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This book contains explicit sexual content, including themes of feminization, first-time crossdressing, chastity, BBC curiosity, and psychological transformation. For mature audiences 18+ only.



Chapter 1: The Spark

Mark’s secret had started small.

It began with stolen glances at women’s lingerie online, then a single pair of panties bought “as a joke.” But the joke stopped being funny the first time he wore them under his work clothes. The soft lace against his skin felt dangerously right.

One lonely Friday night, after too much wine, he went further.

He shaved his legs. Put on the panties, then thigh-high stockings. A cheap wig from Amazon. Basic makeup. When he looked in the mirror, a shy, feminine version of himself stared back.

For the first time in his life, he felt seen.

That night he stayed dressed as Mandy for hours, edging in the panties while watching sissy hypno videos. The orgasms were different — deeper, more emotional. When he finally came, he whispered to his reflection, “I want more.”



Chapter 2: The First Full Transformation

The next weekend he went all in.

Full shave. Foundation, eyeshadow, glossy lips. A tight pink dress that hugged his body. Breast forms. Heels he could barely walk in. He practiced walking, posing, and speaking in a softer voice.

Mandy felt alive.

She went out that night for the first time — just a short drive to a quiet parking lot. No one saw her, but the thrill of being out dressed as a girl made her leak in her panties.

Back home, the nightly ritual hit hard. Removing everything and putting on boring boy clothes felt like punishment. She cried in the mirror for the first time.



Chapter 3: The First Taste of BBC (Expanded)

Mandy’s confidence grew with every secret night she spent dressed up in her small apartment. She had perfected her makeup routine, learned how to walk in heels without wobbling, and even practiced a softer, breathier voice in the mirror. But she was still a virgin in the most important way — she had never been with a man as Mandy.

That changed on a humid Thursday night.

After hours of scrolling through anonymous apps, she finally got a message that made her heart race. His name was Marcus. Tall, muscular, dark-skinned, with a confident tone that made her knees weak even through text. They agreed to meet in a quiet, poorly lit parking lot behind an abandoned warehouse on the edge of town.

Mandy spent two hours preparing. She chose her sluttiest outfit yet: a tiny black pleated skirt that barely covered her ass, sheer black thigh-high stockings with little bows, a cropped pink top that showed off her fake cleavage, and glossy red heels. Heavy makeup — smoky eyes, long lashes, and cock-sucking glossy lips. The long blonde wig completed the look.

She looked at herself in the mirror before leaving and whispered, “This is really happening.”

The drive there was pure adrenaline. Every red light made her clit strain in her panties. When she pulled into the lot, Marcus was already waiting, leaning against his car. He was even bigger in person.

He took one look at her and smirked. “Damn, you really are a pretty little white sissy, aren’t you?”

Mandy’s voice trembled as she nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

He didn’t waste time. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her down to her knees right there on the asphalt between the cars. The second his thick black cock sprang free, Mandy’s mouth watered. She had never seen one so close before.

She opened wide and took him in.

The taste, the heat, the weight on her tongue — it was overwhelming. Marcus groaned and pushed deeper, fucking her face with long, steady strokes while she gagged and drooled. Mascara ran down her cheeks in black rivers.

“That’s it, good girl,” he praised. “Suck it like you were born for this.”

Mandy moaned around his cock. The humiliation, the submission, the sheer size — it all hit her at once. Her locked clit leaked helplessly into her panties. She didn’t touch herself once.

When Marcus finally came, he held her head down and flooded her throat. Mandy swallowed as much as she could, coughing and gasping, but some still dripped down her chin onto her fake tits.

The orgasm that followed was violent.

Mandy came hands-free, harder than she ever had in her life. Her whole body shook. Her eyes rolled back. She let out a high-pitched, feminine moan that echoed in the empty lot while her cage pulsed and leaked.

Marcus laughed softly and patted her head. “Good girl. First time?”

Mandy nodded, still dazed and floating.

She drove home in silence, cum still drying on her chin and chest, thighs sticky. The afterglow lasted until she stepped into her bathroom and began the nightly ritual.

Wig off.
Makeup scrubbed away until her face was raw.
Fake tits peeled off and placed carefully in their box.
Skirt, stockings, and top folded and hidden.

Back into boring boxer briefs, baggy jeans, and a hoodie.

Mark stared at the plain boy in the mirror and felt something crack inside his chest.

The pleasure he had just experienced as Mandy was nothing like anything he had felt before. The taste of real cock. The way his body had betrayed him so completely. The hands-free orgasm that had left him shaking.

He whispered to his reflection, voice breaking:

“I need that again.”

The nightly ritual had never hurt more.



Chapter 4: Deepening Cravings & The Double Life

Mandy began going out more often.

She bought better clothes, better makeup, a better wig. She practiced walking and talking like a girl. At work, Mark started wearing panties under his suit. The risk made him throb all day.

Every night she transformed. Every night she hunted for that feeling again. And every single night she performed the ritual — wiping away her true self and becoming the boring boy again.

The contrast was destroying her mentally, but it also made her hungrier.



Chapter 5: The Point of No Return

One night after an intense session with two men in a public restroom, Mandy stood in front of the mirror still covered in cum.

She didn’t want to take anything off.

She whispered to her reflection, “I don’t want to be Mark anymore. I want to be you all the time.”

The nightly ritual had become torture.

The boy mask was cracking faster than ever.

Mandy was no longer just playing dress-up.

She was becoming real.
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