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Introduction
Top T-Girls And Sub Sissies Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Short Forced Feminization Fiction Selections series.
It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.
Story 1 – The Wrong Room Number
On a rainy October night in Bangkok, Hunter was warped into the world of three dominant Thai ladyboys—etching into a memoir of his first time forced feminization sissy story.
Story 2 – Sissy Got Blacked
Morgan got a positive reply and anticipated a rowdy rendezvous. Little did he know, the message he got was from Jamal, his dream girl’s boyfriend. On that snowy Saturday afternoon, he learned a valuable lesson in life… from three vengeful high schoolers.
Story 3 – Karen Meets The Manager
Karl Norman had a knack for gaining store credits and free products from his expertise in compelling complaining. On a balmy afternoon in San Francisco, California, he learned that he simply couldn’t get away with anything by complaining and that his mouth served more purposefully for Bruna, the manager’s pleasure.
Story 4 – Bitcoin Begging
Manny wanted to recover from the crypto bear market. He started perusing the Sissification and Feminization section of an obscure website called Bitcoin Begging. Luckily, his photo intrigued someone with the username mrs.morningwood.
Story 5 – Sissy Stuffing
Gwyn Powell, a Pearly Planes native plans to help his mother take over Martha’s homeowner’s association presidential position by using his sinfully saccharine Butter Pecan Pie.
Will the young man’s insolence tilt Martha’s crown or is he destined to be stuffed, basted, and glazed like a turkey for Thanksgiving?
Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and
Prepare for a Wild Forced Feminization Ride!
I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m an Asian Transgender Woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my sexperiences by night.
Everything that’s written in this book is based on my friends’ and my life. I live by a duality of being a dignified trans woman in public and a lustful ladyboy in private.
I love sex… I think, breathe, and eat it. The higher powers have really hit the jackpot when they created the form of a man.
The broad shoulders, the masculine arms & thighs, the way a penis magically erects… I’m getting hard and wet at the same time just by writing these things.
Before I get distracted and lose the will to finish this book, let me tell you a story about five sissies’ submission to dominant t-girls. I want you to go somewhere with utmost privacy because I’m going to be very intimate with you.
Are you alone now? Good. Don’t touch yourself just yet. I can see that the bulge from your pants is growing. I’m almost there.
I said stop touching it! You’re such a naughty boy.
Picture this…
✓    I have long and straight black hair

✓    My boobs are 38 DD

✓    I’m a little on the chubby side but not too big

✓    I stand 5ft 6in. and I have fair skin

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

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

✓    I have a bubble butt and my girltoy is 5 sweet inches

It’s November 13, 2022, and 01:23 PM in the Philippines. It’s unbelievably hot and I’m wearing a baby blue dress with no panties on.
Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Top T-Girls And Sub Sissies Volume One.




Free Vip Mailing List
Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.
IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.
I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Erotic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.
My First Gift for You

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases (pun intended) and Promos.
I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my steamy stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.
CLICK TO READ FOR FREE
or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/epL92e/view
Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.
 
Love Always,
Lilly




TWRN Chapter 1
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As Hunter struggled to fix his short brunette hair from the wet view of the side mirror from the passenger seat of the pink taxi he rode, he couldn’t stop his cock beating from the confines of his khaki cargo shorts.
“Soi sik-teen kha”, the male Thai driver in a collared white shirt said—referring to one of Bangkok’s famous roads of red light pleasure, Sukhumvit.
Hunter pressed his black collared shirt in anticipation with his hands and checked his mobile phone again.
“Malee, room 508, Happiness Hotel, Soi 16, Sukhumvit road”, the text message said. Hunter couldn’t stop thinking about Malee’s curvy body.
Thoughts in his mind were profusely flooded with the image of her 5ft. 4in. tan and curvy frame, cat eyes, long black hair, and tight brown hairless pussy.
He was so excited to meet her, so much so that he went straight to see her from the Suvarnabhumi Airport before even having the chance to check in at his own hotel.
“Kapunkap” (Thank you), the Thai driver said after he handed him 500 Thai baht. He then sprinted from the cab to the hotel lobby, drenching his clothes, black sneakers, and blue backpack from the October rain.
The hotel was modest, decked in Thai modernity, and only had ten floors. It wasn’t hard to find the elevator and Hunter sauntered toward it as soon as he saw it.




TWRN Chapter 2
Hunter checked the smell of his breath from breathing through his palm. He took a mint gum from his cargo shorts’ pocket then started chewing it.
With calmer nerves, he knocked and patiently waited in his 5ft. 11in. lean and athletic frame at Room 507’s doorstep. Moments later…
“Mai ow” (I don’t like), a Thai ladyboy who stood 6ft. 3in. in four-inches thigh-high black leather boots with long scarlet-dyed hair said—referring to another whiskey shot offer before facing Hunter.
“Welocome”, she greeted with a thick Thai accent as she grabbed the American’s wrist with feminine vigor.
“Oh vely handsome!” another tall ladyboy who had dusky skin greeted while Hunter soaked in the novelty of being alone in a dark hotel room with only a dim-yellow ember glow from a single floor lamp that bounced through the red walls with three stunning ladyboys.
“My name… Rrruby”, the Thai ladyboy who welcomed him at the door said as he gazed at her 6ft. 3in. towering height, red hair, alabaster skin, round brown eyes, crimson-painted lips, and slender body in a red tight corset that suffocated her 34DD breast implants and red leather panties that barely contained her flaccid cock.
“My name, Mimee”, the dusky Thai ladyboy followed. She stood up from the brown corduroy sofa in a black high ponytail and gave him a good view of her 5ft. 9in. athletic build in four-inches thigh-high strappy black stilettos that suffocated her round leg and thigh muscles, a black leather bra that hugged her 38DD breast implants, and a black leather thong that proudly showed the mark of her semi-erect shecock.
Damn!
“My name, Arrreeya”, a 5ft. 11in. chubby ladyboy with a raven Cleopatra bob and caramel skin in a tiger leotard said then stood up. She sauntered towards the back of Hunter—creating clacking sounds on the wooden floor with her knee-high tiger print boots.
She adjusted her girthy hard dick to the side inside her panties as Hunter’s presence made her instantaneously hard.
Fuck!
Hunter knew about ladyboys but has never fantasized about them. But when he was presented with a smorgasbord of stunning ones by lady luck, he stood catatonic and blew stern heterosexual thoughts away.
Suddenly, his phone vibrated—killing his deliciously dazed disposition.
“Where are you, honey? Room 558 okay?”, Malee said in a text message.
“W-w-what room number is th-this?”, Hunter asked in horny tremor as Mimi squeezed his butt and Areeya fondled his dick.
“Figh, silo, seven”, Ruby answered as she unzipped a black gym bag atop the white King-sized bed.
Fuck!




TWRN Chapter 3
As soon as Hunter realized his mistake, he tried to escape the lascivious hold of the two sexy ladyboys.
“Ah… sissy wanna escape!” Areeya said as she held him captive thinking that Hunter was only role-playing because the man they were supposed to meet had discussed that he wanted to be forced and he’d want them to stop him whenever he struggled.
“Tie him!” Ruby ordered with a stern gaze before throwing the pink furry handcuffs in Mimi’s direction.
“Get off me!” Hunter said right before losing grip of his mobile phone from the tight hold of the strong and seductive ladyboys.
Woah!
As soon as Hunter felt their vigor, he realized that he wouldn’t win a battle of one against three and obediently succumbed to the night of ladyboy surprise.
With a red face painted with awe and fear and hands clasped together on his back with pink furry handcuffs, he patiently sat on the edge of the bed as he looked at the wooden floors when suddenly…
“Okay sissy maid, here is your uniform”, Ruby said as she held the pink French-maid outfit close to her heart.
“What the fu—“, he said but before he could finish his sentence, Mimi inserted a black gag ball in his mouth.
Sissy? Me?
Areeya aggressively tore his black shirt off followed by Mimi who forcefully pulled his shorts from his seated position.
Ruby pulled out a curly blonde wig with a pink bow from the gym bag and placed it on top of Hunter’s head. Weirded out and scared for his life, he continued inhaling profusely.
“Mmm!” he grunted from the surprise slap of Mimi’s strong hands on his pink, hard, and shaven seven-incher.
“Naughty sissy!” she remarked with a deep and loud voice. She then swiped her tongue on his veiny shaft up to his mushroom head—resulting in a bubbled-up clear precum.
Areeya and Ruby giggled from watching Hunter’s dick twitch three times after Mimi prematurely abandoned it. Moments later, Ruby emerged from the bathroom and handed Areeya and Mimi two yellow razors.




TWRN Chapter 4
“Mmm!” he grunted from fear as the two ladyboys leaned closer to his legs with razors in tow.
“Shh, shh”, Ruby whispered in his ear with warm breaths as his toes curled inside his sneakers and his legs shook from paranoia.
“We lemove your manly hair, okay kha?” she followed.
What the fuck is going on!?
A few seconds later, he calmed down. He realized that all his fear was self-inflicted and that they were really only going to shave his legs.
“Ugly shoes!” Ruby announced—rattling the two ladyboys to take his sneakers off. She then took a small bottle of hotel lotion from the wooden nightstand and started applying it on his newly shaven legs.
Mmm, feels nice…
As Ruby rubbed his legs like she was buttering up a chicken that she was about to bake, Mimi and Areeya started painting his toenails with hot pink polish.
“We lesbian okay, we don’t fuck men, okay kha?” Ruby explained—alluding to the fact that they were going to bone him.
Fuck!
Hunter was indescribably horny at that moment but he was also perturbed about whether or not he could assume the position. The closest experience that he had with something involving his ass was whenever he wiped it with toilet paper.
Moments later, the three ladyboys rolled his body over in bed then Ruby spread his pale plump butt cheeks—revealing brown errant ass hairs and a tight pink asshole.
There’s no turning back now…
“Mmm!” Hunter groaned from the delightful feeling of Ruby’s surprise flicking of her tongue on the walls of his virgin boypussy.
Ruby gestured with her head for Areeya to remove the errant hairs right before they dressed him up in a pink sissy maid outfit. Mimi sauntered towards an oak desk and took a shot of whiskey.
She shortly returned and then removed Hunter’s handcuffs. With a yearning cock and an inebriated disposition, she forcefully maneuvered his body in a dog-style position to the edge of the bed.
“No need this”, she said before pulling the gag ball out of Hunter’s mouth—making him gasp for air. She then placed the gag ball and handcuffs on the nightstand as she gazed at his twinkling sapphire eyes.
Soon after, the same eyes widened as she removed her black bra—unleashing her huge tits and perky dark nipples.
He gulped from excitement as his dick bubbled up with another batch of precum as he wanted to suckle on her dark areolas. She playfully pushed her tits together as the two other ladyboys watched—teasing the oblivious Hunter.
“No, no, no”, Mimi said as she shook her head and giggled right before tearing her panties off—revealing her shaven, brown, and uncut thick eight-incher that stared him in the face.
Oh fuck!
Moments later, without thinking things through, she impaled his mouth with her yearning Thai ladyboy cock as she closed her eyes from the euphoric feeling brought upon by his virgin sissy mouth.




TWRN Chapter 5
“Gwak!” Hunter let out from gagging on her ladydick.
Mmm, not bad…
As he soaked in disbelief, he couldn’t ignore the delightful novel sensations that he was getting out of having his ass licked by Ruby and his cock eaten by Areeya like it was her first time to taste white meat.
“Ahh!” Mimi exclaimed as she pounced on Hunter’s freshly-sissified mouth.
“Mmm”, Ruby and Areeya moaned in unison from the delicious taste of the American’s pink orifice and fat seven-incher.
“Ta chan” (My turn), Ruby said after gasping for air from sloppily eating Hunter’s virgin sissyhole. She took a black anal plug from the nightstand and then grazed Hunter’s thighs with it. Soon after, she blocked his tight hole with the cute toy.
Mimi unhinged her dick and played with herself from the suspended delight right before…
“Gwak!” Hunter let out from the aggressive way Ruby inserted her pink, slim, uncut, and hairless nine-incher in his mouth. She then started thrusting without a trace of delicateness and pulled his head very close to her crotch to ensure that his throat was filled with nothing but her yearning shecock.
“Mmm!” Hunter let out as his tears fell from gagging. Mimi got so turned on by the sight of Hunter being forced to suck Ruby’s dick that she sauntered close to them. She pulled her foreskin which revealed her pink and moist mushroom head then slapped Hunter’s red face with it as she jerked her cock.
“Mmm!” Hunter groaned as he couldn’t let a word out.
Fff-uck!
Moments later, he couldn’t endure the yearning anymore, he released his babygravy uncontrollably into the chubby ladyboy’s mouth. As his cock twitched from the orgasmic delight, Areeya sucked harder ensuring that every drop went into her round belly.
“Ta chan, ta chan!” (My turn, my turn!), Areeya yelled with a sore throat and the taste of sissy sperm on her tongue. She pulled Ruby away with feminine vigor, causing the skinny ladyboy to fall on the floor from her impatience.
“Gwak!” Hunter let out as soon as Areeya’s extra-girthy brown and hairy uncut seven-incher knocked on his tonsils.
“Ahh!” Areeya let out as Ruby picked herself up from the wooden floor. As Areeya pulled in and out of Hunter’s mouth, Ruby and Mimi slapped their cocks on each side of his face and intermittently jerked their ladydicks.
“Pai aogan mai” (Let’s fuck), Mimi said. Ruby nodded in agreement as she watched Mimi climb on top of the bed with her naked masculine body.
“Ahh!” Areeya let out once more as Mimi grazed her fingers on the sissy’s buttcheeks.
“Oyyy” she followed right before rolling the fabric of her tiger leotard in between her huge jiggling breasts. Hunter tried to reach for her dark areolas and huge milk tanks but Ruby slapped his hand.
“Not allow, okay!” Ruby sternly said.
“Mmm!” He let out after Mimi swiped her tongue forcefully within the walls of his sissyhole. She continued eating his ass as she knelt on the bed under Hunter’s sissy maid skirt.




TWRN Chapter 6
Ruby, bored to no end from grazing her long dick on Hunter’s face and the curly blonde wig, climbed on top of the bed to join Mimi. Moments later…
“Mmm!” Hunter let out from the sharp pain brought upon by the first time that something fat and long has entered his ass.
Fuck!
“Oyyy!” Mimi let out in an almost convulsive state from the extra tight, wet, and warm ass of the American sissy.
“Shh!” Ruby let out, forcing Hunter to express the pain with bated breath.
Notwithstanding the pain, Hunter’s dick instantaneously twitched from a flaccid state as soon as Mimi’s mushroom head poked his prostate.
Ruby, green with envy, jerked the American’s cock and her own impatiently.
“Mmm! Mmm!” Hunter groaned from the delightful feeling of Ruby’s touch and the pain that was slowly fading and transforming into a pleasurable sensation.
Sensing that Hunter has calmed down, Mimi pulled out and then impaled him again.
“Mmm!” Hunter let out and at that very moment, it was an expression of desire and not suffering.
Why does it feel so good…
Areeya shared a high-five with Mimi as they continued pouncing in and out of the sissy’s freshly deflowered orifices. Ruby, missing an open slot, stayed in one corner as she played with herself while enjoying the live show.
“Ahh, so yummy!” Areeya said as she enjoyed Hunter’s warm mouth.
“Kha!” Mimi said as she relished the feeling from his tight ass. Hunter, caught up in the moment, couldn’t do anything but close his eyes and soak in the novel orgasmic sensations that were running through every fiber of his body.
“Ahh!” Areeya let out from a deliciously delirious state.
“Ahh!” she followed as she sunk her fingers into Hunter’s shoulders.
“I cum, I cu—”, she let out but right before she was able to finish her sentence, she released her bittersweet thick and warm ladycream in Hunter’s throat.
Mmm… sweet…
As Areeya’s penis pulsated in his mouth, he rolled his tongue like he was practicing his Rs—licking her dick clean and ensuring that he swallowed every last drop.
Ruby, all too hot, couldn’t take the longing anymore. She spat generously on her hand then lubricated her long pink dick then sprinted close to the sissy’s ass.




TWRN Chapter 7
Ruby asked Mimi to try and share the hole with her as Areeya unhinged herself from the action.
Mimi pulled away and then laid her back flat on the white mattress as she carried Hunter on top of her. She then inserted her dick as he was in a cowgirl position then kept her dick beating inside his sissy hole.
Ruby slowly climbed to the bed and then aimed at the tiny opening that was left for her. As she struggled to find the right target, Areeya sat on a corduroy chair with her chubby legs spread and her fat flaccid cock out.
“Ahhh!” Hunter screamed in torment as if he was giving birth—right after Ruby successfully inserted her slim and long dick in his hole through an athletic squat.
Fuck! What have I gotten myself into!?
Moments later, after the two ladyboys calmly parked their cocks inside of him, Hunter started feeling differently.
Is this paradise?
Hunter couldn’t believe what was happening. The sensations were so tactile and palpable that he started questioning if he was just dreaming.
But as soon as the two ladyboys pulled out their dicks at the same time from his tight hole and then entered again, he was brought back to reality from the pain and pleasure.
“Ahh!” he let out.
“Oyy!” Mimi and Ruby let out in unison the second time they entered his hole in synchronicity.
Hunter felt like his ass was going to tear apart but he couldn’t complain because the sensation was mindblowing.
Areeya, hot and bothered by the view, stood up again and inserted her ladydick inside Hunter’s mouth.
“Gwak!” Hunter let out.
“Wooh!” Areeya exclaimed as she shook her body in surprise. At that moment, Hunter was all in. He didn’t stay catatonic anymore as he had the initiative to bob back and forth to enjoy his meal.
“Mmm!” he groaned from having two ladyboy dicks in his ass and one in his mouth.
“Oyyy!” the three ladyboys yelled in unison as sweat dripped on their sexy and yearning bodies.
“Ahhh!” Ruby let out from the extremely tight confines that were made tighter by Mimi’s fat, veiny, and hard dick.
“Mmm”, Mimi moaned as she enjoyed the tight and velvety feeling while carrying the weight of Hunter which profusely flexed her arm muscles.
“I cum!” Ruby exclaimed with a red face.
“Mmm!” Mimi groaned—turning her focus to racing with Ruby orgasmically.
“Gwak!” Hunter let out from choking on Areeya’s dick.
“I—“, Ruby let out but right before she could finish her sentence, she released her load of ladyliquid in Hunter’s sissyhole. After letting everything out, she gasped for air and then slowly unhinged her cock with a satiated face.
Mimi, too turned from feeling Ruby’s streaming creampie in Hunter’s hole and her dick, pounced faster and harder.
Mimi growled from a rabid state as she thrusted his soiled hole like a jackrabbit.
“Oyyy!” Mimi let out.
“Mmm!” Hunter groaned.
“Oyyy!” she followed. Areeya unhinged herself from Hunter’s mouth as she was about to cum.
“Oyyy!” Mimi let out a bellowing exclamation right before exploding in Hunter’s sluthole. Areeya, too turned on from the way Mimi came, jerked her dick at a hastened pace and shot her wad of womanwetness on Hunter’s lustful face.
As Hunter relished the feeling of Mimi’s pulsating penis and exploding cream inside him, he enjoyed catching the messy squirts of cum from Areeya’s shecock with his playful tongue.
“Goot sissy”, Ruby said with a knowing smile as she watched him get drenched in cum and sweat.




TWRN Epilogue
After their sexy bout, the four of them showered together and Hunter explained that he had entered the room by mistake.
He happily paid them for their domination and sissification service and went to the correct room. He explained as to why he was late to Malee, which excited the Thai lady.
Hunter and Malee spent their whole week together with the three dominant ladyboys. Malee willingly shared her mouth, hand, ass, and pussy to service their hungry ladycocks.




SGB Chapter 1
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Chantelle carefully pressed the adhesive of her long wavy brown wig against her caramel forehead. She then pushed Jamal’s beefy ebony pecs from his white wife beater shirt using her raised elbows with feminine vigor from his naughty distraction.
“Cut it out, boo”, she said sternly as she concentrated in front of the vanity mirror in her bedroom decked in purple modernity.
“Ya’ll be wearing those panties and not letting me get some”, he said with a face painted with frustration as he grazed his bulge from his grey sweatpants against her back donned with nothing but a tight white t-shirt and black thongs that hugged every dangerous curve from her voluptuous 18-year-old body.
“Jamal! You know dad’s coming home soon. I already blew you for fuck’s sake”, she yelled. The 19-year-old jock brushed his black curly buzzcut with his fingers to the back of his head as the soft ember from his girlfriend’s floor lamp pronounced every muscle from his glorious 6ft. 3in. physique.
“Bitch!” he said as he fiddled with his girlfriend’s phone while casually hanging out on her pink cozy double bed.
Chantelle glacially turned her head and faced him with a look that she meant business. She didn’t appreciate the young man calling her out of her name.
“Bitches, fast cars, dollars, young money”, he continued playfully with a random tune—displaying that he somehow felt guilty but didn’t want to apologize.
Chantelle shook her head and continued applying her lace wig.
“Yo! What the fuck is this!?” Jamal asked furiously after seeing a text message from Morgan, Chantelle’s best friend’s boyfriend.
“Watchu mean?” Chantelle irritatingly asked. Jamal rushed to her and showed her the message.
“Chantelle, I know you and Audrey are tight but… I just want you to know that you’re always in my mind”, the text message said.
Chantelle and Jamal looked at each other with perturbed faces from Morgan’s audacity. Morgan, Jamal, Chantelle, and Audrey have been hanging out for almost a year and Morgan didn’t exhibit any clues that he had feelings for the young lady.
Morgan just mostly talked about his favorite video game streamers and had always been showy about how much he loved Audrey, his white girlfriend.
Chantelle and Jamal bickered after the young masculine man’s insistence that something was going on. Chantelle, enraged by the accusation, asked Jamal to text Morgan back to prove that there was no swirly betrayal happening.
Jamal almost broke Chantel’s iPhone with his strong grip as he texted Morgan back.
“What do you mean?” Jamal wrote. A few seconds later, Morgan replied.
“I’ve always fantasized about being with a black woman. Seeing you almost every day just strengthens those feelings. I hope I don’t offend you”, Morgan replied.
Jamal zipped his mouth from the revelation and handed the phone to his girlfriend.
“Mmm hmm, I told you. This pussy ain’t tasted a white boy dick, or any dick for that matter except yours!” she snappily informed.
Jamal took a quick break to soak in the betrayal.
“I can’t believe he had the audacity. Poor Audrey”, Chantelle followed. Jamal went back to bed and started texting Morgan in the guise of his girlfriend.
He started tugging the heartstrings of the 18-year-old white boy with false lascivious messages.




SGB Chapter 2
Two days later, in the same bedroom, on a snowy Saturday afternoon, Chantelle kissed her parents goodbye. Her father, in a taupe thermal jacket, opened the door as her mother gave her a stern look.
“Don’t do anything stupid”, her mother warned as she wore her black earmuffs. Chantelle smiled cheekily before her mother stepped out of their Brooklyn home and dashed to their black sedan.
Chantelle rushed upstairs to her bedroom in her purple tracksuit in a frantic state. She removed her athleisure ensemble with feminine vigor—revealing her perky 36DD round caramel breasts and sharp nipples surrounded by an areola with sweet shades of chocolate.
She opened her mirrored closet and took out a red sheer two-piece lingerie that left too little for the imagination. As she was hooking her red sheer bra on the back, the mirrored closet revealed every curve from her 5ft. 7in. frame.
Soon after, she picked up her red sheer thongs from the edge of the bed and inserted her leg in one hole. If only the mirror could talk, it would have nothing but compliments on how enticingly tight the young lady’s cleanly shaven vagina was.
She preened in the mirror and disdained her birthing hips that made her hourglass physique dangerously distracting.




SGB Chapter 3
Moments later, there they were, Chantelle, Jamal, and Audrey, patiently waiting to initiate their devised revenge. Jamal casually sat by his girlfriend’s purple tufted headboard resting his strong neck on his hands—revealing his girthy arms and hairy armpits—donned with nothing but tighty whities that barely contained his hairy and fat nine-inches chocolate pole in a manspread.
“It’s going to be alright, babe”, Chantelle assured as she caressed Audrey’s arm who stood by the mirrored closet in her 5ft. 4in. delicate physique in a pink tracksuit. She leaned her head on Chantelle’s shoulder as her long curly blonde hair tickled Chantelle’s breasts inside her red abrasive sheer bra.
“What if he tells on us?” Audrey asked in a pensive disposition caused by her double-edged conundrum. She wanted to get back at her boyfriend who had the gall to try and cheat on her just a week after she turned eighteen. But at the back of her mind, she was also terrified about the repercussions.
“He’s the dog. He needs to learn his lesson”, Chantelle answered with nonchalance.
“Ding!” the doorbell let out. Chantelle picked up her red silk robe that hung on the spine of her transparent vanity chair before sprinting to their house’s main door.
Damn!
“Wow!” Morgan exclaimed as soon as he saw Chantelle in her seductive ensemble. He leaned over for a hug but the lady pulled away and returned nothing but a faint smile.
Morgan shook his body from the freezing doorstep before hanging his coat on the hanger by the foyer. He removed his black-framed glasses and wiped them with his brown long-sleeve turtleneck shirt.
“Freezing out there”, Morgan said—shivering both from the snowy afternoon and the sight of Chantelle sitting casually on the brown leather l-shaped sofa.
She’s so hot…
In need of warmth, Morgan sauntered closer to Chantelle—creating an audibly round sound from his brown snow boots against the wooden floor.
He then sat half a meter beside her with his legs closed together brought upon by his uncontrollable nerves. As he tried to get closer, Chantelle moved away and returned his yearning with nothing but a fake smile.
I can’t take it anymore…
Morgan couldn’t handle the torturous tease anymore. He closed the gap with his 5ft. 11in. frame by moving his hips closer—almost demanding a steamy embrace.
“Yo, stop it!” Chantelle screamed. As soon as Audrey and Jamal heard Chantelle’s aggressive reluctance, they hustled from the wooden staircase where they were hiding.




SGB Chapter 4
Jamal pulled Morgan’s lanky body away from Chantelle by the armpits as Audrey pulled his hair with feminine vigor.
Fuck!
“Fuck you!” Audrey yelled as tears aggressively flowed down her rosy cheeks. Chantelle gave a proud look from the sofa as Audrey exhibited her retribution.
I’m sorry…
“Slap him!” Chantelle cheered. Morgan, brimming with guilt and embarrassment, succumbed to the impending punishment. Audrey stood in front of Morgan as his hands were bound by Jamal’s girthy arms on his back. She swung her soft hand with all the energy she could muster from her delicate body then landed it on the young man’s face.
Morgan’s glasses fell to the floor as a slight tear fell from his right eye. Audrey felt exhilarated after the first slap. She did five times more with each slap faster and harder than the last. Moments later, after countless slaps and kicks, she sat on the sofa—exhausted from the pain of the betrayal and every jolt of anger she let out.
“You messin’ with the wrong with one. If it’d be up to me you’d be dead by now”, Jamal said. He tightened his grip as his eyes blurred from bloodlust.
Fuck you!
“Tryna be all thug and fuck my woman with ‘yo white boy clit”, he continued.
“Come on babe, be nice. He’s my guest”, Chantelle said. She then glacially stood up and pulled Morgan’s earlobe then leaned in for a whisper.
“I’ll make your black fantasy come true, baby”, she said—making Jamal giggle. She lasciviously knelt and rubbed Morgan’s throbbing manhood that was begging to escape his blue jeans.
Oh fuck…
“Not bad”, Chantelle cheekily said before winking at Audrey from a distance. It might have felt wrong for Morgan to enjoy the sweet caress at a traumatic event in his life but somehow, it felt right.
She then unclasped the steel button of the young man’s jeans then pulled them down with feminine vigor.
“I do have that effect on men”, Chantelle proudly said after seeing Morgan’s blue checkered boxer shorts soiled in cum.
“Shut up”, Jamal interjected brought upon by his hormonal jealousy. Chantelle walked upstairs as Jamal continued grabbing his arm.
Audrey…
“Babe…”, Morgan called—begging for Audrey to turn her sight on him. She crossed her legs and raised her eyebrow, letting Morgan know that having a red face from her profuse slaps wasn’t enough price to pay for the attempted cheating.
Moments later, Chantelle emerged in her red two-piece ensemble with a one-piece sheer pink lingerie, a long straight brown wig, pink stockings, and a pink dildo in tow.
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“This wig has served me for two years”, Chantelle informed with a reminiscent smile. Jamal’s original plan when he texted to invite Morgan was to beat the shit out of him.
But when Chantelle heard about it, she found it uninventive. She tweaked his master plan of avenging her best friend—weaving it into something that involved Jamal giving Morgan a taste of his own medicine.
Jamal didn’t like the gay idea as he called it, but he couldn’t resist his girlfriend’s request. He reluctantly agreed and asked for one condition—that she’d dress Morgan up as a girl.
Chantelle…
Morgan shuddered, both from seeing Chantelle donned in an outfit that left almost nothing for the imagination and from the scene that was getting too weird for him. However, Jamal’s grip was too tight—almost breaking his bones and giving him no chance to react.
With bated breath from fear, he continued intently staring at Audrey—hoping that she’d look his way and provide reprieve by urging them to let him go.
Come on babe…
However, lady luck wasn’t anywhere near his proximity as Audrey kept staring blankly at the living room’s brown walls.
Chantelle shook her old wig—causing her other stuff to fall and the dildo to create a loud thump against the wooden floor.
“The fuck is that?!” Jamal asked—causing Chantelle to playfully giggle.
“I’m an Aquarius. I need creativity in my life”, Chantelle informed—further mystifying her boyfriend from his already confused thoughts about her ownership of a pink dildo.
“Let him go”, Chantelle commanded.
“Make one mistake and you’re over dog”, Jamal whispered right before pushing him, causing the lanky white boy to fall on the floor. He wanted to hug Audrey from the guilt devouring every fiber of his body but the stern warning overcame his hormonal urge.
“Take it off”, Chantelle ordered as she signaled Jamal to take Morgan’s brown turtleneck off. He followed his girlfriend’s command—hustling Morgan and taking every single foreign thing that covered his body.
What the fuck’s happening?!
Moments later, as he sat on the floor in a spooning position and his shoes, shirt, jeans, boxers, and glasses were chaotically placed in the living room, Chantelle leaned closer to Morgan as Jamal and Audrey watched from the couch.
“Nice ass”, Chantelle said before kicking Morgan’s milky ass. He gulped from the dominance and the menacing hint that was the last thing he needed to figure out what was about to happen.
Oh fuck!
“Please, don’t do this!” Morgan begged from fear of getting his cherry popped.
“Audrey, baby, come on…”, he called with a red face. Audrey, still in love with Morgan, gave up her stone-cold disposition. But she didn’t want to raise the white flag fully so she chose to bargain instead.
Babe…
“I will only forgive you… if you agree to do this”, she said as she tried her best not to release a single drop of tear from her welling eyes.
I’ll do anything!
Morgan, from hearing the chance of reconciliation, immediately mustered the courage to prove his love. He crawled towards Audrey’s legs and held them as tightly as he could from the floor.
“I’m really sorry baby, I’ll do anything for you”, he said as he drenched the tracksuit of his disappointed girlfriend with tears and sweat.
I love you, I love you, I love you!
“Okay, Morgan, boo hoo”, Chantelle mockingly said right before pulling his hair and dragging him away from Audrey with feminine vigor.
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Chantelle started applying adhesive on Morgan’s forehead as his circumcised pink slim five-incher twitched from the closeness of her dark nipples and huge breasts peeking from her sheer bra on his face.
This is wrong…
“Fuck!” Morgan let out a guttural groan after Audrey kicked his spine from seeing his hard-on. She continued assisting Chantel by brushing the straight brunette wig with her fingers as Jamal watched TikToks on the sofa from his phone.
“Oh, wow!” Chantelle exclaimed from the first sight of Morgan in a wig. His rosy skin was absent of facial hair and adolescent curses. Seeing how passable he looked with just a wig on greatly impressed the curvy young lady.
Audrey took a peak and giggled.
What now?
“Why’d you have to glue it on?” Audrey asked. Chantel didn’t return a verbal reply and rolled her eyes towards Jamal—signaling Audrey about the possibility of hair-pulling.
Being best friends since grade school, Audrey giggled as soon as she understood what Chantelle meant.
Moments later, there he was, Morgan in a brunette wig and a pink sheer lingerie combo complete with stockings and a garter belt.
“Dayum!” Jamal exclaimed—in awe of Morgan’s sissy state.
“I could work with that”, he giggled. The white young man quivered from the brute’s reaction causing him to squeeze his hands tightly.
The fuck?!
“Ta-da!” Chantelle announced right after showing Morgan a photo that she took from her phone of his sissified state. From his terrified state, his eyes widened as he started to grasp the reason behind their reactions.
Audrey wanted to compliment him so badly but she was determined to teach him a lesson by letting him feel that he wasn’t allowed to cross her hard lines.
Morgan started looking at how delicate his almost hairless legs looked in pink lace stockings. Before that event, he has never been mesmerized by the beauty of his lady-like limbs.
I can see why…
Albeit having long feet, they were narrow and well-arched. His legs were frail and had little to no trace of athleisure as he spent most of his free time playing video games and watching game streamers.
From his point of view in a spooning position, he could see his smooth milky thighs connected in a v-shape to his runway-worthy legs. If only his eyes could take photos, the view could pass for a La Perla ad.
As he was hypnotized by the sight of his newfound femininity, Chantelle handed Audrey the pink dildo.
“It’s time”, Chantelle said in a dramatic tone as she gently maneuvered Audrey to graze Morgan’s lips with the tip of the pink dildo.
This is insane!
Morgan, still horny for Chantelle, seized the opportunity as he thought that licking the dildo meant tasting remnants of Chantelle’s vaginal joy juices.
But this has been in her pussy for sure…
“Mmm”, Chantelle moaned from watching Morgan have the time of his life. He got so into the toy that he started suckling it—mimicking how female pornstars sucked dicks from his avid porn streaming sessions.
This isn’t so bad…
Audrey started creaming her pink tracksuit pants from her pantiless crotch from the novel sight of her boyfriend acting like a slut.
As the two ladies watched Morgan’s long tongue playfully flick on the shaft of the veiny toy, their clitorises twitched in myriads of directions. Moments later, Jamal couldn’t take the wait anymore. He stood up and then started dry-humping the back of Morgan’s head.
What the fuck, get off me!
Jamal giggled from the disbelief at what he was doing but Chantelle’s stern looks compelled him to keep his thoughts to himself. Moments later, his mind was overshadowed with lust as the thick wig and the sight of Morgan’s delicate back gave him an erection.
Audrey started feeling hot and bothered by the sight of Jamal’s yearning. After all, the man was an adonis. Albeit she loved her best friend to the core, she would sometimes play with herself and fantasize about his big black cock inside her tight pink pussy.
“The big guy’s ready…”, Jamal announced. The ladies nodded then stood up.
Fuckkk!




SGB Chapter 7
Morgan’s eyes widened from the announcement and watched the two ladies walk towards his back.
“Fuck!” Morgan let out after turning his head and seeing Jamal’s nine-inch hairy big black cock pulsating in front of him.
No, just no!
“Dude…” he let out. Chantelle and Audrey giggled as they were seated on the floor enjoying the sight of Jamal scaring Morgan with his fat cock.
“Fff-“, Morgan groaned right after he got dickslapped by his friend. As he was recovering from the big black blunt blow, Jamal inserted his mushroom head in his pink thin lips.
Ne-fucking-ver!
“You gone’ open it or I’mma put this in another hole?” Jamal said as Morgan blocked his BBC with his teeth. Audrey’s beads of sweat trickled down her breasts from Jamal’s dominance.
Chantelle started rubbing her clit against her abrasive red sheer panties then started kissing Audrey.
Audrey, in disbelief, let her euphoria overcome her virgin body. She returned her best friend’s luscious mouth with her thin tongue and started kissing her passionately.
Once Jamal saw the two girls enjoy themselves, his dick got harder. He maneuvered the white boy to face the ladies. As soon as Morgan saw them, he wanted to be part of their fun.
I have no choice…
But he couldn’t as his fear of getting his ass fucked consumed him. He slowly opened his mouth and started sucking Jamal as he played with himself while watching the two ladies kiss and touch each other's tits and pussies.
As he relished the sweet and salty taste of Jamal’s big black cock, he envisioned that he was sucking Chantelle’s juice-laced dildo.
This dick is huge, and it doesn’t taste so bad…
“Mmm!” Jamal moaned from his virgin mouth. It was the very first time that a dude has sucked his cock and it made no difference. He still enjoyed the wet, warm, and familiar feeling—with the help of Morgan looking like a femboy slut in pink lingerie.
As Morgan choked and gagged from Jamal’s big black cock, Chantelle unzipped Audrey’s tracksuit and then started giving gentle bites on her bestie’s pink perky nipples from her small tits.
“Oomph!” Audrey exclaimed from the ticklish feeling of Chantelle’s pearly whites. As Chantelle devoured her tiny tits, she returned the favor by tweaking her best friend’s deliciously dark nipples from the abrasive fabric of her sheer bra.
“Fuck!” Chantelle moaned lasciviously. The moment Jamal heard his girlfriend’s exclamation, he thrusted harder—loosening Morgan’s tonsil walls further.
“Gwak!” Morgan let out from choking. Audrey started rubbing Chantelle’s clitoris—putting her heterosexuality and virginity on life support. She leaned back and removed her tracksuit completely while her best friend rolled her pants down.
She sat on a spooning position then leaned over Chantelle’s crotch and rolled her red sheer panties to the side, revealing her best friend’s smooth pussy walls of orgasmic pleasure.
As she playfully tickled Chantelle’s clitoris with her swift tongue flicks, she could feel her milky thighs soaking in the slippery delight of her own precum.
“Mmm, girl…”, Chantelle moaned as her eyes rolled. Morgan couldn’t stop looking at the best friends and started jerking his cock at a rapid pace as Jamal bred his passages.
So fucking hot!
Morgan started aggressively sucking Jamal’s cock—turning the young black stud crazier. Moments later, Audrey took the pink dildo from the floor and started licking it. She opened Chantelle’s legs wider with feminine vigor and explored her brown pussy with the pink toy.
“You like it, Bestie?” she asked as she rubbed her clit and penetrated Chantelle. The sexy black lady couldn’t utter a word and returned the question with a lascivious nod.
“Fuck!” Jamal let out from Morgan’s wilful mouth that worked like a Dyson vacuum cleaner. He pulled out as he didn’t want to end the pleasure he was getting abruptly then turned his sight on the playful best friends.
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As Chantelle received every sweet blow from the dildo, she fingered her best friend’s tight pink pussy. Jamal sauntered towards them with a beating big black cock—distracting the two.
“Can I?” Jamal asked. Chantelle nodded in her euphoric state. She asked Audrey if it was okay for her boyfriend to fuck her. Without thinking things through, the white slut bent over in a begging position.
“Mmm!” Audrey moaned right after Jamal slapped her milky butt as he knelt behind her with his cock pointed toward the opening of the white girl’s pussy.
“This is my first time, be gentle”, Audrey requested.
Fuck, no!
“Watch and learn”, Jamal said as Audrey flipped her hair away from her face and looked at Morgan with a menacing visage.
“Do—“, Morgan let out but right before he could finish his sentence, Chantelle blocked his view with her wet pussy with the pink dildo in tow. She then pulled Morgan’s head and aggressively smooshed his face on her clitoris.
Fuck… yeah…
“Jamal!” Audrey exclaimed from the first thrust. Her pussy has never embraced something as long, fat, and hard as the black stud’s dick.
All her life—her fingers were only her resolve.
“Hungry white boy…”, Chantelle moaned as Morgan licked her clit at a rapid pace. Audrey was in disbelief that Chantelle would ever share Jamal with her as she endured hearing her constant complaints regarding Jamal liking other women’s photos on Instagram.
Jamal sunk his fingers harder on her delicate hips as he pounded her without gentleness.
“Ah, ah, ah!” Audrey yelled with utmost delight as she laced Jamal’s BBC with traces of crimson from the cherry picking. She started circling her hips and clenched her vaginal muscles tighter—letting Jamal know that he was always welcome to breed her.
“Oomph!” Morgan let out after Chantelle slapped his face with the dildo after attempting to put his fingers inside her wet kitty.
“You ain’t doin’ none of that”, she explained. She continued aggressively rubbing her clit against his tongue and moments later…
“Mmm”, Chantelle moaned as she released her warm ladycream on Morgan’s delicate face. Just before she could relish the moment further, she pulled his ear—leading him to crawl toward the direction of where Jamal happily fucked his girlfriend.
“Where you at girl?” Chantelle asked with a soiled vagina.
“So fucking close…”, Audrey let out—almost inaudibly from the delirious delight. Jamal pulled Audrey’s blonde hair tightly as he pounced harder—creating thunderous clapping sounds.
“Drink her juice!” Chantelle ordered as she maneuvered Morgan to open his mouth and wait for a drop below Audrey’s crotch.
“I…”, Audrey let out.
“Whoo! This pussy real tight!” Jamal let out as sweat trickled down his puffy pecs.
“I’m cu—“, but right before Audrey could finish her sentence, she released a pussypuddle, drenching Morgan’s face and Chantelle’s old lace wig with pinkish streams. Chantelle playfully teased Morgan’s dick with intermittent licks as Audrey guiltlessly quenched Morgan’s thirst with her waterfall.
Jamal pulled out again—almost losing his mind from the forced edging that his girlfriend requested and sat patiently on the floor with a pulsating and insatiable big black cock.
As Audrey sat on Morgan’s face, Chantelle went upstairs. Jamal tried his best not to touch himself from watching Audrey almost suffocate Morgan with her wet and wild pussy.
Moments later, Chantelle emerged with a red ribbon in tow.
“Time to wrap it up”, she cheekily said, causing Jamal to give Morgan a menacing grin.
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Audrey unhinged herself from her boyfriend without looking him in the eyes.
I was supposed to be your first…
“Fuck!” Morgan let out after Jamal grabbed him and forced him into a dog-style position.
What the fuck!?
“Tryna’ dog my bestie. How about you be my bitch?” Chantelle suggested as Morgan knelt on the floor with his hands tightly hinged to Jamal’s inescapable grip.
Morgan, too deep into the rabbit hole of fears of losing Audrey and lustful desires for Chantelle, closed his eyes with bated breath.
“I thought you weren’t gonna fuck me”, Morgan softly complained.
“I sucked your cock…”, he added.
“Shut up!” Chantelle said.
She then tied Morgan’s hands behind his back with the red ribbon as Audrey fed his mouth with the pink dildo.
“Remember, it’s this or I break up with you”, Audrey uttered without a single care about her boyfriend’s feelings.
I guess this is the price to pay…
Morgan reluctantly nodded as Chantelle leaned closer to Jamal and kissed him passionately as he grazed his dick in between Morgan’s boypussy walls.
“I love you, boo”, Jamal let out with warm breaths.
“Mmm hmm”, Chantelle replied as she exchanged tongues with him like she was tying a cherry twig knot. Morgan tried his best to catch Audrey’s attention by looking intently at her but her eyes were glued to the kissing couple.
Moments later, Chantelle generously spat on her hand and started lubricating Morgan’s sissypussy.
Fuck…
Morgan shuddered from the glorious feeling of Chantelle’s wet caress on his manhole. But before he could relish the gentle touch, Chantelle inserted two of her delicate fingers into his confinement.
“Mmm!” Morgan let out from the sharp pain. He couldn’t utter a single word from the pink toy’s invasion of his mouth. Chantelle continued kissing Jamal while she fingered Morgan as Jamal slapped his milky ass with his heavy hard-on in a myriad of directions.
Why does it feel good…
Morgan started feeling differently as the pain started vanishing. With every poke of Chantelle’s fingers deep into his asshole, his dick twitched from the novel tactile delight. He closed his eyes and rolled his head from the wonderful feeling of being fingered for the very first time.
As he closed his eyes from euphoria, Audrey looked at him—stealing glances and secretly enjoying watching her boyfriend suck the pink toy.
She forced the dildo deeper, causing him to tear up, which excited the young lady more. Jamal, who couldn’t take the yearning anymore, took Chantelle’s hand and put her arms over his shoulder.
He picked her up—turning Morgan into a human chair.
“Mmm!” Morgan groaned from the heavy lifting and the heavy-handed thrusts of Audrey with the pink toy.
“Mmm!” he groaned once more, but more audibly, as Jamal pushed half of his big black cock inside him.
“Fuck!” Jamal exclaimed from the glorious novel feeling of putting his dick inside extra-tight confinement.
“Ggg”, the young black stud shuddered as he pushed harder. Morgan breathed harder with a scarlet face from the impalement. Jamal unhinged and pounced him again without a single care like he was doing the reversed taking of the Excalibur.
“Mmm, mmm!” Morgan groaned.
“Oh, boo”, Chantelle softly said from the extreme turn-on from her point-of-view of Jamal’s abs and his hairy BBC entering a sissy white boy’s ass. Moments later, as Chantelle comfortably sat atop Morgan’s lower back, soiled it with her cum, and kissed her boyfriend as Jamal guiltlessly pounced the white boy’s virgin hole, Morgan started feeling mindblowing sensations with every deep thrust of Jamal’s yearning.
Every time the young stud poked his prostate, the sissy’s dick twitched in a myriad of directions and profusely released jolts of precum. Meanwhile, Jamal felt as if he was being choked by a goddess of orgasm every time Morgan accidentally clenched his anal muscles.
“Gah!” Jamal let out briefly and then continued kissing Chantelle and fucking the white sissy. As he pumped his ass more, he started tugging the sissy’s brown wig.
“Mmm!” Morgan let out from the lustful pouncing.
“That’s what you deserve!” Audrey said as she thrusted the dildo deeper into her boyfriend’s throat. She then spat on his face but Morgan was too busy relishing the feeling of a big black cock pouncing on his ass that he ignored Audrey’s little act of wet vengeance.
“Fuck!” Jamal let out once more as he continued fucking Morgan and Chantelle’s breasts bounced from the shaky white boy ride.
Morgan blushed from the delightful sensations and shortly after, released his sissygravy messily on the wooden floor.
“Mmm, mmm”, Morgan groaned from the most intense orgasm that he has ever felt in his life.
“Gah!” Jamal yelled as he pulled the wig tighter, causing it to detach from the sissy’s glued forehead. Not long after, he unhinged himself and sprinted toward Morgan’s face. Chantelle instinctively followed her boyfriend as he aggressively jerked his big black cock on his face.
Audrey unhinged the dildo from her boyfriend’s throat to make room for Jamal’s almost erupting volcano. She pushed it into Morgan’s sore and crimson-laced asshole at a hastened pace as everyone anticipated the big black stud’s release.
“Ahhh!” Jamal exclaimed, bellowing every room in Chantelle’s house.
“Fffuuuck!” he let out as he shook his body from the repressed gratification. Morgan endured the bittersweet taste as Jamal’s babygravy streamed gently down his throat.
So thick…
“This shit’s wild!” Jamal let out in a convulsive state. Chantelle continued kissing him as his penis pulsated inside the sissy’s warm mouth. Audrey kept fucking Morgan with the dildo—milking his tiny pink balls dry.
“Dayummm!” Jamal let out before unhinging himself from the newly-blessed cumdump. Shortly after, with the dildo still inside Morgan’s ass, Audrey untied the red ribbon.
She gently laid beside him on the floor and gave him a reluctant peck on the lips.
“Don’t you ever… fucking… lie to me again”, Audrey warned right before caressing his red and sweaty face and kissing him passionately.
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Morgan learned his lesson and never kept a single secret from Audrey again. After five years, they all graduated from college except for Jamal who dropped out and became a successful rapper.
Chantelle broke up with him two years after graduating as she couldn’t take his busy schedule. Jamal continued exploring his sexuality by having sex with his transgender women fans.
The breakup didn’t affect Chantelle too much as she realized that she disdained to be on the waiting and receiving end. She was too independent and creative for the mundane square life. She elevated her kinks by becoming one of the most sought-after dominatrix mistresses online.
Audrey worked as a curator in an art gallery and Morgan started building his career as a game designer. Their relationship remained strong and had sissy sex from time to time to escape from their boring lives.
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As Karl wiped the beads of sweat from his fluffy neck with his favorite blue handkerchief just outside of the Kinky Winky adult toy store on a sweltering July afternoon in San Francisco, he pondered how exciting it was to get his new toy for free from his impending performance using his gift of gab.
You’re not gonna get a hundred bucks out of me.
He glanced at the fleshlight toy that he bought three days ago from the store in a discreet brown paper bag and then fixed the collar of his white linen long-sleeved shirt.
As he sauntered towards the store, his car and house keys chimed as they hung onto his black slacks with every confident step. With a displeased look and a raised chin that extended his 5ft. 4in. tubby frame to an inch more, the store’s white fluorescent light bounced against his silky bald head.
“Welcome, sir”, a young and frail East Asian female store attendant in a red t-shirt and black slacks greeted. He returned her friendliness with absolute zilch as he marched between rows of dildos, French maid uniforms, lingerie, handcuffs, fleshlights, and more.
“I want my money back! This doesn’t work!” he infuriatingly said to the store’s cashier as he excitedly recalled the store’s policy. It was that if the customers were satisfied, they’d get the product for free and they’d get store credits with the same amount of their purchase or their money back.
“Oh, but that’s our bestseller. Those undergo strict quality control. Can you elaborate on why it doesn’t work?” the young and lanky South Asian cashier requested.
Ah! Fiesty young man! Wait for it!
“I have read the fine print and your store promised that we could return anything if we’re not satisfied. Sexual satisfaction is subjective. Would you like me to elaborate on why this stupid thing failed to express my semen?” Karl asked condescendingly.
The cashier bowed his head in apology.
“But sir…”, the cashier followed.
“I don’t have time for this…”, Karl informed.
“I’d like to speak to the manager!” he followed. The cashier, not wanting to escalate the situation and compromise his position, succumbed to Karl’s complaint.
“Alright sir, let me just mark—“, the cashier followed but right before he could finish his sentence, Bruna, the Brazillian middle-aged and ripped transgender woman and store manager of Kinky Winky emerged from the backroom with the same red-collared t-shirt and black slacks ensemble that the other staff wore with a knowing smile.
“Ahh, yes sir, what seems to be the problem here?” Bruna queried after hearing Karl’s audible exclamation.
“And who are you?!” Karl asked as he looked up at the store manager and ex-Olympian’s 6ft. 2in. buff frame.
“I’m the manager”, Bruna replied without a flinch.
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“Well, miss manager, this stupid thing doesn’t work and this gentleman here has kindly agreed to return my money”, Karl said with a smirk.
Bruna nodded and maneuvered the cashier to let her take over recording the incident report on the store’s iPad. She flipped her long and curly brunette locks in a ponytail away from her broad shoulders and pursed her ruby-painted lips.
She leaned closer and ducked as his face couldn’t manifest anything but anxiety from the transgender woman’s seductive yet intimidating demeanor.
Well, she’s kinda hot…
“How about, I explain to you how this thing exactly works, and if you’re still not satisfied, we will give you twice your money back and give you a new stock of this?” she offered as she grazed the pink fleshlight’s pussy-looking mouth and locked his eyes in a siren-gaze.
He gulped from the generous offer and the lacking proximity of her oppressive breasts from her shirt to his body by the slim white wood partition of the counter.
Without thinking things through, he nodded. She gave him a friendly smile before leading him to the backroom as she twirled the fleshlight in her hand like she was a majorette playing with a baton.
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As soon as Karl entered the backroom that held a polarizing difference from the bright store, more beads of sweat formed on his neck. The faint light from the yellow bulb on the ceiling in the dark room filled with nothing but steel lockers spun a harrowing feeling inside of him.
“I-it’s o—“, he murmured but right before he could finish his sentence, Bruna removed her black scrunchie—revealing her long brunette hair.
Woah!
She flipped her silky locks and faced him as she caressed the toy with the fluffy hair tie on her wrist.
“What’s your name?” she asked from a distance.
“Ka-Karl”, he replied with an obvious stutter.
“Ha ha ha! How fitting”, she replied.
What?!
“You’re better off as Karen. I’ve had so many encounters with people like you”, she said right before taking her shirt off.
Fuck!
She sauntered closer in a black leather bra—giving him a better look at her 42DD breasts, six-pack abs, and girthy arms. He wasn’t into masculine women but when a gorgeous caramel-skinned Amazon was presented ten inches away from him, he felt too powerless to retort.
“Ouch!” he let out after Bruna slapped his plump butt with the toy.
“I don’t think you’re using it the right way. Don’t worry, I’ll teach you how”, she assured as he relished the floral smell that her almost naked body profusely released.
What the fuck!
He quivered right after she carelessly opened the locker and took out a pink lace panty with a hole on the back and a short blonde wig with an edgy cut.
“Karen”, she said.
“I’m not Karen!” he retaliated. Unappreciative of the disrespect, she swung the rubber toy with feminine vigor and landed it forcefully on his left cheek.
“You are fucking Karen!” she yelled—with a sound almost audible enough to escape the soundproof backroom. As his sore face tried to recover from the blow, he couldn’t escape from the fear of drawing out more anger from the manager.
Fuck…
“All mouth, all wah wah wah”, she mockingly said with a talking hand gesture as she grazed his butt with the tip of the toy.
“I’m sorry…” he replied as he stood catatonic.
“I’m so tired of people like you, mooching off from our generous store policy. How many times did this get you off?” she asked as she rubbed his boner from his restrictive tighty whities and black slacks.
She knows…
“I’m sorry, I’ll just take it home. Please…”, he begged as she aggressively rubbed his bulge with her strong scarlet-manicured hands.
“Mmm!” he let out right after she pressed his face against her oppressive breasts.
Oh fuck…
She straddled in front of him and forcefully shook his head—urging him to motorboat her tits as the wig and lingerie from her hands tickled his back.
“Ahh! That’s how you do it Karen”, she said in euphoria.
“Unhook it!” she ordered. With a pulsating penis and a terrified disposition, he liberated her tits and continued motorboating her tanned boobs and dark brown perky nipples.
“Gahhh!” she exclaimed as she took delight in the tactile warmth of his scarlet face. Done with the foreplay, he gave into his hunger and started suckling her right tit.
“Mmm. Karen’s hungry”, she let out as he groaned with fervor from the sweet taste.
What!?
He shook his head from her attempt to place the wig atop his shiny head.
“What are you doing!?” he asked after pulling away.
“Fuckkk!!!” he followed after she grabbed his balls and squeezed them with feminine vigor.
“This is part of the full experience of this toy. You fucking ate my tits. You do as I say or I report you for assault!” she followed.
What have I gotten myself into!?
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Without any more reason to retaliate, Karl succumbed as he endured the jolts of pain from his twisted testicles.
“Ah!” Bruna said jokingly as she gestured to breaking his shirt with her strong grip on the fabric’s partition.
“Let’s not break it, it looks fancy”, she followed, referring to his white linen shirt. As she unclasped the stainless steel buttons aggressively, he couldn’t help but shiver as his knees started to weaken.
“I like me a chubby sissy”, she informed as she squeezed his round belly.
“Oh!” he let out after she cupped his plump buttocks—making the confines of his tighty whities stricter than ever.
“Damn, Karen, such a huge ass for a white girl”, she complimented.
She’s mental…
She then jiggled it with fervor—causing his keys to formulate chiming sounds.
“Jingle butt, jingle butt”, she playfully sang. He wanted to laugh but the fear of getting his balls squeezed once more shut him up.
Moments later, there he was, Karl in a Karen wig and with nothing but a holed pink cotton panty covering his pale, chubby, and almost hairless body.
“Ha ha! That’s why it doesn’t work. Your sissy clitty is too small for this thing”, she insultingly remarked as she grazed his soiled crotch with the tip of the fleshlight.
Sissy clitty!?
She then unclasped the button of her black slacks, letting them fall on the floor—revealing her oppressive bulge contained only by a black leather panty as she straddled close to him in her black Yeezys.
Fuck, hell no!
As he started absorbing the revelation of her being a transgender woman, he felt more catatonic with heightened fear.
There’s just no way to escape this…
“This was made for huge dicks. Not hard three-inchers”, she followed. She sauntered towards the catatonic man and pushed his shoulders down—forcing him to land on his knees on the shiny gray floor.
“Pull it down with your teeth, Karen”, she commanded as she grimaced at him. Albeit not having an interest in her shecock, he couldn’t stop getting the sails down from the magnificent view of her gigantic breasts from his point of view on the floor.
To him, she was the perfect woman. Tall, beautiful, tanned, and has huge tits—minus the girthy muscles that he didn’t possess. If not only for her dick, he might’ve already released his scared semen on his pink panties.
As he got closer, he started getting a whiff of her testosterone.
Mmm… it’s not so bad…
To his surprise, he wasn’t repulsed by the sillage of her Brazillian shecock mixed with leather nether ladybits. He found it intoxicating—almost urging him to take a bite and blow every drop of super-straightness away from his body.
He opened his small mouth and took a bite of the edge of her panty’s shiny fabric as her errant dark pubic hair tickled his strong nose. A few seconds later, there it was, her nine-inch uncircumcised ladycock pulsating and flapping on his face.
“Lubricate it”, she ordered—leaving him no room for reluctance and reaction.
Fuck… I’m not gay!
“I’m not g—gwak”, before he could finish sharing the information about his sexual orientation, she poked his tonsil with her yearning.
“Is your tongue gonna lay there like a clam?!” she haughtily asked.
Fuck…
She channeled her full-grown impatience by maneuvering his head in a clockwise motion. As he choked, teared up, and gagged, he kept wondering why his sissyclitty stood still.
Why does it taste good…
“Gahhh!” she let out as she shivered in euphoria. She pushed his head away just right before he started relishing the bittersweet taste of her Brazillian mommygravy and picked up the fleshlight from the floor—scattered along with his mundane male clothing.
“Now this is how this toy works…”, she informed as she rolled her eyes from the orgasmic cushion of the toy and his warm saliva. She gestured for him to eat her breasts and he followed her without a smidge of a complaint.
“You see?!” she uttered as she forced him to watch her beat her shecock with the pricey toy.
“That’s right, keep doing that Karen…”, she cheered as he devoured her milk tanks as if it was his first meal of the day.
“Mmm!” he let out muffled moans from the delightful salty taste—almost messing up his Karen wig.
“Yo-you know… cu-customer s-service is hard”, she let out with words interrupted by his mastery of suckling tits. As she bobbed the toy up and down on her girthy, veiny, tanned, and uncut ladydick, his soft bites and sloppy slurps went rhythmically with her every jerking motion.
“Gggahhh!” she let out in a guttural groan from her ladyballs demanding release. She pushed him away from her milk mountains and inserted the handle of the toy in his mouth.
Ahh!
“I want to kiss you but you have crusty lips”, she said. She scurried to the closest locker and took out her small black makeup pouch. Shortly after, she uncapped her Tom Ford red lipstick and removed the toy from his mouth.
“Open your mouth!” she ordered as his eyes emanated with fear. As he held the toy, she started painting his lips as her erection grazed his thighs.
So buttery…
“There! Now it looks like it’s begging to be kissed”, she uttered proudly. For some reason, her warning switched his inhibitions to yearning. She leaned closer and caressed his nape.
“This is how you manage an incident report…”, she whispered with warm breaths.
“You pretty little thing”, she followed as she squeezed his plump ass.
Mmm…
With an inescapable grip on his neck and back, she locked lips with him—not minding the mess she made from the freshly-applied red bullet.
“Sweet lips”, she murmured. It was the very first time he has kissed a transgender woman. The warmth, softness, and tactile sensations were uncannily the same as from any other woman that he has been with.
But what made her kiss different was that he was powerless to do anything. He felt liberated. All he had to do was relax his body and let her take the lead and enjoy the ride.
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As Karl was relishing Bruna’s sweet saliva, she prematurely pulled away.
“On your knees!” she ordered.
What the fuck’s wrong with her?!
He felt perturbed as to why she suddenly switched from someone who treated him so lovingly back to someone whose gentleness was nowhere to be found.
As he switched on all fours, she displeasingly stared.
“That’s not how you do it”, she informed right before stepping on his lower back with her right foot, forcing him to push his buttocks into the air and lose his grip on the toy.
“Perfect!” she remarked with applause. Without thinking things through, she knelt and ducked then started circling her tongue on his pink walls of delight.
“Ahh!” he softly let out from the novel feeling of a warm tongue flicking his boypussy. At that very moment, he released more jolts of precum, turning his panties extra damp.
“Mmm, tight… too bad I don’t have a razor now”, she let out as she pondered about the need to clip his errant blonde anal hairs.
“Ha ha, look at those tiny balls jiggling”, she quipped briefly from feeling his testicles grazing her chin.
“Ahh!” he let out after she surprised his tight confines with a finger insertion. She circled her middle finger, poking every sensate sisssyspot, making him feel like he just won the lottery of orgasm.
Maybe I’m gay…
As he gasped from her intense finger-play, she handed him the toy.
“Suck on it”, she ordered in a deep tone—referring to the toy’s handle.
“Yeah… that’s it, Karen”, she cheered as her shecock twitched in a myriad of directions. She unhinged her finger and spat generously on her hand right before adding her index in the naughty digging.
“Mmm!” he groaned from the heightened sensation. He wanted to express his elation more vividly but the toy inside his mouth muffled his resonance.
“Seems like you’re enjoying yourself, sissyslut”, she added. Shortly after, she removed her fingers from his yearning orifice and took the toy out of his sloppy mouth.
“You can’t use this with your tiny wee wee. No wonder it didn’t work for you”, she informed giggly. Without thinking things through, she inserted half of its base, turning his blushed face scarlet.
“Fffuck!” he let out from the surprisingly sharp pain of the girthy toy.
“Oh, don’t be too dramatic. What I’m going to put inside that sluthole later is much thicker”, she warned while rejoicing at the sight of the chubby complainant getting what he deserved.
“You see Karen, sometimes, you have to exhaust all of your options before asking for a refund…”, she murmured as she twisted the toy inside his ass like a screwdriver.
“…because not all managers are nice. Some of them are bad…”, she followed as she inserted the entirety of the toy’s seven inches of plastic delight inside him.
“Ahhh!” he let out in a guttural scream.
Fu-u-uckkk!
“Shh… shh… it’s going to be alright”, she assured. He wanted to unhinge but her grip was too tight and her warm breaths oddly calmed him.
“See, it’s working”, she said as she continued twisting the toy with one hand and rubbing his soiled three-incher with the other. She then rolled his panties to the side and took her scrunchie off her wrist then twisted it several times to tie his hard sissyclitty tightly.
“Ooomph!” he softly let out from the brief pain which helped him express a jolt of sissysemen.
“Open your mouth, taste yourself”, she gently commanded. As he relished the taste of his babygravy, the pain started blowing away.
Mmm… this feels so fucking good…
“I knew you’d like it. You have that typical whore face”, she let out. Too hot and bothered at the sight of the chubby sissy sucking her fingers like a coyote, she took the toy out of his ass and started grazing his sweet hole with her meaty mushroom head.
“Ohhh, Karen…”, she moaned as she knelt and tickled his bubbly bum with her ladydick.
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“So wet, so wild…” Bruna followed. With all her feminine vigor, she carried Karl and sunk her fingers in his milky thighs.
“I didn’t spend years throwing Javelin to put these muscles to rest”, she murmured before engorging his delicate mouth—further messing up their red lipsticks.
She is so strong…
At that moment, Karl’s heterosexuality was on life support. He genuinely started enjoying the orgasmic perks of being Karen. He started kissing her with gung-ho, almost causing the wig to fall to the floor.
“Ahh!” he moaned as she motorboated his chubby tits.
“Milky milky”, she playfully said as his pink perky nipples tickled her face. She flipped her hair away from her sweaty and girthy neck then impaled his sweethole without a warning.
“Wahhh!” she screamed from the intense feeling of his warm embrace.
“Ahh!” he yelled—right after she made him feel what it was like to perform a reverse taking of the Excalibur.
Man… this is the best!
As her shecock playfully pulsated in him, he couldn’t help but profusely moan from the delightfully delirious feeling. The toy and fingers were good but they couldn’t compare to her smooth, silky, sturdy, and warm Brazillian meat.
“Why do I like it…”, he said as he unknowingly and intermittently clenched his anal muscles from the joy of cherry picking.
“Because you’re a sissy, you like big cocks”, she whispered—barely decipherable from her horny quiver.
“Karen, I have to have you!” she yelled—all fired up from the bated release. She unhinged her cock and impaled him again—making it harder and deeper than the first one.
“My go—“, he let out from the pain and pleasure. He rolled his head and his eyes from the mindblowing sensation.
“Tell me you want me…”, she murmured with warm breaths.
“I want you… manager…”, he replied in a slutty tone.
“Oh, Karen!” she let out after the third thrust.
“Yes manager…”, he answered as trickles of sweat overflowed from his wig down to his neck.
“Wahh, wahh!” she exalted in a rabid state as she pounced his yearning like a jackrabbit.
“Whoo!” he let out as his eyes kept rolling from the unmitigable euphoria.
“Karen!” she called as every vein from her shecock felt like they were going to burst inside his bubble butt.
“Manager!” he called as every poke signaled his sissyballs to release.
“Ka—“
“ah—”
“ren!” she orgasmically recited. Right before she could finish the last syllable of his sissy name, she unleashed her womanwad in him. As her thick and warm shesperm trailed his passages, he squirted his sissysemen abundantly on her sweaty rock-hard abs.
“Manager…”, he let out softly. She gently opened her eyes and leaned in for a kiss as he let her shecock freely pulsate inside of his freshly picked cherry without hesitations, without complaints, and without refunds.




KMTM Epilogue
After his first bout with Bruna’s penis, Karl started coming to the store to bring her flowers. They started dating and eventually, became a couple.
Bruna would dress up Karl as Karen whenever they made love and would often shower him with Kinky Winky’s new plus-size lingerie arrivals.
Karl stopped scamming businesses but he would often complain about the quality of the lingerie that he gets from Bruna only because he wanted her to punish him.
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On a chilly January night in Orlando, Florida, it was Manny’s sixth sleepover day. As he hung out in his 25-year-old best friend Jose’s bedroom decked in blue bachelor and chaotic modernity, he couldn’t stop himself from going further down into the rabbit hole of the deep web. He finally succumbed after reading a tantamount of back and forths on Reddit regarding making a quick buck on the TOR browser. Lady luck must have been on his side as his geeky best friend had ways of opening the portal and entering the obscure server.
“Why don’t you just get a job dude? You finished architecture and all”, Jose suggested as he frantically pressed the buttons of the joystick of his PS5 and crinkled his black Metallica t-shirt against his queen-sized bed.
“I lost millions bro, I can’t get those even if I worked for ten years for some random company”, Manny replied as he intently perused deep web forums on his laptop on the gray rug.
Sissification?
Suddenly, the words Sissification and Feminization grabbed his undivided attention. With a single left click, an influx of middle-aged men in lingerie acting like sluts bombarded his screen.
The fuck!?
He giggled from the sight of what he considered utter foolery up until he had an AHA moment.
Well, at least this isn’t as gross as the other stuff…
Without thinking things through, he scrolled down some more and landed on a search posted by the username mrs.morningwood.
The subject wrote, “Obedient Sissy Wanted”, and in the description, it asked interested applicants to apply with their age and a clear photo of their face.
“One Bitcoin is waiting for the lucky sissy who will provide me with a night of utmost pleasure”, it followed. Coin Market Cap, a charting website that enlists cryptocurrencies, coins, and tokens, along with their real-time prices was frequented by him and he knew that at that time, one Bitcoin amounted to more than $19,000.
Ha! So I’ll be some sort of prostitute for one night. Let’s go!
He scoured through his folder and looked for what he constituted as his most pleasant photo. It was of him in a white collared shirt with a kind smile that emanated from his pearly whites and deep brown eyes.
There you go!
As he brushed his spiky brunette locks to the back of his head, he frantically bit his lower lip from the anticipation. An hour have gone by and he still didn’t get a reply from the search poster. He then hopped onto the bed, joining his chubby friend in a game of hack and slash.
Three hours later and it was past 2:00 AM when the pockets from his brown cargo shorts started vibrating. There it was, a reply from mrs.morningwood, asking to meet up two days later in a Four Seasons Hotel in a penthouse suite.
“Bro!” he exclaimed as he showed his best friend the message. Perturbed and hungry, Jose’s visage was painted with mystification as to why he was so excited about the reply.
He then showed him the sissy content—causing him to let out a hearty laugh that shortly turned to concern.
“Dude, you don’t have to do this. What if some psycho killer shows up with a chainsaw?” Jose uttered—scaring his best friend in an effort to discourage him.
“It’s the Four Seasons. I don’t think anything bad will happen to me. Bro, if I get this money I can invest in more coins! I’ll do better this time!” he informed with gung-ho. Jose shook his head in disappointment before commencing his video game.
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Two days later, there he was, in the oppressive lobby of the Four Seasons in Orlando, decked in beige and crystal elegance. Because his millions only circulated in the smart chains, he didn’t have the chance to enjoy his earnings and experience the finer things in life.
As he inhaled the sillage of the lobby’s fresh scent on that particular January Floridian evening, he frantically pressed the creases of his black collared t-shirt against his 5ft. 11in. lanky and tan body with his hands.
“You can come up now Mr. Moreno, Room 1603”, the tall and athletic Indian receptionist informed. As his black sneakers pressed against the plush carpet with the steps he took, he started hesitating.
Maybe Jose’s right. This is too good to be true…
With a heart pulsating like it never had before, he started texting Jose and passed him the room details. Moments later, there he was, at the doorstep of the luxury suite.
With a shaky finger, he tried pressing the doorbell. But as soon as he felt the cool button, he walked away.
One Bitcoin… one Bitcoin!
He sauntered towards the doorstep again—feeling his limbs melting when…
“Manny?” a slender lady that towered over him in a black silk robe and six-inches black patent leather pointy stilettos that boosted her height from 5ft. 11in. to 6ft. 5in. greeted.
Oh wow!
Suddenly, all his apprehensions blew away from the sight of her long curly blonde locks, full ruby lips, and cat-like sapphire eyes.
“Come inside”, she muttered in a friendly tone. Suddenly, her voice became more familiar and her visage started pouring epiphany into his brain.
"Quickly!” she let out in an audible whisper as she signaled for him to come closer from her black leather gloves.
T-taylor Switch?
Standing catatonic, in awe of the pop star’s stunning beauty, he couldn’t help but gaze in bewilderment.
“Yes, it’s me, Taylor Switch. Ugh! I can’t believe that I got another fan. Dammit”, she said—her face painted with agony from having to send another person home again as she didn’t enjoy playing with groupies.
“N-no! I mean, I know who you are but I don’t really listen to pop music”, he frantically answered back.
She let an eyebrow raise from the audacious reply along with an open mouth from disbelief.
“Well… I don’t know if I should feel offended but, hmm, I’d take that, besides, you’re pretty”, she said as she playfully caressed his cheeks.
Ahhh… but you’re the pretty one…
He blushed as he tried solidifying his jelly-like knees but before he could relish the compliment long enough, she scurried towards one of the bedrooms, leaving him standing obliviously in the oppressive living room decked in beige elegance and crystal.
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Moments later, his patience was gratified with her emergence in a tight black leather corset, black fishnet stockings that crisscrossed against her long and lean legs which clung to a black lace garter belt, black pointy stilettos and red leather panties which looked like it was stuffed with a sock.
What a babe!
“One word about this rendezvous and you’re done,” she informed. Her confidential plays can be tracked easily as she was smart enough to organize her kinky meetups by wearing different sets of lingerie and choosing different hotel locations. One minute detail could tell her who tattled to the press without going through the long list of her black book.
“This will be your uniform”, she said with a long and straight brunette wig in tow and a black leather slave outfit ensemble.
She sauntered closer as his eyes widened from the vividness of the bulge that glimmered from the soft ember of the room’s yellow floor lamps.
Is that what I think it is?
“Remove your stupid clothes!” she ordered in a commanding yell. At that very moment, his lasciviousness turned to fear but his member remained solid inside his white khaki shorts from the novel experience of being in the same room with a celebrity in lingerie.
Rattled and horny, he took off his black t-shirt, revealing his slim, tanned, and almost hairless body. He then unbuttoned his shorts as she stood impatiently—tapping her shoes against the plush white carpet.
Moments later, there he was, in his soiled tighty whities and white socks, shivering from the embarrassment and cold.
What the fuck!?
Suddenly, an aggressive twitch appeared from her leather panties, distracting the young and greedy man. Hypnotized by the sight, he looked intently as she aggressively flexed her boner quicker—letting him witness his effect on her.
“Yes, this is real. I’ve been keeping this secret for a very long time and I’m determined to keep it that way… even if it meant eliminating people who don’t know how to keep their mouths shut”, she threatened with a giggle.
She dropped the sissy gear on the floor and knelt.
Woah!
She pulled him closer by grabbing his thighs with feminine vigor and sunk her face into his crotch. She inhaled his testosterone aggressively, causing him to release a bubble of precum.
Fuck!
“You smell good. But I’m not in the mood to be a bottom bitch today”, she informed. She rolled his briefs down—revealing his tan, girthy, and hairy seven-incher before stamping it with a kiss mark from her ruby-painted lips.




BB Chapter 4
As his penis profusely pulsated, she stood up and took off her red leather panties. Shortly after, there it was, her pink and circumcised ladystaff intently pointing at his.
“Haiyah!” she playfully let out as she slapped his yearning with her eight-incher.
Ha ha!
He tried his best not to burst out in laughter as he did not want to hear her commanding yell again. Moments later, the quirky feeling ended abruptly when she forcefully tied his shaft with the red leather panty.
“Ah!” he screamed in agony.
Fuck!
“I forgot my cage, this will do for now”, she explained. Moments later, she took the pair of black nylon stockings from the floor and stretched the holes wide.
She crawled to him and tapped his leg—signaling him to insert his hairy lean legs in them.
“Now that’s ugly”, she insultingly said—pertaining to his hairy legs.
“I don’t want to see that next time”, she followed right after masking his follicle growth with the sheer and soft fabric.
Next time?
She then proceeded to pick up the leather corset. As soon as she returned to her position on his back, her scepter playfully grazed against his lower back.
For some reason, he wasn’t repulsed by the tactile feeling of her penis. If anything, he couldn’t stop his boner from growing.
“Oomph!” he let out from her aggression in tying the black laces at the back of the corset.
“There you go. Now you have a waist”, she proudly remarked as she gazed at his hourglass figure from the back. She took her phone from the white marble center table and took a snap of him.
“Look at that ass”, she said as she showed him the image of his feminine silhouette. She squeezed his butt and took the wig from the floor.
“What does mrs.morningwood mean?” he queried as he watched her gently brush the wig with her fingers.
“It’s my favorite book by Lilly Lustwood. Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood”, she informed nonchalantly. Moments later, there he was, standing at the center of her penthouse suite, in a long brown wig, black corset, black stockings, and a pulsating penis tied with something that resembled a red ribbon.
“My my, look at you. The perfect birthday present”, she informed before contaminating his lips with her red lipstick.
Mmm…
He wanted to grab her right then and there to prolong the kiss but he felt powerless to do so. In fear of killing her vibe and canceling the deal, he stood obediently. She sat on the beige velvet couch and spread her legs.
“I hate your name”, she informed as she stroked her yearning.
“Tonight, you’re Mary. Like the virgin that I’m about to destroy”, she said with a siren-like gaze as she laced her cock with an abundance of saliva.
Oh no!




BB Chapter 5
At that moment, he started questioning his decision again.
This is gay…
As he gazed motionlessly at her playing with her shecock ten feet away from him, only his penis was functional. His dick couldn’t deny that he was turned on by the novel sight of a sexy woman with a penis but his mind kept urging him to preserve his heterosexuality.
“You want a Bitcoin right?” she said with a moan.
As soon as he heard the cryptocurrency’s name, his greed started trumping his inhibitions. He nodded obediently as he clasped his hands on his back.
“Then beg for it!” she followed.
“You see, this is the bone and you’re the dog”, she continued as she choked her girthy ladystick and released her 36DD breasts. The moment he saw her milkers, his dick twitched again and without thinking things through, he knelt and crawled to her.
As a rush started flowing through his veins, painting his body crimson, she spread her legs wider. As soon as he was close enough, she raised his face with her red and long fingernails.
“Mmm!” she moaned after she slapped his face with her penis.
It’s so hard!
“Lick it”, she ordered—causing him to frantically open his small mouth.
“Mmm, like sweet puppy kisses”, she added.
It’s so smooth and sweet…
He started to genuinely enjoy her girth, causing him to trail her holistically from her hairless pink balls to her soiled dick head. As his warm and wet mouth tickled her penis and the wig brushed softly against her thighs, she wanted to intensify her yearning.
Without thinking things through, she invaded his mouth forcefully—causing him to gag.
“Gwak!” he let out with a tear from the novel feeling of having something solid deep down his passage.
“Gahhh!” she exclaimed in a convulsive state as she pushed her yearning deeper from the tight and wet orgasmic embrace. She pulled out and taught him how to curl his lips inward as he listened intently with a tearful face.
Not long enough, he succumbed to her vigorously feminine push again—making him amnesiac to the fact that his anatomy had a gag reflex.
“Such a sweet and obedient sissy”, she moaned as she freely pulsated in his virgin orifice.
This is so damn hot…
She maneuvered his head carelessly and bobbed it up and down—using his mouth as if it was a pleasure toy. With every fervent in and out, his dick rhythmically danced with her thrusts.
“Fuck!” she let out before prematurely pulling away.
“I’m not paying one Bitcoin to cum this fast. Dance for me!” she let out.
“I—I don’t…”, he shyly said.
“The jig is up. You just sucked my dick. Don’t make it seem like dancing is any harder”, she said in exasperation.
“Stand up!” she yelled again—rattling him and leaving him the option of zilch. She sat straight and held his hips then spun him around.
“Ahh!” he let out a hearty moan from the delightful feeling of a quick swipe of her tongue on his orgasmic walls of pleasure. Like a rabid dog, she licked some more, dampening his errant brunette ass hair and pink sissyhole.
“Mmm, just as sweet as you are”, she briefly let out. Like a puppeteer, she started manipulating his hips from side to side, swaying them gently.
“There, just like that”, she reassuringly uttered. As he moved his hips awkwardly, she watched in utter lasciviousness. He looked over the shoulder and appreciated how turned on she was for him and he wanted nothing more but to please the seductive pop star.
He didn’t know if it was the novel feeling of being with a transgender woman or the ego of being coveted by someone famous and powerful, but he started grinding his body in a feminine and sultry way like a bonafide sissy slut.
I’m so hot…
There was no music and the only sound that echoed in the room was the pop star’s wet jerking.
“Whooo!” she cheered right before scurrying to the bedroom and taking a wad of cash. She started showering him with hundred-dollar bills as he performed like a stripper in a Las Vegas nightclub.
Shower me with money…
Moments later, after she emptied her hands, she started filling her palms with a generous amount of saliva.
“It’s party time!” she announced before grazing his ass cheeks with her solid penis.
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The sweat from his sexy dance started flowing profusely from the impending impaling. His heart felt as if it was beating a mile a minute from the sinful activity that he was about to partake in.
“I’ve never done this before…”, he said in fear as she tickled his opening with her mushroom head.
“That’s what I’m here for”, she whispered with warm breaths before trailing his neck with her tongue and giving him a long, wet, and warm kiss.
For some reason, the sweet gesture pacified his anxiety and gave him the final push he needed before committing.
“Please be gentle…”, he requested. She giggled and spread her legs on the couch once more.
“Come”, she invited as she patted her lap.
“Sit on momma’s lap”, she followed. Moments later, there was his hole, a few inches away from her yearning. As the first inch entered his orifice, he subsequently stood up from the sharp pain.
Fuck!
Frustrated, she pulled him close and pushed half of her shecock inside his sluthole.
“Ahh!” he yelled from feeling like he just did the reverse taking of the Excalibur.
“Shh, shh”, she gently said as her eyes rolled from the euphoric feeling of deflowering him.
“It’s going to be alright, Mary…”, she followed. He squeezed his face from the pain as she inserted two inches more. He wanted to stand up again but he felt like it was of no use as she was already in too deep.
“Taylor…”, he softly let out from her fervently solid woman wand.
“Mary!” she let out as soon as his ass cheeks landed smoothly on her thighs. He squeezed harder from the pain—causing him to clench his anal muscles, driving her wilder.
“Fucking tight sissyhole!” she let out as she profusely pulsated inside him. Suddenly…
What is this feeling?
A rush from his hairy balls started flowing to his dick head. Her poke started feeling like they were tickles from an orgasmic deity.
Why does it feel good?
He curiously circled his hips as her fingers sunk into his arms. The sharp pain turned into a delectable sensation.
“Mmm”, she moaned from his naughty movements.
He pulled up softly up to about half of her shaft and sat on her again.
“Damn…”, she lustfully moaned.
“I knew you’d like it. You’re a slut after all”, she followed as her long blonde locks were soaked in sweat. She loosened her grip on his arms and let him work for her.
“Your dick is so big…”, he muttered as he jumped up and down on his fleshy seat. He clenched his anal muscles again, turning her into a rabid dog once more. Without thinking things through, she started thrusting in the air as he kept up with her pace.
He looked over the shoulder as his brunette wig jiggled from his slutty movements—giving her a naughty stare.
She loves it…
“Mmm, good girl”, she let out before pouncing him like a jackrabbit.
“Ahh!” he exclaimed in a convulsive state from the euphoric feeling of her pokes.
“You like that!? You slut!?” she said as he nodded obediently.
“Yes!” he moaned like a burning whore in church as he let her consume him.
“Mmm!” she groaned as she continued her rough pouncing.
“Yes!” he declared again from the deliriously delightful feeling.
“I’m cu—“, but before he could complete his exaltation…
“Ahhh! Wha—“, he let out as she fucked him aggressively. He started releasing his sissysemen like his dick was a water gun—creating a puddle of sexual evidence on the plush carpet.
Ahh!
“On your knees!” she commanded.
“You want a Bitcoin!?” she asked as she furiously choked her dick and slapped it against his face. He nodded with his tongue out like a dog.
“Please… give me one Bitcoin”, he sweetly asked as his brown eyes twinkled and his saliva fell from his wide open mouth.
“Open your wallet!” she followed right before messily painting his face with her thick and warm shecum.
“Whooo!” she exhaled in a soprano tone brought upon by her intense ejaculation.
“Wo-how”, she followed as she shook her body from the release of the last drop. She then sat on the couch and spread her legs from the hot release as she panted.
“Am I good?” he shyly asked as his gaping sissyhole beat from the fresh pleasurable pain. She nodded with a smile as her boner started to limp.
“Give me your wallet address”, she followed as she watched him rummage through his boy clothes on the floor to take his phone out of his white shorts.




BB Epilogue
After the hot once-in-a-blue-moon rendezvous with a pop star, Manny started investing again. He considered Taylor’s Bitcoin lucky as he was able to recoup all of his losses within just one month.
However, along with his financial recovery was his increasing yearning of wanting to meet up with her again. After their sexy time, he didn’t view sex the same way again.
He purchased a concert ticket and a meet-and-greet pass, hoping to see her again. Luckily, she remembered Mary vividly and he was frequently invited into more slutty romps.




SS Chapter 1
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Pumpkin pie is commonly served every Thanksgiving day in America. But in Pearly Planes, specifically, Hyacinth Lane, a street of multimillionaire residents who always want to stand out and outdo each other, tells a different story.
The pie that they look forward to the most is the one that’s served in the house of the President of the Pearly Planes Homeowner’s Association the day before Thanksgiving, and that home belonged to 42-year-old transgender retired lifestyle TV show host Martha Stevens.
“Stop fidgeting!” Gina Powell, the 42-year-old trophy wife of a tech billionaire and Martha’s rival let out an exasperated whisper to his son Gwyn, as they stood on the president’s doorstep. As the brown leaves of the sycamore tree from the Stevens’ property blew across the ivory Colonial manor, Gwyn couldn’t stop worrying about how the snobbish housewives will receive his take on the saccharine dessert.
Gina adjusted her 5ft. 11in. son’s white collar from his mocha vest, white polo shirt, and pants ensemble as he profusely quivered—on the edge of losing grip on his Butter Pecan pie. He nodded as his mother wiped the sweat from his short blonde locks with her orange cashmere glove.
“How do I look?” she asked—shaking her wavy shoulder-length strawberry-blonde hair as she pressed the creases of her orange floral Sunday dress with her hands.
“Like the queen of Calabasas, as always”, he proudly reassured. Gwyn was a certified momma’s boy. He took his love for his mother to the next level by dressing up and behaving according to her standards. He was often bullied at school for looking like a Ken doll and having what his classmates dubbed as fruity behavior.
Pastel colors, pinky lifts, the Cambridge cross, a straight seating position, and a feminine strut were all instrumental as to why every girl from high school turned him down and the jocks regularly made fun of him.
“Regina!” Martha exclaimed in fake excitement as she emerged in her pastel blue cardigan and pencil skirt ensemble before giving her rival a cheek-to-cheek kiss.
Wow!
As her luscious wavy brunette locks dropped—revealing her cat-like alabaster visage and sparkling emerald eyes from the side, Gwyn started feeling differently. From profuse shivers, he stood catatonic—mesmerized at the woman he despised.
It was his very first time seeing her in person and all his information about her up until that day were stories from his mother pertaining to how she was a transgender witch who was unqualified to be the town’s president.
“Is this Gwyn!? My! What a handsome boy! The spitting image of his father!” she let out—causing Gina’s eyes to roll.
“Come inside!” she followed. As she sultrily swayed her hips from side to side, he couldn’t stop staring at her long and round calves dressed in white stockings and ankle-strap electric blue pumps that boosted her 5ft. 9in. height four inches more.




SS Chapter 2
As the Pearly Plane ladies clutched their pearls in anticipation of the voting results for the best pre-Thanksgiving day pie in Martha’s oppressive living room decked in ivory and crystal elegance, Gina brushed her son’s back as they were seated on one of the plush beige sofas.
Viola Wright, the event’s emcee, dressed in a white floral dress, quivered from the harrowing repercussions that the result might provide. It was a tight race of nineteen votes for Martha’s Key Lime pie and Gwyn’s Butter Pecan pie.
Martha, with a raised chin, smiled at Gina from the seat of her gold grand piano—brimming with confidence as she knew that it was her fifth consecutive win.
Me, me, me!
“Butter Pecan Pie!” Viola announced—causing the piano to let out a surprise note brought upon by Martha’s flailed elbows against the keys.
The mother-and-son tandem jumped from their seats as the crowd applauded.
“What the fuck is this!?” Martha whispered in exasperation—rattling Viola who did nothing but read the results. At that very moment, she wanted to smoosh the faces of the Powells on her barely-touched Key Lime Pie but being the president of the town, she needed to exhibit aspirational composure.
Moments later, everyone picked up their Birkin bags to go home. As much as Martha wanted to move on from being upstaged by a rookie, she simply couldn’t let the humiliation pass. She has worked extremely hard to get the respect that she has yearned for from living a long life being discriminated and she was determined to keep things the way they were.
“Gwyn!” she greeted.
Hmm?
She slowly sauntered towards the Powells who couldn’t wipe the victorious looks off their faces.
“Yes, Miss Stevens…”, he softly uttered—eyebrows meeting from a perturbed feeling.
“I truly enjoyed your Butter Pecan Pie. I’d like to use it for tomorrow’s Thanksgiving celebration. Can you stay and teach me the recipe?” she requested with a siren gaze.
“Oh no, that’s his original reci—“, Gina interjected but before she could finalize the expression of her reluctance…
“Y-yes, sure! It’s really easy!” he let out—his sapphire eyes locked to her ruby-painted lips. His mother’s mouth remained open at her son’s audacious slip. He has never defied her suggestions before.
“Oh, and you’re taking communications in college right? I have really good connections in the industry. Remember Gina, you used to be a huge fan of my show”, she added—referring to her popular lifestyle TV show that was catered to bored and rich housewives across America.
Gina nodded and smiled. At that very moment, all she wanted to do was pull every follicle from Martha’s eyelashes but she also wanted the best for her son’s future.
“Well, that’s also right. I better get to my appointment in the spa. I’m late as it is”, she said before picking up her Himalayan Birkin bag and kissing her son on the cheek.




SS Chapter 3
From the way Martha stared at Gwyn, the young man knew that she wanted more than the recipe. As his knees started feeling like Jell-O, she sat next to him—squeezing her hips closer.
Martha…
She leaned closer, giving him a whiff of her Coco Mademoiselle Chanel perfume, intoxicating him with her citrusy sexy sillage.
“You’ll be sorry for what you’ve done”, she whispered in a menacing yet titillating tone.
“What do you mean?” he queried as his heart raced from lasciviousness and anxiety.
“Your mother will NEVER take the throne from me, EVER!” she uttered with an intent stare as his blonde locks rattled from her tug of wrath.
He wanted to escape but suddenly, she started trailing his neck with her tongue, causing his tighty whities to restrict his growing boner.
“Mi-miss Stevens… please don’t hurt me”, he begged. She giggled before caressing his face and landing her lips on his.
“Why would I hurt someone as beautiful as you?” she let out with warm breaths as he relished the intense taste of his first kiss. He pulled her lower back and started licking her face as if he was a bulldog giving his master sweet kisses.
“Mmm, mmm, mmm”, he groaned obliviously as she endured the damp feeling of his virginal yearning. She wanted to pull away from the icky feeling but she felt bad for the young man. She had something else planned for him and her short succumbing was her way of offering him the last minutes of her mercy.
“Wait here!” she briefly let out as she wiped the saliva off her face with the back of her hand from his sloppy face-eating.




SS Chapter 4
Moments later, Martha emerged in a shiny black leather leotard with a front zipper, thigh-high patent leather boots, and upper-length gloves in the same color.
Oh my God!
As she sauntered closer, her crotch’s bulge, the mark on her nipples, and what she had in tow looked clearer to the young man’s blank mesmerization.
“Anyone who uses my kitchen wears an apron”, she informed—disturbing the young man’s catatonic lasciviousness. He frantically picked himself up and sprinted towards her.
“Take off your clothes!” she said with a stern voice—causing him to remove his vest and polo shirt at a hastened pace. The young man may have heightened femininity in terms of his demeanor and fashion choices but the way his body was built proved otherwise.
Her boner grew even more, showcasing her full girth under her shiny black leotard. As she gulped from the perfection of his masculine body and blonde errant chest hairs, she wanted to kneel and worship the young Adonis.
But she let her ego get the best of her. She wanted to teach him a lesson. With feminine vigor, she removed her white khaki pants, revealing is package that was tightly dressed in white briefs that were soaked in precum.
“Ah!” he moaned right after she gifted his girthy thighs and groin with a quick tongue flick.
Fuck!
“Nice shoes”, she let out as she perused his white loafers.
“Chanel”, he shyly said as his dick pulsated in his tighty whities.
“For the groceries”, she quipped. She thought of the shoes as fit for someone who has given up on fashion.
“This is what real shoes is”, she elatedly announced before unfolding the sparkling pink apron on the beige ottoman and revealing a pair of Guiseppe Zanotti Cruel heels and a long straight blonde wig.
“Those are… indeed, sexy”, he said as a shiver on his spine electrified every fiber of his body.
"Looks like we have the same size”, she added.
What!?
“Oh stop it. Don’t pretend like you don’t want to try it on”, she said with a wink. She was right, he did want to. As a child, one of his hobbies was secretly sliding his feet into his mother’s designer shoes.
The very moment he slid his feet inside the smooth interiors of the handsomely priced black high heels embellished with golden wings on the front, his penis prematurely released a bubble of cum.
He looked down at his feet and was in disbelief at how his once mundane wide feet were elevated by the glamorous winged shoes.
“So beautiful!” he gushed—squeezing his hands together. As he marveled at his femininely-dressed feet and practiced walking in heels, she gazed at him from the couch as she rubbed her ladystaff.
She stood up and took his briefs off, revealing his cleanly shaved 9-inch Loch Ness monster. At that very moment, without thinking things through, she embraced his entirety with her yearning mouth.
"Ahh!" he exclaimed from her fervor.
So warm, so wet…
Every fiber of his body was dancing in joy from the novel feeling of getting a blowjob. Each time his mushroom head passed through her tonsil and deep into her throat from her backward and forward motion, he felt like he was being blessed by the orgasmic gods.
“Mmm!” she groaned with a mouthful from his veiny and girthy circumcised delight. She pulled away—driving him wild from the unfinished business.
“Goodness me, we should stick to the recipe”, she said—painting his face with agony. She picked up the bedazzled pink apron and tied it on his back in an effort to cover his manhood that kept distracting her from her plan.
She moved away and gazed at his plump and milky butt from a distance and his long legs made longer by her sexy shoes. That very picture of him reminded her that she should stick to her more exciting plan.
Shortly after, she pressed the wig atop his head.
“This is insane…”, he softly retorted—causing her to squeeze his butt cheek in annoyance.
His slim nose and other delicate features were made even smaller after the wig was in place.
“Gorgeous!” she let out. She grabbed his wrist with feminine vigor and led him to the foyer—clacking their shoes against the white marble floor, where an oppressive mirror framed in ivory wood awaited.
Oh wow!
She was right, he was indeed gorgeous. Leggy, toned, blonde, and with a plump behind… with nothing but a bedazzled pink apron and shimmering high heels on. He had all the markings of what most people would consider a blonde bombshell.
“Tonight, you’re my sissy and you can’t do anything about it”, she lasciviously whispered before passionately kissing him and leading his hand to rub her dick inside her black leotards.
Everything was new to him and the polar opposite of what he imagined his first time would be. But at that very moment, in her clothes, relishing the taste of her lips, he couldn’t do anything but succumb.




SS Chapter 5
“Bend over!” she demanded—pointed at the rose quartz island counter of her gigantic kitchen decked in pastel pink elegance.
He hopped to the kitchen counter with utmost obedience. Shortly after, there he was, atop her imported counter, bent over like a turkey that was about to be stuffed.
“Fuck!” he let out from the deliriously delightful feeling of her tongue against his pink walls of orgasm. As she dampened his errant blonde ass hair and poked his hole with her tongue, she jerked his cock aggressively—providing him with a mindblowing sensation.
So damn good!
His pink balls kept tightening with her every flick, urging him to feel like he was about to blow.
“I’m close!” he announced. Rattled and not wanting to end the man’s yearning, she took her hand away from his dick, reminding him of how being blue balled felt once more.
She’s crazy!
“It’s too soon for that”, she said briefly before sinking her face in his ass once more. Shortly after, she pulled away and took a 9-inch pink dildo from one of her white wooden drawers.
“A turkey needs to be stuffed to taste good. Don’t worry, this is clean, I use this as a rolling pin”, she reassured as she circled his open mouth with the tip of the toy.
“I’m not sure about this, Miss Ste—“, but right before he could finish verbally expressing his worries, she gagged his mouth with half of the dildo.
“Sissies don’t talk, they suck!” she said—sending another shiver down his spine. She stepped backward glacially, leaving him alone with the toy as she teased him by playing with her 38DD tits, perky pink nipples, and 8-inch circumcised cleanly shaven ladystaff.
Why is this so sexy?!
Wanting to turn her on even more, he started making slutty faces—imagining that the toy he had in his hand was her cock. Try as she might, she couldn’t take the longing anymore. He ticked every box of her sissy fantasy checklist.
“You leave me with no choice Gwyn!” she let out before taking the toy out of his mouth and replacing it with the real thing.
Mmm!
Her cock was a mix of salty and sweet, just like his Butter Pecan pie. Not a single moment did he fantasize being a fan of a penis but he proved himself wrong by choking and gagging on her member.
“Gwak!” he let out—speechless from her candy stick.
“Good sissy…”, she let out a euphoric moan—rolling her head from the deliriously delightful experience of a virgin mouth.
“Ahh!” she screamed as she thrusted harder—turning his gaze from lascivious to tearful from her erotic injecting.
“Mmm!” he groaned. Feeling like she was about to explode, she swiftly pulled out. She picked the dildo from the floor and placed it in his mouth once more.
“Let’s get back to stuffing”, she said before spitting in his boypussy several times like she was basting a turkey. With the abundance of saliva dripping from his pink hole down to the rose quartz counter, she climbed it with gung-ho and inserted half of her shecock in his sissyhole.
“Fuck!” he screamed in agony from her unwarned impalement—causing the dildo to fall to the floor.
My fucking gahhh!
“Shh, shh, it’s okay,” she softly let out—tickling his nape and ears with her warm breath.
“We can stop it if you want…”, she said—fully knowing that it was the last thing that the young man would ask for as he was knee-deep in euphoria from his first-time sex. He shook his head and squeezed his face to pace himself.
With bated breath, he pushed gently against her, welcoming her fullness like he was performing the reverse taking of the Excalibur.
“Fuck…”, he let out as every pulsation from her penis tickled his prostate. Meanwhile, as he endured her yearning, she was dying to pounce his ass. Without another unwarned movement, she pulled out and impaled him once more. But at that very moment, the pain started turning into pleasure.
After an adequate stretch, he needed something to fill the void. And that thing was what was in between her legs. With fervor, she did it once more, causing both of them to perform a moaning and groaning chorus from the tactile sensations. Suddenly, she changed her pace, like a rabid dog, she started thrusting in and out without care.
“Gahhh!” she let out as her tits jiggled from the unzipped leotard.
“Miss Stevens!” he let out in a slutty tone—embracing and unleashing his inner coquette.
“You like this stuffing!? You sissy turkey? Huh!?” she asked as she panted, hissed, and fucked him—absent of gentleness as her red nails sunk carelessly into his hips.
“Yes! Stuff me!” he yelled—looking lasciviously over the shoulder, enjoying the view of her breasts and hair bouncing from the joy of deflowering him. He clenched his anal muscles accidentally, causing her to look like she was going into a trance, relishing every orgasmic hug from his tight hole of delight.
“Are you ready to be glazed!?” she let out.
“Yes! Yes! Yes!” he answered as he intently stared at her mega-horny state.
“Ah!”
“Ahh!”
“Ahhh!”
“Time for the glazing!” she announced before hopping off the counter, almost stumbling from orgasmic elation. He opened his mouth wide—ensuring that not a drop was wasted.
She aimed for his mouth like a sniper and shot her squirts of thick and warm ladygravy—accidentally creating streaks of cum on his smooth face and blonde wig.
As she quivered from releasing her very last drops, he started mentally critiquing the taste of her SHEmen.
Mmm… bittersweet…
“Woooh!” she let out—sweat dripping on her breasts as she caressed his creamed face while he relished the taste of her sweet honey. With his hole beating, he hopped off the counter and picked the dildo from the floor.
He inserted it inside his ass and looked into her eyes.
“Happy Thanksgiving Miss Stevens”, he sweetly greeted.
“Happy Thanksgiving darling. Just call me Martha”, she softly said before rewarding him with a deep and romantic kiss.




SS Epilogue
The following day, the last Thursday of November, Gwyn went to Martha’s home to celebrate Thanksgiving. Martha has been single for seven years ever since her husband died and most of her family lived on the east coast.
She has been celebrating the holidays alone and appreciated the young man’s presence. She showed her gratitude by rewarding him with a switch in roles, allowing him to feel what it was like to fuck somebody for the first time.
They kept their love a secret for fear of causing a scandal and pretended to be in a mentor-apprentice relationship in public. After Gwyn’s graduation, Martha went back to working in television and reclaimed her throne as the queen of lifestyle shows with a new addition, a co-host, assisting her in the kitchen named Gwyneth.

Did you enjoy my short and quirky spicy stories? Why not read some of my more serious steamy romances?
Stefano, the only surviving castrato in the world was suffering from the psychological repercussions of his father’s obsession with the opera. After eleven years of recovering from the harrowing night when his father castrated him to preserve his vocal range, he needed to reintegrate himself into the world to make a living.
Being orphaned and traumatized from his mother’s answer to his father’s madness, he had no other skills but singing. Unfortunately, his uniqueness wasn’t as marketable as his father thought. His only resolve was his best friend and roommate Lorenzo, whom he met in Coro di Stelle, a small choir in Milan, Italy, training singers who had ambitions of working in the opera.
On one fateful night from an outburst brought upon by excessive envy, he gets discovered by an American music producer. At the same time, he was developing a newfound attraction for his best friend who was freshly dealing with life as a woman who just transitioned to Laura.
Will Stefano survive a life that entails more than a switch from being a tenor to being the soprano Prima Donna just like how he was able to survive his father’s obsession?
Read Prima Donna




Other Titles

Danny, a high school senior student lives a square life. His life started to get more exciting when the Morningwoods moved to Alburtis where he lives.
That pivotal moment was the beginning of how exciting it was to elevate his sensitivity to women’s feelings into a lifestyle that he never imagined he’d experience as…
…Mrs. Morningwood’s Muse.
Read Modeling for Mrs. Morningwood
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My Cherry No More is a coming-of-age and intimate telling of Lilly Lustwood’s first transgender romance. It is split into three romantic books of real and raw experiences from her memoirs.
Read My Cherry No More
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An American backpacker has never, for a single waking moment of his life, imagined that he would become Tokyo’s First American Sissy Hostess in a Premier Karaoke Club for Gentlemen.
Discover how Louie swallowed his Pride, Ego, Masculinity, and more *wink*, in this Tale of Feminization.
Read Tokyo Sissy Hostess

Sean Rowland, a 19-year-old art student was still mourning the death of his father from “accidentally drowning” when his evil stepbrothers and transgender stepmother from hell forced him to succumb to a life of servitude and gave him a new identity as Sissyrella.
Being an introvert who kept to himself through a life of video games, he had no friends and family to run to. Cleaning, cooking, and servicing his stepfamily was his new normal up until a Sissy Godmother appeared and magically turned his loveless life into a titillating fairy tale.
Read Sissyrella
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The Fifth Wife - A Sissy Husband Book and Transgender Romance is Lilly Lustwoods' third offering from her Sissification Story and Crossdressing Fiction Selections.
Love conquers all. It breaks the boundaries of socioeconomic status, politics, and religion.
Read The Fifth Wife
  
Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s collection of beautiful sissies with magical fairy tales. It encapsulates three stories of feminization experiences with romantic transgender women and gentlemen.
Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Dear Horny Reader,
Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Top T-Girls And Sub Sissies Volume One.
For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.
If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.
Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3
Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.
Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/epL92e/view)
Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)
Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)
Facebook | Twitter
(@LillyLustwood)
Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved a lot of
money just to travel to New York to see her favorite
rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour perform for free in
Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn't the man she pictured
him to be behind the curtains.

Just how far would she go to prove her love
for him in this tale of The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?
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