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Chapter One

My name is Oliver LaRue. Until yesterday afternoon, I was employed, had a lovely apartment, a dog that hated me, a fiancee that I thought loved me, and a boss that treated me with respect and admired my work. Or so I thought. What a difference a day makes. Now, I’m sitting at a gas station who knows where at three AM, my gas tank nearly empty, my wedding canceled, my job all but gone, I have no place to live, and the gas station is closed.

So where am I going? I do not know. None. I didn’t think when I threw my laptop and packed all my clothes into two suitcases and a backpack. I also took my two claims to fame: the Travel Book of the Year Award and the Award for Outstanding Contribution to Travel Writing. That’s all I took. That’s all I own. Everything else was Angela’s, my ex-fiancee.

Perhaps you guessed I was a travel writer before I kicked the crap out of the boss that respected and admired my work. He admired more than just my work, but my fiancee too.

I’m wondering if maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. Leaving town like I did. Perhaps I should have let him bang my girlfriend and keep my prestigious job at a popular travel magazine. Even after the incident, with my credentials, finding a job shouldn’t be a problem. Perhaps I should have stayed and talked things out. Maybe not beat the shit out of my boss. Maybe not quit. Maybe Angela just needed to have one fling before our wedding.

I bang my head against the steering wheel, trying to figure out where I’m going after filling the gas tank. As I wait for someone to show up, I replay the night’s events.

I’d been on assignment. It was a great trip, two weeks, to Bangkok, Thailand. I got a flight home three days early, wanting to surprise Angela. I was the one who got the surprise. After every trip, I buy her something. This time I picked up some hand-carved bowls and silk. The silk was like her skin, warm and supple to the touch.

Before going to the office to tell my boss there would be no more assignments until after my marriage. I stopped by our apartment. Angela would be at work, which was good because I wanted to surprise her with her gifts. I entered, slipped into my office, dropped off my laptop, and headed for the bedroom down the hall. I got to the door and heard familiar noises. Usually, I hear them up close and personal when I’m doing the fucking, which I realized standing at the door was all too rare anymore.

I tried to remember the last time we’d fucked. A month? Three Months. Six? No, it’s been eight months since I’d slipped my cock into her pussy. She always had an excuse. “I’m too tired.” “I twisted my back at yoga practice.” The time before that, it was, “I’m on my period.” Before that. I can’t remember.

As I listen to Angela getting fucked, her moans, groans, and screaming are unknown. They’re more passionate. Louder. She’s begging for more. She never did that with me. Her cries for him to go deeper are heavy with sexual energy. Then she screamed his name. “Jake. Fuck me. Harder. Take me.”

Jake? That’s my boss’s name. It couldn’t be. I wonder who’s she fucking. I froze. Unsure of what to do. I listened. My heart pounded, and my mind raced. I had to see who she was with. I turned the door handle.

Angela screamed. “Jake… Your cock’s so big and thick. God, I’m tired of little dicks.”

What? She said it didn’t matter.

I slowly and quietly pushed the door open, not knowing what I would find. And there it was—Angela with her legs wrapped around someone else. As a yoga instructor, she’s flexible, and at the moment, she’s showing phenomenal flexibility. I realized she’d never displayed this much emotion in our six years.

I crept closer. I had to see who this man was. Every step felt like a lifetime. Another step or two as the man pounded her. The bed bounced. Creaked. Angela had her hand on the guy’s ass, pulling him in.

I could hear the slap of skin on skin, the wet slapping of his dick invading my girl’s pussy, her moans, her pleas for the stranger to fuck her harder. I saw every desperate kiss, every rough smack of his hips on flesh. Whenever his ass lifted and slammed back into her, I whimpered.

There was no way to stop this train from derailing now. I felt sick inside. The walls closed in. In the blink of an eye, everything changed. I grabbed the guy off the bed and punched Jake, my boss, in the face, sending him sprawling across the room. He scrambled up quickly, but I was quicker. I grabbed him and threw him across the room.

Angela screamed. “You are a dead fuck. You’re a panty-wearing sissy.”

I screamed back. “Fuck you whore.” How did she know that? I’d been careful, only wearing panties on my trips.

With adrenaline pumping, I couldn’t stay any longer without doing something I’d regret, maybe endangering both of us. With Angela attending to Jake’s bloody nose, I packed my suitcases.

Angela yelled at me from the bathroom. “Don’t forget these.” I turned just in time to see her toss my favorite pair of her panties at me.

Ignoring her, I walked out of our home for the last time. After filling up my tank, I drove aimlessly, my head spinning with questions. What was I going to do? How was I going to make it? How could I ever trust anyone again? How did she know I liked to wear her panties? How long had she known? Feeling lost and alone. Wanting to make sense of this mess and not knowing how.

After parking at some random location, I walked around. I noticed something. Everywhere was a reminder of Angela. Every building, every street corner, every park bench haunted me. Angela was everywhere. I couldn’t shake her. I fell into a park bench, and something remarkable happened. Sitting there, I realized I could learn from this experience. I could use it to gain perspective, to become a better version of myself.

But what? Who? Where?

I’d start over in a new town. Find a better job. Make peace with the past and move forward. I was determined to make the best of my situation and to make something of myself.

And so, that’s what I did. I got back in my car and drove. As I drove, I realized I did not know where to go. So I drove, hoping fate would guide me.

Finally, the station opened at around six AM. I filled up and hit the road. I had an idea. Why not go back to Chicago? Maybe look up a few of my old friends from Journalism school, so that’s where I headed.


Chapter Two

I drove for hours, taking back roads from town to town, changing my mind a hundred times about my destination.

Who would I look up if I got to my old stomping grounds in Chicago?

I had one close friend I’d like to look up: Claude. Claude and I had been tight, enjoying many of the same thirsts in life: writing chief among them. We liked the same TV shows, the same books, and movies. We both had the same political views, and we thought alike. We enjoyed the same people, Angela being the exception. Claude and I were in tune.

Angela and I were the most inharmonious couple, fighting over everything except that she was in charge. What attracted me to Angela in the first place? The only thing I liked about her was I didn’t have to make decisions about anything but what to write about.

Claude warned me a million times Angela was a train wreck waiting to happen. “Find yourself a girl with common interests,” Claude said. Claude was right. Angela and I shared nothing in common; the train had derailed last night. It took six years.

What did Angela see in me? Claude had a theory about that too. “You’re a nice guy Oliver. But deep down, you’re a….”

“What? A what?” I said.

“I don’t want to hurt your feelings. I know you like to wear women’s clothes. Panties. I do.”

Frustrated at her honesty, I got defensive. “You’re a…. or you will be a girl. And no! No, I don’t know who told you that. I. Do. Not. Wear. Panties.” I’m not sure why I fibbed to Claude. If anyone would understand my secret lust, it would be Claude. Why didn’t I give in and pursue it? I suspect that the indoctrination of my conservative, religious family kept me from pursuing what they would view as depraved desires. Whenever I slipped on a pair of panties or pantyhose, I heard their voices mocking me, humiliating me for being a degenerate.

Claude tried to calm me. “It’s okay, Oliver. It’s okay. You don’t know it yet. She likes you because she can control you. She enjoys being treated lavishly and fawned over. You clean her apartment, buy her gifts, do her shopping, and…. There’s nothing wrong with being submissive, you know. But be careful and don’t get used.”

“What?”

Claude said. “She fucks around. She doesn’t give you what you want.”

“No way.”

“Everyone knows it but you. You need to accept who you are and find someone that loves you for it.”

I missed Claude—our talks. Claude and I drifted apart because Claude was on her way to becoming Claudette. Angela thought us being friends was embarrassing. “You want to wear panties too?” Angela said.

That question was all it took to turn my back on my best and dearest friend. I never stopped wearing panties; I was more careful. Or so I thought.

I wonder what Claude… or Claudette looks like now? I know when she first started her transition, she was, well, she was pretty. Okay, maybe not so cute. Claudette told me. “I’m an ugly duckling now, but someday I’ll be a beautiful swan.” Did she go all the way? Did she have a pussy? Does a transgender pussy feel like a real one?

I realized I’d been foolish in the first place to think someone as gorgeous and strong-willed as Angela could ever want a man like me. She was stunning. Her blue eyes. Her skin was like the finest silk, soft and supple. I realized how little she let me touch her as I thought about it. Still, I served her happy to submit to her will.

Thoughts of betrayal, broken promises, images of her fucking my boss, and how many other men she had fucked, flood my mind. The little things made sense now, all the excuses—her refusal to have sex with me. Clients called at all hours of the day and night for special sessions. How she protected her text messages like they were radioactive.

Why didn’t I see it?

Wrapped up in my remorse and the past, I nearly missed my exit. Luckily I snapped out of it just in time to drive into the suburbs of Chicago, found a motel, and checked in for the night. The kinky appetite I had felt all my life took over. I had to feel it, so I bought a few pairs of sexy underwear and sheer nude-colored pantyhose at a discount store and returned to my room.

I showered, ripped a pair of panties out of the package, and slipped them on, feeling the seductive cloth against my skin. They’re soft and silky, with an intricate lace design that embraces my ass, hips, and cock. My cock, hardens, pushing against the sheer fabric. The tension slides away.

Then, I carefully pulled the pantyhose over my legs, not wanting to tear them. I relished how they hugged my thighs and ass as I slid them up my legs. Laying on my back, I savored the sensations running through me, floating into a fantasy world of splendor and beauty, fully clothed in sexy female attire. I imagine how a cool breeze would feel blowing under my super tight, super short mini skirt—the sensation of stockings hugging my thighs, hips, and ass. It’s thrilling being a woman.

What would I look like with makeup? Would it transform me into a beautiful woman? Thinking about it, I feel alive for the first time since I left home.

I grab my cock, filling my hand with the softness of the panties and the pulsating hardness of flesh. All thoughts of how my life had been turned upside down disappeared. I run my other hand down my chest and stomach, wishing my skin was as soft and silky as Angela’s.

Was Claude right? Never really thinking about who I was over the years. Who was I? A cross-dresser? A sissy? Or was I more like Claude? Would I be happier as a full-time woman?

Massaging my cock I wonder where I am going to go. What am I going to do? I’d been engaged to the woman of my dreams, only to find out she had been cheating. Was Claude right? From the start? How many men had Angela fucked over the years? My cock softens.

Think of something else. Enjoy the moment, Oliver.

I masturbated thinking about Claudette wondering what she looked like without clothes. Did she have nice big titties and a cock? Or did she have a pussy? I couldn’t help but imagine her in both scenarios. My cock swells as I imagine her as a chick with a dick. But if she had a pussy, that would be good too. I would have enjoyed being with her.

I pushed the thoughts out of my mind, but they roared back. Grabbing my phone, I pulled up porn featuring shemales, and chicks with dicks. The video played. I couldn’t hold back anymore and started masturbating furiously. My hand moved faster and faster as images of Claudette darted through my mind. How would it feel to have her inside me, filled by her thick throbbing cock? I want to suck on her cock and let her cum all over my face. The thought of having Claudette in this way sent shivers of pleasure down my spine.

I can’t stop thinking of her cock in my mouth on my knees, pleasing her. What if she has a pussy? I imagine myself on my knees but flicking my tongue across her clit. Back and forth. It doesn’t matter what equipment she has. I’ll serve her gladly. I want her back in my life.

My fantasy drifts into her pounding me with a strap-on, her big tits swaying back and forth as her hips pound my ass. My body strained, fighting the rush that built inside me. I gritted my teeth, the need to explode rising. My balls tightened, along with every other muscle in my body. After one last long stroke, I moaned as my orgasm erupted. Panting heavily from exhaustion, I lay back, drifting into a peaceful sleep. I woke an hour later, my thighs, cock, and ass soaked with sticky cum. Immediately feeling guilty and embarrassed at my kinky act, I removed the cum soaked pantyhose and silky pink panties, tossed them in the trash, showered, and swore I’d never do that again.


Chapter Three

After a shower, I felt better, but it didn’t take long to get lost in my sorrows, hating myself for believing Angela could make me happy, maybe if I weren’t cross-dressing. Perhaps that’s why our relationship failed. If I were a regular guy, I’d still be engaged. Perhaps she wouldn’t have cheated on me.

Damn it. I blew it. Angela was beautiful and glamorous. She should have been the woman who would always be out of reach for someone like me. But I captured her, and instead of being a guy, I had to sneak around and wear panties. The sadness suffocated me so much that tears streamed down my face despite my best efforts to keep them at bay. As they hit the pillow, I let out a loud sob.

I’d change. Fate was on my side this time. I showered, dressed, and walked into my old college neighborhood. I walked until I arrived, where Claude and I spent hours discussing everything under the sun. Entering and hoping to run into old friends, meet new people, and forget about my troubles.

Inside, I recognized no one. I sat at the bar, ordered a drink, swung around, and surveyed the bar. There was a table of women chatting. One of them glanced at me, turned away, and turned back with recognition on her face. I turned around and stared into my drink.

Minutes later, somebody sat next to me and said. “Oliver, is that you?”

“Yeah, I’m Oliver,” I said with surprise in his voice. The woman sitting next to me has golden hair. Her face was a perfect canvas of beauty, her lips full and inviting. Her eyes sparkle with life, her skin smooth and creamy like porcelain. She’s dressed in flattering and sophisticated elegance.

“Who are you? I’m sorry I don’t recognize you. Do I know you?”

Claudette smiled and said. Her voice is smooth, soft, and very feminine. It’s not the baritone voice Claude once had. “Oliver, it’s me! It’s me, Claudette. Claude. It’s been so long. What have you been up to?”

“I’m sorry. Oh my god, you look good.”

“Did you decide to come visit? How’s Angela? I heard you two were getting married.”

As if we’d never parted ways, I told Claudette everything. “You were right,” I told her how Angela had betrayed me, and I was trying to start a new life. Claudette listened.

“I understand how it feels,” she said. “I’ve gone through a lot of change too. Well, what do you think? It cost a ton of money. But I have it to spend.”

I nodded, and then we talked for hours. I told Claudette all about my life, except for my super secret kink. Which she already knew. Or thought she did. Instead, I focused on my travel awards for writing, wanting to impress her. Claudette said she had heard about them. Then I spent another hour talking about my breakup. How right Claude or Claudette was. How much time I wasted with the bitch. Claudette nodded throughout, letting me pour out my soul.

Then I talked about my desire to find myself. How much I thought I was missing something, something deep inside me I needed to get out. Claudette knew what that was too. So did I, I guess. But the truth was too hard to admit. Too embarrassing.

That I was what? A girl? Like Claudette?

I ended my hours-long pity party with how broke I was. She listened. I guess I had a lot to get off my chest. It was closing time when she made her offer. “Why don’t you stay at my place? We can get caught up till you get your feet on the ground. Don’t worry about money. I have five best sellers and one more on the way. I’ve got money. I’ve missed you.”

Maybe fate was on my side. I accepted. Claudette followed me to my hotel room to gather my few belongings. When I stepped out of the bathroom, in between two fingers were my cum-soaked pantyhose and panties I’d tossed into the trash. I could feel the heat on my cheeks as Claudette examined my cum-soaked waste.

What do I tell her? That I was fantasizing about which her? The one with the cock or the one with a pussy. Wondering if I’d like her better with a cock or a pussy?

She smiled and said. “I see you’re still cross-dressing. Maybe you want to take it to a new level?”

She suspected long before tonight that I enjoyed cross-dressing, but here was undeniable proof. Not only that I enjoy wearing women’s clothes, but I got a sexual thrill. I’m embarrassed and ashamed. Do I deny it? Or do I accept and admit for the first time I had a problem?

“I have a problem. I can’t help it.”

Claudette laughed. “Problem? Honey, dressing like a girl is the best way to get in touch with your feminine side. The journey is a delightful experience. Once you let her out, that female rattling the bars of the cage you locked her up in will go wild. The only problem I see is that you have bottled it up too long. First, you listened to your pinhead parents and then your cheating girlfriend. Pursue it. Come with me. Stay with me, and we’ll change you, alright?”

We stood there in silence, the weight of each passing second becoming unbearable.

“Oliver, I love you,” Claudette said. “I always have. I can help you through this. I want to see you all dressed up like a girl. I think…. if I do, I’ll love you even more. If that’s possible.”

“I don’t know. How am I going to look? I’ll be ugly and….”

“Don’t think about it. Don’t worry about it. Let’s do this if you don’t like the new you, then find a job, stay rent-free, and leave after. But then you’ll know.”

If for no other reason, than I had nowhere else to go, I should accept her offer. I trusted Claudette more than anyone else in my life. The terror of never finding the truth outweighed the fear of being wrong. I made my decision. “Yes,” I whispered. “I want to explore this side of myself further.”

“And Oliver. In my house, there is no need to hide who you are. I want you to dress however you want.”

Claudette smiled. She said nothing, but her eyes told me she knew what was happening. We packed my hotel room and drove to her place—a luxurious loft apartment overlooking the city. I slept on the couch. In the morning, Claudette made me breakfast, and we chatted more.

Mostly Claudette talked, and I listened. Claudette talked about exploring who I am, pushing boundaries, breaking taboos, and being honest with myself…

I was pumped. Ready. In the back of my mind, my father and mother told me how immoral and perverted my desires were. Claudette didn’t let up. She talked about what she would do. Start slow. Shave smooth. Then dress me. Teach me to walk, speak and act more feminine. Then we’d go out in public. The more she talked, my newfound desire to explore my femininity blossomed. I would need a push along the way, though. A big one. I hoped she’d do it and not let me back down. Make excuses.

Claudette led me to what would be my room. To my surprise, she dedicated the entire room to clothing, makeup, and wigs. “There are all sizes. This is changing room for cross-dressers finding their way. It’s a hobby of mine, helping men like you find their feminine side. I’m reserving it for you. I have some errands to run, so explore. Have fun.”

I glanced at her crotch. Wondering, is there a cock under there? Or a pussy.

Claudette snapped her fingers. “Earth to Oliver. Wondering if I have a cock or pussy? You’ll never know until your feminized. Even though I’m a girl, I don’t date men. I like girls. Enjoy your day, Oliver. I’ll be back later this afternoon.”


Chapter Four

She left me alone. I thought about trying on every item in the room. Most of it looked like it would fit. Feeling liberated and ashamed simultaneously, confidence is bubbling as I put a pair of stained pink panties to my face. The lingering scent is potent, a mix of sweat and another unknown odor. It’s not an unpleasant smell but one that conveys a certain musky funkiness. Precum. I turned, making sure Claudette was gone. What would she think of me if I tasted it? Running my tongue over the front of the panties, the taste is metallic and salty. It’s precum. Or cum? I’ve tasted my own from time to time. I wonder who it is?

I’m immediately aroused, but shame destroyed it. I paced for an hour. The clock on the wall ticked. My cock throbs and begs me to slip into something sexier than my white cotton briefs. Then the unthinkable happened. I stripped and grabbed a pair of black crotchless boy shorts. They were so fucking sexy. They cut the rear out in the shape of a heart. Right where my hole was. The lace fabric was almost see-through. I tucked my cock between my thighs and held it there, and glanced in the mirror hanging on the wall. I turned left. Right, checking out my ass. Damn, I could do it.

My Dad was furious I wasn’t a football player like him. My figure was always too delicate and slender for football. Angela used to make fun of my face. “God, if we put makeup on you, you’d look like a girl.”

Angela teased me about my eyebrows too. “You even have girly eyebrows. Look at the arch.” Sometimes she’d pat my naked ass. “Looks like a girl’s ass.”

I grabbed the waistband of the sheer boy shorts and pulled them up with my long, graceful fingers and girly slim wrists. Imagining myself as a woman, my cock throbs, and a healthy dose of precum dribbled out, soiling Claudette’s clothes. Feeling regretful and embarrassed, I slipped them off and showered—a cold shower.

Hours passed. I took six more cold showers to fight back my desire to try more of her things, too worried I’d cum in them and soil her clothing. But the urge was too much. Rummaging through everything, my eyes rested on a pair of panties different from the others. They had a pouch in front—designed for a cock. Never having seen anything like this before, curiosity won out over fear.

The fabric is soft and luxurious, like velvet against my fingertips. It’s going to feel like heaven wrapped around my cock. They trimmed the edges with delicate lace that adds a subtle touch of elegance to the otherwise nasty implications of the lingerie. Overwhelmed by raw lust, I sniffed them. They have a clean, fresh scent, comforting and pleasant.

They are made for me. I slipped my cock into the pouch and caressed my cock, pulled it away because my body trembled at the touch, but my desire kept surging. I wanted to run from the sensations raging in my body, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the reflection in the mirror. With a trembling hand, I grabbed my hardening cock. Precum dripped from it, soaking the pouch. Feeling embarrassed by the arousal, yet also strangely empowered.

I admired the person staring back at me—the real me—for all she was worth. Wondering what I might look like in women’s clothes. Naked, hard, my cock swaying in the tight, delicate pouch, I inspected the makeup, the dresses, the corsets, the pantyhose, and the heels. But I couldn’t get my mind off how good the silky pouch felt. It was time to take control of my destiny.

Wanting to try on more clothes but overwhelmed by my arousal, I grabbed my cock and jacked off furiously, forgetting I was in Claudette’s home. Dreaming of Claudette, naked, standing in front of me. My fantasies switched from Claudette with a cock to Claudette with a pussy. She’d be scrumptious either way. My body clenched, my ass clenched, my balls tightened, and I shot my load.

The sound of clapping jolted me out of my ecstasy. Claudette stood in the doorway, leaning against the doorjamb, clapping, smiling. I glanced down, and I had filled the pouch with fluid. It feels damp and sticky to the touch.

“Well, I guess that act tells me it’s time to take things to a new level. I’m off for the weekend. So, this weekend you become the new you. Let’s begin. Time to feminize you.”


Chapter Five

Claudette grabbed my hand and led me toward what I assumed was her bathroom. Swallowing my pride, masculinity, embarrassment, and shame, I followed Claudette. The bathroom is ornate and pricey, like the rest of her loft. I’m surrounded by marble: the floor, walls, and countertop. After turning on the shower, she stuck her hand under the water. When it was to her satisfaction, she handed me a pink razor and an aerosol can of pink, flowery-smelling shaving cream.

“Shave. Girls are smooth. Hair free.”

I stepped into the shower, holding the razor and shaving cream. “Shave?” I said, standing naked under the hot water.

“Honey…”

That she called me honey sent shivers up my spine. I recognized the look. Angela had it many times. Claudette had me in the palm of my hand. With Angela, I did it. I let her have it. Power over me, but I never liked it. With Claudette, I’m happy to give it to her.

“Yes. If you ever want me. We’ll always be friends, honey, that we shall never lose. But if you want to take our relationship to a new level. A more intimate level. If you want to know. What’s down there? Then shaving is a must.”

That was all it took. I shook the shaving can, lathered up my legs, and shaved. Each razor stroke is like peeling away a layer of manhood. I like it. As each layer of masculinity peels away, the girl inside bubbles to the surface. I stroked, lathered, and shaved every inch of my body, going back over the backs of my legs, toes, and asshole. When Claudette was satisfied, I appreciated as much as she did the smoothness of my new soft skin without stubble. Everything feels like silk.

My cock swells. Not fully erect, maybe half mast. Claudette laughed. “You just came? You’re a horny little fucker, aren’t you?”

I blushed and lowered my head.

“Next up, lotion.” She handed me a bottle of lotion. “I want you to do this every day. And keep your hands off your cock. Naughty girl.”

When she called me “naughty girl.” My cock bounced.

Claudette laughed again. “I know you have worn panties before, but have you ever tried makeup?”

I shook my head.

Claudette guided me into the bedroom and sat me down naked on a chair in front of her vanity table. She put some sticky stuff she called a primer on my face, then came the foundation. She squeezed it out of a long tube, dabbed it on my face, and blended it with a sponge until my face was a flawless plain canvas.

I was disappointed. Worried. Was this it?

But as the process unfolds, I look more and more like a woman. Less and less like a guy. The contour and highlighter bring my face to life. Onto my eyes, she created a smokey eye look with hot pink, which made my eyes pop. Gobs of mascara on my eyelashes and eyebrows make my eyes stand out even more. My cock hardens. I’m sexy as hell.

My lips were last. Bright red. Imagining my lips wrapped around Claudette’s cock, leaving behind streaks of red as I suck her off. I worry; what if she’s got a pussy? Doesn’t matter. My lips are hers for the taking.

“Done. Now the clothes. I’ll be right back. Keep your hands off your sissy clitty.”

“My what?”

“Sissy clitty. You’re a sissy. You’re not a woman. Honey, you’re somewhere between a man and a woman, I suspect. I’m transgender. You’re not into men, just cock. You crave cock. Sucking cock. You fantasize about it. Getting fucked and dominated by a man or woman. Deep down, you realize who you are. This process you’re undergoing now will turn your cock into a clit. Be proud of it.”

I stuttered. “I want to please you. How can I… if I you have a you know.”

“Do not worry, honey. Once you are feminized, then we will see about pleasing me sexually. Remember, how and when you please me will be up to me. For now, pleasing me means feminization. I’ll be right back.”

When she returned, she handed me what she called a tucking gaff—then explained how to push my nuts into my body.

“I don’t know. This is absurd.”

“Listen. We are going out in public. You don’t want people to know you have a cock. That’ll ruin the experience.”

It took a couple of tries, but I got my balls nestled out of the way, pulled my cock back, and slid into the panties. Glancing down, I see no cock bulge. They fit snugly against my hips, the skinny cloth in the back splitting my ass. She handed me a bra, then two small breast inserts. Putting them in, I notice how real they feel. Then came the corset. A slip and then came the final act, a short little black dress. I felt like a new person.

“Are we going out?“ I asked.

“Not tonight. We’ll watch TV and let you get used to the new dress. Tomorrow while I’m gone, practice being a girl. We’ll see after that.”

She held my hand, guided me to the living room, and turned on the television. She wrapped her arm around me, and we snuggled as we watched two movies. With my head on her shoulder, I couldn’t take my eyes off her lap, wondering what was between those legs and if I should make a move. I didn’t. I fell asleep on the couch.

I woke in nothing but my thong and bra. Claudette was gone. The weekend went on like that. Claudette did my makeup, teaching me all the ins and outs of makeup, what each product did, why it was applied, and where.

While we binged watched our favorite shows, Claudette had me get her drinks, prepare snacks and dinner all in my heels. “Good practice for you.”

She had me practice sitting. Until I got it right, she’d laugh and say. “It’s not as easy as it looks. Don’t show your sissy clitty. Keep your legs closed.”

By Sunday, I was walking and sitting to her satisfaction. “Continue practicing and perfecting your walk. Practice makeup. Next weekend you go on a field trip.”

I wanted her bad. It seemed she was teasing me with the promise of her body but wouldn’t give it to me. My fingers ached to touch her. My mouth yearned to taste her cock or pussy, whatever she had. I leaned in for a kiss while handing her a drink between one show. I wanted her. I needed her. I wanted her cock in my mouth. To savor her lips.

My lips were half an inch from hers. Her hands on my shoulder pushed me away. “You’re not ready yet after your field trip and if you prove your femininity. Then you may enjoy my body.”


Chapter Six

The week went by fast. Claudette asked me to practice my makeup and work on my femininity for the week. After showering, shaving smooth, and dressing, I practiced walking, sitting, wiping off my makeup, and doing it again. Over and over, all day, while Claudette worked on her new novel.

During the day, I masturbated six or seven times a day, watching porn. I enjoyed watching porn and jacking off while watching. Claudette caught me watching porn and had me watching feminization videos that encouraged me to dress, look and act like a woman. She didn’t tell me not to watch porn but to imagine myself as the girl. Strive to look like them.

The feminization videos resonated with what I’d buried in the deepest recesses of my mind. After two days, I was less anxious about wearing women’s clothes. After day three, I started feeling envious of the girls. The way they looked. The way they dressed. I was changing. Not just my body but my mind.

I asked Claudette, “Why do you want me to watch this stuff?”

Claudette said, “Watching them will erase the guilt and shame your upbringing put in your mind. You’ll accept the female buried in you. These videos are forcing the girl out from where it’s buried.”

Over the week, the changes were gradual. First, I felt a compulsion to dress and act like the girls in the videos. To show off. By Friday, I was no longer scared to go out in public but craved it. Deep inside, I wanted to show off. My face had to be just right, so I repeatedly redid my makeup until I got my look downright. By the end of the week, I was passable, or so I thought.

Claudette thought so too. I was happy, relaxed, and no longer uncomfortable with who I wanted to be, a girl, at least part-time. Comparing the pride I felt winning two awards for writing with the feelings I got when looking in the mirror and realizing that no one would know I had a cock tucked between my legs was the proudest moment of my life.

Friday arrived, and it was time for my field trip. She laid my clothes out for me. I took a long deep breath when I looked at them. Though my cock swelled looking at them, I wondered if I could pull this off. It was daylight, and I was going out looking like… well, a slut.

After finding Claudette, I expressed my apprehension. Claudette brushed her hand across my cheek and said, “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. But doing it will not only make me happy. But it’ll give you confidence as a woman. Let me tell you something, getting hit on is…. The ultimate expression of your femininity. It’s something you need to get used to as a woman.”

I dressed proudly and showed Claudette how I looked. Claudette asked me to turn around. “Model for me. Walk. Strut your stuff. Today, you go out dressed. You can show the world who you are—a woman. You’ll be selecting what we’ll be wearing on our first date. It’s time to put the t-shirts, jeans, and cotton briefs away for good. Going out will test your movements, wardrobe, and everything else.”

I walked toward the mirror and back. I’m wearing a black super short pleated skater skirt that barely covers my ass, my long slender legs encased in black fishnet stockings, and high heels—a crop top white blouse. The entire ensemble highlighted my petite feminine figure. I couldn’t help but stare at my curves, my long smooth legs, the fake perky breasts jiggled just like real ones. My hair’s a mass of floating curls, styled by Claudette, and my eyelashes are long and thick. My lips are plump and red. Gladly I turned several times, letting her admire my work.

Claudette said. “You are irresistible, girl. It would be best if you had a girl’s name too. Let’s make it simple, Olivia.”

I smiled. “I like it. I’m Olivia now.”

With that being said, she guided me out the door. We stood outside. I’m nervous but determined to prove myself. To myself, to Claudette, and the world. The ride-share arrived. I slid in. Claudette waved goodbye.

The ride-share driver dropped me off three blocks from the mall. I slid out of the car, careful not to expose my sissy clitty. At first, I tried not to draw attention to myself as I walked down the street, feeling like all eyes were on me, knowing I was a man dressed as a woman. The click of my high heels echoed off the storefronts. Every man and woman seemed to eye me with disapproval, and their lips curled into sneers or whispers as they took in my short skirt, long legs, and revealing outfit. I prayed for this nightmare to end. I wanted to go home.

But my desire to prove my femininity caused me to square my shoulders and strut with energy and self-confidence. People were smiling and chatting everywhere I looked, and I felt oddly visible. I walked past clothing stores, shoe stores, jewelry stores, and other shops. I took my time, peeking into windows and admiring all the delicate fabrics and designs. I entered a boutique with a cheerful sign in the window, looked around for a while—then returned to the street and my journey to the mall.

With each step down the crowded street, the clamor of chitchat, whistles, honking horns, and catcalls swallowed the clicking of my heels. I kept my head low, hoping to avoid prying glances from strangers. The bustle made it challenging to discern if any eyes lingered on me for too long, and every time someone brushed past me, I felt a hot flush of panic.

I pressed on despite my fear; there was something else, too—a tingle between my legs. I was enjoying the attention. I adjusted the hem of my short black skirt as I passed a group of horny men. Their eyes raked over me hungrily, and I could feel them undressing me, finding me irresistible.

I pressed on, swaying my hips, walking confidently with a timid grin. My heels clicked rhythmically against the pavement as I passed by groups of men, unaware that their object of desire was a man. No one seemed to realize that I was a man. I smiled inwardly, grateful for this invisibility, and when a man whistled appreciatively at my outfit. I’m no longer ashamed of who I was, my gaze met curious onlookers, and I held it, challenging them to look away.

It was a strange feeling; a mixture of arousal and fear rolled into one; their attention filled me with strength, knowing they saw me as an attractive woman instead of just another guy dressed up like one! Walking past strangers on the street, I held my head high with newfound confidence. I understood why Claudette had wanted me to go out dressed like this.

No longer hanging my head in shame, I swing my hips, strut with my head high, and walk with purpose. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I arrived at the mall. I quickly found my way to a women’s clothing store and nervously looked around at the dresses, skirts, and blouses on the racks. A saleswoman approached me, and I explained I was looking for an outfit for a date. She smiled, nodded, and asked me a few questions about my preferences and sizes. She led me around the store, selecting items she thought would look good on me.

I chose stylish dresses, shoes, jewelry, and accessories to complete the look. I tried each one on, looking in the mirror, amazed at how good I looked. For once, I felt beautiful and ready for anything that came my way. Ultimately, I settled on a tight black dress that hugged my curves in all the right places and an equally provocative pair of black heels.

With my purchases in hand, I exited the store. By the time I got back home, all traces of anxiety had melted away, and what remained was anticipation for our date.


Chapter Seven

Date night came, finally. We left for a location unknown. Claudette said we’d walk, and I didn’t ask or wonder because I trusted Claudette fully. Wearing my little black dress, sheer black stockings, a PVC black corset belt, and black high heels, I’d bought at the mall.

Before we left, Claudette grabbed my chin and turned her head. I knew what was coming—our first kiss. I’d seen it in movies. It would be an incredible experience I’d remember for the rest of my life. I closed my eyes but could see the shape of Claudette’s lips as they approached. Our lips press together, and I feel her warm breath tickle my upper lip. She gave my lower lip a gentle nibble and pulled back. She slipped her tongue into my mouth, kissing me hard and passionately. I let her. I take no action. I’m all hers. Then she backed off and kissed me gently. She smiled and said. “Tonight, you are mine. Is that okay? I love you. I hope you love me.”

I took a deep breath and said. “I want to be yours and do anything you ask.” I would.

We strolled down the road, hand in hand. It was oddly natural and relaxing holding hands with my best friend, my girl, feeling like everything was in my grasp. A good job. Happiness. Wealth. I could do anything with Claudette.

We arrived at the restaurant. It was busy, filled with laughing couples and excited families. A young man showed us to our table, his friendly smile surrounded by a thick mop of curly blonde hair. He handed us our menus. Claudette handed my menu back and said. “I’ll order for the both of us.”

I glanced around cautiously as Claudette opened her menu and scanned the selection. I had been to an upscale, expensive restaurant before but never dressed as a girl or someone’s girlfriend. This was incredible. It was a dream come true. I didn’t care if people judged me. Or us. I wanted her so bad. My cock tingles, thinking about what the night might have for me.

The meal was flawless, each course more delicious than the last. We ate with polite conversation, when not in bouts of mutual laughter. I never had Angela in six years of dating had an evening as enjoyable as this one. It wasn’t just that I enjoyed Claudette’s company; I did more than anything, but it was being comfortable in my skin for once, and I had Claudette to thank.

We talked about our lives, our work, and our families. Claudette was proud of me. “You are so feminine. No one knows. You are passing everywhere. Be careful, though; you still have the bits and pieces of a guy.”

I had to know. “What about you? Do you still have the bits and pieces? Of a guy?”

Claudette smiled. “I’m all woman. Tonight your experience it all. Everything. It’s going to be a long night. Are you ready, love?”

She reaches out with a hungry look in her eyes as her smile widens. Her hand is soft and small, but her fingers reach out and touch mine. Her touch is like silk. It’s smooth, warm, and tender. It’s a loving touch with a hint of seduction that sent shivers down my spine. She cradled my hand, filling her eyes with a searing passion. I know tonight, our friendship moves to a new level. We will be lovers soon, and I’d do anything for her. Go anywhere for her.

We finished, Claudette, paid, and we left the restaurant. We strolled back toward her loft. Claudette held me in a lover’s embrace and stopped at an adult store. Without question, I followed Claudette inside, embarrassed and excited. When Claudette pulled me toward the strap-on section, I was not worried. Whatever Claudette wants, I’ll do.

“I’m not sure where we begin tonight. But it’s going to include…” Claudette grabbed a strap-on harness with a long dildo attached to it and tossed it to me. I caught it but almost dropped it. It’s heavy and solid as excitement runs through me. I studied it for a few moments before looking at Claudette.

She smiled knowingly. “You ready?”

I took a deep breath and nodded, taking the offer of the chosen item from her hands and placing it in my purse, which now felt weighted down by the strange new addition. We left the store and headed back toward her loft, stopping for some ice cream, vanilla bean with chocolate sauce, and mint chocolate chip for me.

At the loft, we ate our ice cream in the living room. We settled into the cushions of the living room sofa and cracked open our ice cream cartons one after the other.


Chapter Eight

Claudette’s tongue slithered around the spoon like a serpent, curling and twirling around it in an erotic dance. Her eyes never left mine. My heart raced wildly, thumping against my rib cage. God, this was the most suggestive act I’d ever seen. Her tongue reached the rim of the ice cream tub. She licked the edge like she was licking a pussy. I’d never been so excited in my life.

“That’s how I want you to eat my pussy.” Claudette lifted her skirt, slipped her panties off, and spread her legs. “Show me how much you love me.”

Without question, I dropped to my knees, wondering how good bottom surgery was. I looked up at her pussy. Her outer pussy lips are dark, reddish brown, and thick. She has a patch of hair above her slit, and there’s no telling her pussy from a real pussy. It was a pussy. Looking at it, she was burning with desire, her lips swollen and glistening with arousal.

I was hard now. Fully erect.

Claudette’s legs shook as I pushed her knees apart, kissing her inner thighs, exploring her soft, tender skin. I slipped her heels off and ran my hands up her shapely legs, working toward her slick entrance.

I teased her clit with my tongue before slipping a single finger inside her. Her pussy lips are so soft, wet, and firm all at the same time. I can tell she’s stimulated because her hole flexes as I slide my finger in deeper. Her walls quiver around my finger. Claudette’s breathing was ragged, and I could feel her pulse beating.

Claudette moaned and said. “I have waited a long time for this moment. To be with someone I love. I have wanted no one more. Please, Olivia. Make me cum.”

She grabbed my head and pulled me into her pussy, smothering me. Claudette’s pussy got even wetter, her clit begging to be touched, but I denied it that reward until I had licked and teased every inch of soft flesh beneath and around it.

When my tongue reached Claudette’s clit, her arousal was obvious. Her pussy quivered when I licked her clit, teasing and tormenting her throbbing bud. She moaned and writhed as I reveled in her flesh. My fingers flirted around her clit before plunging inside her tight walls again. She gasped when I pushed deeper into her wetness, her walls tightening around my finger as I thrust deeper, harder, and faster. She was racing toward a climax.

I increased the force of each stroke, going deeper and more rapidly. I slowed down and circled her nub with my tongue. Her walls contract around my fingers when I slide three fingers into her. Claudette’s breathing quickened as I fucked her with my faster, stimulating the sensitive nerve endings buried deep within her.

Claudette said. “Lay down, let me ride you.”

I complied and lay back as she straddled me, her tight pussy surrounding my cock. Her hands pressed against my chest as she rode me. Her slow rhythm quickly built to a feverish pace. She was close. Her walls tightened around me.

She released a loud moan signaling her imminent orgasm. I thrust up against her with a hard, forceful thrust until we both trembled. Claudette collapsed against my chest, and I tightly wrapped my arms around her. She nuzzled into my neck while I ran my hands through her hair affectionately, letting her know I would always be there for her no matter what happened next.

After laying together for twenty minutes, kissing, hugging, and exchanging promises of the future, I thought it was over. I rose on my knees and allowed myself one last look at Claudette’s beautiful body before rising to my feet.

She smiled sleepily at me before leaning down to retrieve the strap-on from my purse. “Now, let’s see how much you enjoy being fucked.”

Claudette peeled off her clothes, exposing her body piece by piece. I gasped at her beauty. Her breasts were full and firm, curving upwards before tapering back into a gentle slope at the base. Her nipples were dark and erect, inviting my touch. Her stomach was flat and taut, leading down towards her trimmed bush of pubic hair and her wet pink folds that I’d been so well acquainted with.

She moved closer and closer to me until I could feel the warmth emanating from between her legs. She ran her hand along my chest, teasing me as I felt a rush of heat throughout my body. I stared at her perfectly formed vagina, ready for whatever may come next night.

She slid the harness securely around her waist and positioned me on the sofa, my head hanging over the back, spreading my legs.

“Oh shit,” I said. “Is it going to hurt? Please be gentle.”

Claudette leaned over and whispered in my ear. “I love you, honey. Why would I hurt you? I want you to experience getting fucked. Enjoy it as much as I did.”

Breathing hard, pushing my ass back, ready to take her dildo, I said. “I’ve always fantasized about this.”

Claudette stood and returned minutes later with a bottle of lube. Claudette pressed a slippery finger into the crack of my ass, pushing, twisting, and shoving until it slipped past my tight ring. She played with my hole for a few minutes, adding a second finger, then a third.

“Oh god, deeper. Deeper. Please.“ I yelled.

Claudette’s fingers fucked me faster and faster. Going deeper and deeper with each thrust. At first, there was pain. Then pressure. Then pure bliss as her fingers explored my prostrate. My cock throbbed. It wasn’t hard, but I felt like I was close to an orgasm.

Claudette lubed up her cock and smothered my hole with cold, slick lube. She lined the tip of her cock with my tight hole and pushed into my ring. My legs trembled as she pressed forward. When she gripped my hips and pressed harder, I offered her my ass.

I yelled. “I need it. Please fuck me. Take me like I’m yours.”

That was her cue. She plowed harder until it popped deep into my ass. I screamed. Part pain. Part pleasure.

She pounded me for what felt like an eternity. Then she said. “Lay on the floor. On your back. Legs in the air.”

I complied.

She said. “Hold on to your ankles.” I grabbed them and kept my legs wide as she reentered my ass. She fucked me slowly, one hand rubbing her clit, the other stroking my cock. It took three minutes to feel my hole clenching and unclenching with a pleasure I’d never experienced before. As she continued to thrust her cock into me. The sensation is intense. It was like I wasn’t in the room anymore. I’m floating. Then everything tightens. My hole. My legs. My stomach. My jaw clenches—my balls tighten. I spasm. I swear. “I’m fucking cumming.” The need to explode builds. She makes one final hard thrust. And I erupted, coating my stomach and Claudette’s tits with my semen.

Then Claudette, like a mad woman, screamed, her body shaking and quivering, and she had her second orgasm.

I laughed. A madman laugh.

Claudette asked. “Are you okay?”

“I have never been happier.”

We rose, showered together, and fell into bed, spooning all night.


Epilogue

One year later. 

I’ve never been happier. I dress every day but decided not to transition fully. Claudette likes my cock. I like it too. But, I go out most of the time dressed as a woman, and always when Claudette and I go out on our dates, which is all the time.

I write as Olivia LaRue. I have several travel books I self-published targeted toward LBGTQ travel destinations. I have two blogs, one offering advice for cross-dressers and one targeted to LBTGQ-friendly travel destinations.

When I go on assignments, I always go with Claudette. Claudette is not only my best friend, but she’s my girl, and I’m hers.

The End
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My Girlfriend's Secret Agenda: A Forced Feminization Story

Liv, my girlfriend of five years, planned our European vacation all year. We traveled through Europe for two weeks, made love, and had a great time. When we checked into a hotel in Amsterdam, things changed. Liv was always bossy and demanding, but her demands became well freaky.

Insisting we watch porn before sex. Not just any porn. But cuckold porn. Caged sissy crossdressers dressed in skimpy schoolgirl outfits were her particular kink. I developed a problem getting an erection as she humiliated me verbally.

When I caught her with a guy, I left. Liv left, too, taking my wallet, cash, passport, and credit cards. Broke and alone, I’m left with two choices, go to jail for trying to use my credit card that Liv reported stolen, or sign a contract to be a sissy maid and sissy slut for the hotel.

Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom - Book One: Forced Feminization, Sissy Maid Training, Reluctant Feminization 

axon gets into another fight and is arrested.
His stepmother believes girls don't fight and are easier to raise.
Navy, Jaxon's wicked stepmom, agrees to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped.
Jaxon enters her anger management program, which is heavy on feminization.

A Sissy's Diary - Book One (Sissy Slave Training 1)

When Asher gets caught in Joyce’s bedroom, one of his renters wearing her lingerie, he’s sure his life is over, and if and when his father finds out, he’ll be written out of the will. He didn’t expect her to force him to play along with her feminization fantasy and turn him into her perfect sissy cuckold.

Asher, fearful of losing his inheritance at first, reluctantly agrees. But, soon, his secret desire to be a sissy crossdresser, which he has controlled and hid from everyone, takes hold, and he submits to Joyce’s every erotic desire. Then, Asher becomes Ashley, begins his sissy transformation, and becomes Joyce's. Will his new role as Joyce’s sissy ruin his inheritance? Will his secret sissy desires cost him everything?

Explore a world of crossdressing, first-time, feminization, and discipline in Book 1 of A SISSY's DIARY Series – from erotica author Phoebe Pearl.

Demoted To Sissy Cuckold: Sissy Cuckold Husband, Feminized By My Wife, Submissive Sissy Husband, Sissy Husband Humiliation

Carter has desires he thinks his wife, Ella, won't approve of. He secretly pursues his passion for being feminized during his frequent business trips. He wants to tell Ella about his desire to become her sissy. To become her cuckold. To be her sissy maid, he chickens out every time he gets the nerve.

Ella fantasizes about dominating and feminizing her husband, Carter. Her urges and fantasies include bondage, feminization, humiliation, and cuckolding. Because her fantasies are extreme and she's insecure about losing Carter, she never reveals her secret.

One weekend everything changed. An incident happens, forcing each of their hands. Carter and Ella have a weekend that they'll never forget.

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation (Ms. Shultz Book 1)

Todd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.

Lazy Slob To Sissy Cuckold Maid: Sissy Cuckold, Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy Cuckold Maid 

Lily is tired of her lazy, sloppy husband. She has a plan. Turn him into her Sissy Cuckold Maid.
Mason is initially reluctant, but he settles into being a sissy cuckold husband.
Mason serves not only Lily's domestic needs as a sissy cuckold but her sexual needs too.

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization 

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.
For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

Cuckold Husband's First Week In Chastity: Femdom, Cuckold Husband. Cuckold Chastity

Eve discovers Adam has a secret relationship with their Domme neighbor.
Eve confronts her Domme neighbor and discovers her husband wants to be a sissy cuckold.
Adam commits to a week of chastity.
Will he become his wife's sissy cuckold fulltime?

Feminized: By My Best Friends Mom 

Never in my life would I have imagined that I’d be in a position to fulfill some of my most secret desires. Never would I have imagined that the catalyst for fulfilling my kinkiest fantasy would be my best friend's Mom, Mrs. Bourbon, the richest woman in America.

Luke, My roommate had a particularly strange problem. He refused to masturbate. Six months into our four years at the strict all-male university, he’s failing every class, and struggling on the football field. He needs sexual release.

I’d offer to help, but he’d never allow another guy to take care of his needs. The strangest thing happens, Mrs. Bourbon finds my journal and devises a plan to help her son clear his mind. It’s crazy. It requires pulling off the con of a lifetime and requires me to not only pass as a sophisticated female but perform sexually like a slut.

Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.

The Story Of A Sissy - First Time Crossdressing: Sissy Slut Passed Around 

John's secret sissy crossdresser life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly, watches porn and masturbates. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other crossdressers, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does, he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to step out of his hotel room.
When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they have a drink, and on the way back to his room, things get wild. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.
The night doesn't end there when Nympha is passed around by four football players and the Daddy type she'd met previously.
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