feels so good!

Craving for more tactility, he pushed against her crotch and started circling his hips. Feeling him grind on her dick made her extra hard. With feminine vigor, she increased the pace of her thrust, ensuring that each one was harder and faster than the last.

“I’m so close!”

“Yeah! Give it to that whore!”

“Mmm, yes babe!” he encouraged.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ffffff-uck—ah!”

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cu—“, but before she could finish her orgasmic recitation, she filled his deflowered longing with her thick and warm venom. Without a flinch and an effort, he followed, soiling the fibers of her Egyptian cotton, turning her whites whiter.

“Wow! That was amazing!” he said.

“Whew! So fucking tight!”

“You gals are crazy! I’m cumming too!”

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

Not wanting to hear another word from the patron, she sprinted to her computer and blew a kiss.

“Thanks for watching! Till next time! Muah!”

As they cleaned up in her ivory bathroom, she spoiled him with a salt scrub.

“I really appreciate you for doing this, babe”.

“Don’t worry about it. I’d like to do it again when nobody’s watching”.

“Mmm, I love you, Tom”.

“I love you so much, Nina”.

That night, he felt that something has changed. But he couldn’t pinpoint what it was. However, he was sure that it was something beyond his fleshly deflowered orifice.


Chapter 7

A month passed and San Francisco was experiencing February showers. It was the evening before Valentine’s and Tom had something special planned for Nina. He finished creating a website for her and all he needed were photos to create her portfolio page. Along with the presentation of the e-commerce store for her books, he planned on taking her to a nearby river for a picnic and to gaze at the stars.

“Hey, babe! I need some photos of your artwork. Where can I get them?”

“What!?” she yelled as she chopped onions for the lasagna that she was about to cook in her kitchen. She washed her hands and wiped them on her white t-shirt before screaming once more.

“I need photos of your artwork. The HD ones. Where can I find them?” he queried after sprinting to her from the bedroom.

“Oh, the SSD thing in my PC. It’s the folder called Manga by Nina”.

“Okay, cool. Mmm, looks like you have a lot of work to do”, he followed before briefly kissing her.

“Doo doo doo”, he playfully sang as he perused the folders of her drive.

Love?

Shortly after, there they were, photos of Nina and his father, posing sweetly in different places. At that moment, he felt like his heart sank to the pit of his stomach. He could feel every follicle of his body solidify from the harrowing .JPEG revelation.

What the fuck is this!?

He scrolled more and with every thumbnail that he clicked, he felt like a nerve was about to pop from his body. Before seeing the photos, he wanted to scream her name on the rooftops—proudly professing his love for a transgender woman. But on that very rainy night, all he wanted to do was scream as loud as he could to get answers.

Waiting for a photo of them together to finish printing, he couldn’t stop clenching his fist.

*Thud!*

Feeling numb, he punched her wall three times before abruptly taking her photo out. With a pace that left no room for waiting, he sprinted to her—eyes welling and almost tearing the piece of paper.

‘’What’s the meaning of this!?”

With a perturbed face, she picked the paper up.

“This is my ex-boyfriend. What’s wrong!?”

“Haha! Life really knows how to crack a joke”. She rushed to him to wipe his tears and give him an embrace to calm him down.

“Your ex is… my father!”

Gasping from the revelation, she dropped her spatula. As her lasagna sauce bubbled up, so did his anger.

“I—that was a long time ago!”

“Is that why you moved here?! To stalk him!?”

She squeezed his arm—begging him to listen to her reasoning, but his strength overcame her.

“Don’t touch me!”

“No! Please, listen to me! I didn’t know! This house is my uncle’s. I’m renting and—“.

“Haha! Uncle? One of your sugar daddies?! Why would you date my father? Are you a hooker”.

*Slap!*

“I’m sorry… Tom!”.

And just like that, he rushed out of her house.

Without thinking things through, she followed him amidst the pouring rain which was enough to cause a flood.

“Tom! Please come back!”

“Don’t touch me!”

Both drenched in their white shirts and shorts, she clung onto his leg as tight as she could.

“Please, don’t leave me! I’m telling the truth!”

“I don’t care! You almost ruined my family!”

At that very moment, she couldn’t feel her knees and the cold rain felt like a warm shower. Losing her grip, all she could do was watch him sprint to his house and cry on the street.


Chapter 8

A week passed and her relentless efforts of contacting him were fruitless. She tried her best to distract herself by working overtime on her cam shows but all she could think about were how he smelled, how his kisses tasted, and the look on his face when he felt elated from getting a code to work.

As she pensively stared out of her bedroom window, she hoped that he would open his. Her only sign that he was alright was whenever he had his light turned on at night. All she had of him were his memories and his silhouette.

However, her hope crashed at that very moment as she peered and saw that he replaced his blinds with blackout curtains. She wanted to knock on his door but she knew that his mother would recognize her.

He was right, she almost ruined their family when Gretchen met up with her to offer her money to leave her husband. However, it wasn’t entirely her fault. Marvin didn’t tell her that he was married. He pretended to be widowed and met her with a ringless finger.

All she wanted was for Tom to hear her side of the story because she knew that he was a reasonable man. But she also knew that if she insisted and took action, she would bring more chaos to the Hobbes family.

That was it, she thought, it was time to raise the white flag. She started her quest for a more modest apartment to rent with plans of informing her uncle and thanking him for renting his place to her at a dirt cheap price as soon as she found something that she could afford.

Wanting to stay in the same area in hopes of bumping into him, she shook the idea. She knew that homes in Presidio Heights were out of her reach.

A week later, Tom couldn’t handle his emotions anymore. He deigned to talk to his father as he knew exactly what he thought of him. But he also wanted clarifications. As he paced himself to walk towards the living room to spark up a son-to-father intervention, there they were, his parents, bonding like they were newlyweds.

He has never seen them that happy in many years.

“Tom!” his father greeted.

“Come here, join us. We’re watching this funny movie”.

With a face painted with confusion, he sat on a white La-Z-Boy beside him.

“I’m really happy to see you, son”.

What the fuck?

“Your mother told me that you’re really into computers. Maybe it’s time to go back to college and pursue that passion?”

At that moment, he wanted to hug him tightly and cry. He spent many years seeking his support and approval. But at that very moment, he didn’t want to show weakness. As his mother looked at him with anticipation, he nodded.

“Thanks, dad”.

Feeling like his son wasn’t ready for an abrupt reunion, Marvin brushed his back.

“I love you, son”.

“Aww. Say I love you too”, his mother egged.

“Yeah, yeah, haha”.

That was all he ever wanted from him but it happened at such a wrong time. Now that his relationship with his father has gone back to what it was, thoughts of Nina started creeping in.

A week later, he finally decided that he needed to reconnect with her and hear her explanation. Weeks felt like years with a heart that refused to heal. He couldn’t care less if her explanation would make sense or not, he just wanted her back in his life.

With a heart filled with hope, he pressed her doorbell. As he fixed the collar of his white shirt, he couldn’t stop fidgeting. Confused as to why she didn’t answer immediately like she always had, he pressed some more.

“Yes?” a middle-aged man in a cream vest greeted.

“Oh, sorry. Umm… Where’s Nina?”

“Ah! You just missed her, she already rode her Uber. I’m her uncle, John. Is it important? You want me to call her?”

“Oh, it’s fine, I’ll just come back later”, he replied as he scratched his head.

“Sorry to tell you this but she isn’t coming back. She’s moving to L.A.”.

What the fuck!?

“What—okay… thanks”.

“Alright, have a great day!".

As soon as he got into his bedroom, he started frantically dialing. However, he was a little too late. She already blocked all of his numbers, including all of his social media profiles. Her heart was too broken to the point that she had to abolish every single reminder that for a brief period, someone like him loved her.

I guess… this is the end of it…

With welling eyes, he looked out the window. That was all he could do at that moment—to hope that one day, even if it was just her silhouette, she’d come back…


Chapter 9

A year later, Tom finally accepted his father’s offer. He moved to Los Angeles to pursue a degree in Computer Science. One of his goals was to create a catalyst that would make coding more accessible to the underprivileged—something in the form of a mainstream game or app that would require the user to perform some coding task to get to the next level.

While that was still years ahead of his reach, he still had to figure out how to tuck the bed sheets in his room at UCLA’s residential building. It was surprising that someone who was great at math could deem changing bedding to be tougher than calculus.

After a successful bout with the sheets, it was time to transfer all of his clothes and fit them in the tiny maple cabinet beside his study desk—just enough to fit outfits for two weeks. Unlike the bedding blunder, the cabinet conundrum didn’t pose a challenge.

He was a pretty laid-back guy and the climate of L.A. complemented his style to the tee. All he had in his luggage were collared t-shirts in different colors, a couple of jeans, and a mix of shorts.

The only reason why he had more than one piece of luggage was his PC.

*knock knock*

Huh?

“Wait a sec—“.

Frozen and in disbelief, he wasn’t sure if he was still dreaming. There she was, Nina, in a white t-shirt and jeans, holding a brown box with an oppressive label that wrote 4B.

“Tom!?”

There were no words. Without thinking things through, he drew him to her with a tight embrace that was enough to choke a bear—causing her box to meet his gray carpet.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry”, he uttered as he drenched her blonde locks with his tears.

Tell me this is real…

“I love you, I love you so much”. Still in disbelief, he made sure that his hug was extra tight to soak in all the warmth from her body to confirm that their chance meeting was indeed, a reality.

“Tom… you don’t know how dry my eyes have become from crying endlessly every night”, she replied as she squeezed the back of his black shirt brought upon by pain, longing, and happiness.

He unhinged his hold and kissed her softly.

“Nina, I’ve made so many mistakes in my life. But the biggest one was letting you go. Please, give me one more chance. I promise, I won’t—“, but before he could finish his declaration, she cut him off with a deep and warm kiss.

Moments later, there they were, seated on the edge of his double-sized mattress.

“Why are you here?” he queried with a visage that seemed only capable of one expression—a smile.

“I should be asking you. I got here first!”

“I’m finally getting that Computer Science degree. What about you?”

“Well, I’ve saved up enough money and decided to take up Fine Arts. I mean, I’m already good but I want the formality and connections.”

“Good for you! Wow, babe, I’m so proud of you”.

Softly, she rested her head on his chest, causing him to lean back. As he played with her hair, she held his body like he was her childhood teddy bear.

“I just wanna live in this moment forever, Nina”.

“Me too… by the way, someone dropped your package on my doorstep. What’s in it? It’s a bit heavy”.

“You wouldn’t wanna know…”.

“I would”. She unhinged from their reunion and sprinted towards his package.

“No! Don’t!”

All of his efforts to stop her failed as he was still in a dazed disposition. Suddenly, there they were, a seven-inch dildo, a blonde wig, and a bunny set lingerie.

“What the—haha! You perv”.

“Well, what can I say, you messed me up. And you blocked me everywhere so I had to get it through other ways”.

With a siren-like gaze, she threw the flesh dildo on the floor. Slowly, she unzipped her jeans and revealed her tucked member dressed in pink cotton panties.

“You won’t be needing that anymore”.

“Oomph! Babe!” he let out with a clenched fist and a victorious gesture. Shortly after, she rolled her panties down and untucked her shecock.

“Looks like someone misses you too”.

She sauntered towards him with a boner swinging side-to-side before pinning his arms to the bed and kissing him as if she has never kissed a man before.


Epilogue

Five years later, they got a place together and started a publishing business. Along with selling digital and print Manga, Tom started creating apps on the side to pursue his dream of getting children interested in coding.

Nina, unsure of her future with Tom as she knew that his parents would go ballistic the moment they found out who his girlfriend was, channeled all her dreams of getting married by extending the wedding scenes of her stories.

Little did she know, he already confessed to his parents. They were in disbelief at first but seeing how happy he was, they succumbed. So much so that instead of giving their family’s engagement ring heirloom to his brother Darwin, they gave it to him to offer to Nina when he found the right time.

The End <3

Did you enjoy The Gurl Next Door? 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.
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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
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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
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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

[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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"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 Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Gurl Next Door – A Feminization Romance and T-Girl Surprise.

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

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

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

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

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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" She wanted to know what it felt like to be coveted,
"

even for just one night ...
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" She wrote her desires on her songbook, and
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" Clutch your pearl necklace tight, and prepare for a

Romantic Feminization ride ”’
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" Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, she knew exactly
"

who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity

A FEMINIZATION FICTION AND 'I'G
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" Clutch your pearl necklace tight, and prepare for a
Reluctant Feminization ride ”
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" Clutch your pearl necklace tight, and prepare for a
Sissy Fairy Tale ride ”
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FREE SISSY mosoox

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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" Clutch your pearl necklace tight, and prepare for a
Romantic Feminization ride
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