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EXCERPT

THE SENSATION OF THE silky material of the skimpy dress as it clung to every inch of my hairless body was simply breath-taking, as was the contrasting coolness of the outside air that caressed the smooth skin of my chest that was daringly exposed by the daring plunge of the dress’s neckline. I loved, too, how the red material of my revealing dress felt tight around my upper thighs, and how the unyielding material forced me to take shorter steps - which I found to be quite helpful considering the vertiginous heels I was wearing. 

The shortness of my silken dress showed off my long, shapely legs, which were clad in sheer, black hold-up stockings – the tightness of the dress prohibited a garter belt, of course – which in turn clung to my smooth-shaved legs with a silken coolness. The hem of the dress came to just above the delicate lace pattern of my stocking tops, the intricate design of bows and butterflies on show for all to see – a mouth-watering precursor to the bare expanse of thigh that lay less than an inch or so above. 

Gabrielle had purchased my panties especially for the occasion, from her favorite boutique lingerie store; she’d said they were her gift to her brand new girlfriend, Giselle Lily, and she’d helped me step into them whilst I dressed, her busy hands tucking my semi-erect cock into place between my buttocks – no way would the silk dress have hidden that particular bulge! – and securing it in place with a goodly amount of tit-tape to my smooth butt and hairless balls.  

I’d never understood before how come my wife would pay so much for a pair of panties, but once I felt the cool, slick tightness of that silky, black underwear on my ass and pressed so deliciously against my aching cock, I totally got it! They felt absolutely amazing! Like a second, sensual skin, the panties lit my nerves on fire and caressed my actual skin like a million tiny fingers, so much so that I could imagine that every solitary nerve ending on my throbbing dick was firing off a pleasure signal to my already overloaded brain. 
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WHEN I WALKED INTO the Aphrodite Adult Cinema, the heels of my strappy, black patent pumps click-clacking on the tiled floor, my silk panty-clad ass swaying in the red silk dress that clung to my every feminized curve, I felt like a million dollars.

My sexy wife, Gabrielle, had dressed me especially for this first time adventure; spending time lovingly applying my make-up, fitting my gorgeous wig and depilating my entire body neck to toes. She’d also secured my cock backwards between my legs with the same tit-tape she uses to prevent her nipples from making an appearance when she wears the self-same sexy red silk dress that I wore to the cinema that afternoon – and with each step of my transformation from her hunky husband to the sexy-but-naïve-in-the-ways-of-the-world Giselle Lily, Gabrielle had become more and more aroused, her pussy slick and ready for the biggest, blackest dildo in her bedside collection by the time she’d finished my makeover.

I didn’t look back once as I entered the brightly lit foyer of the cinema, a large, clinically white expanse that doubled as an adult store. I knew that Gabrielle would be watching me from the parking lot, from the comfort of her car – she’d deliberately parked as far away from the cinema’s double doors as she possibly could, so that I had to walk across that lot in broad daylight in her short, silky dress and fuck-me stilettos. I also knew that my naughty wife would have one hand slid up her own skirt to play with her pantyless pussy at the sight of her sissy, feminized husband exposed to anyone who happened by. 

On that score, I was a tad disappointed that the parking lot was devoid of people, mostly because I really wanted to be seen in my newly feminized form; I wanted to catch the admiring – dare I hope, lascivious? – looks that would reinforce just how amazingly sexy I felt in women’s clothes. 

The sensation of the silken material of the skimpy dress as it clung to every inch of my hairless body was simply breath-taking, as was the contrasting coolness of the outside air that caressed the smooth skin of my chest that was daringly exposed by the daring plunge of the dress’s neckline. I loved, too, how the red material of my revealing dress felt tight around my upper thighs, and how the unyielding material forced me to take shorter steps - which I found to be quite helpful considering the vertiginous heels I was wearing. 

The shortness of my silky dress showed off my long, shapely legs, which were clad in sheer, black hold-up stockings – the tightness of the dress prohibited a garter belt, of course – which in turn clung to my smooth-shaved legs with a silken coolness. The hem of the dress came to just above the delicate lace pattern of my stocking tops, the intricate design of bows and butterflies on show for all to see – a mouth-watering precursor to the bare expanse of thigh that lay less than an inch or so above. 

Gabrielle had purchased my panties especially for the occasion, from her favorite boutique lingerie store; she’d said they were her gift to her brand new girlfriend, Giselle Lily, and she’d helped me step into them whilst I dressed, her busy hands tucking my semi-erect cock into place between my buttocks – no way would the silk dress have hidden that particular bulge! – and securing it in place with a goodly amount of tit-tape to my smooth butt and hairless balls.  

I’d never understood before how come my wife would pay so much for a pair of panties, but once I felt the cool, slick tightness of that silky, black underwear on my ass and pressed so deliciously against my aching cock, I totally got it! They felt absolutely amazing! Like a second, sensual skin, the panties lit my nerves on fire and caressed my actual skin like a million tiny fingers, so much so that I could imagine that every solitary nerve ending on my throbbing dick was firing off a pleasure signal to my already overloaded brain. 

The guy behind the counter was nice – his name badge identified him as ‘Dave’ - and I guessed he had me figured out as a newbie the second I tottered in on those four-inch heels. 

“Hi, welcome to Aphrodite’s,’” he greeted me with a warm smile. He also checked out my entire body - shoulder-length, brunette wig to immaculately red-painted, stocking-clad toes – and made no attempts to disguise the fact. 

And I have to admit, that had me feeling so incredibly sexy, he being the first guy to openly eye up my feminine curves and glimpses of exposed skin (other than the couple of guys I’d passed in the parking lot who’d only chanced sideways glances at me as they made their way out of the cinema, no doubt kicking themselves that they were going to miss out on the sexy brunette CD with the cherry-red lipstick and decidedly naughty glint in her eyes). 

“One, please,” I said, rooting around in my purse for the fistful of dollar bills Gabrielle had stuffed in there. 

“First time’s free for the ladies,” Dave said with a lascivious grin, his eyes roaming down the split in the front of my dress to take in the impressive cleavage Gabrielle had rather cleverly created with a push-up bra, those nifty ‘chicken fillet’ fake breasts and an incredibly imaginative application of blusher. 

“Oh,” I replied, “thank you.” I’d been right, of course, Dave had me figured out alright; I may as well have tattooed ‘Rookie Cross-Dressing Sissy Husband’ on my forehead! 

I closed up my purse and smiled back at the guy, feeling uber-confident in my feminine persona, happy that my make up was perfect, and my enhanced curves were on full display and tantalizing beneath the tight, clinging material of my wife’s sexy, silk dress. 

“Pleasure, Ma’am,” Dave smiled across at me from behind his cash register and display of fruit flavored condoms and individual sachets of lubricant. “If you’d just sign yourself in,” he pointed at a sign-in sheet and thrust a pen in my direction. “It’s because we’re a members-only club,” he said with a cheeky wink, “and that means that once you’re behind those doors –” he nodded towards the double doors that sported a sign ‘Quiet, Cinema’, “– anything goes.” He looked me directly in the eyes. “And that means anything at all, if you catch my meaning.” 

I nodded, too tongue-tied with nerves to actually say anything. Of course, I’d heard about these places - Gabrielle and I had done plenty of research online as we’d planned my sexy, sissy transvestite adventure – but until that moment in time, I’d never ventured inside one. And certainly not dressed as Giselle Lily and feeling as horny as all hell. I offered Dave a friendly, confident smile as if to say don’t worry, I got this, and took a sneaky peek behind the counter at the bulge in his impossibly tight jeans. This made me blush a little, and I averted my eyes when I realized he was watching me checking him out – I couldn’t help but wonder if the outline of his obviously stiffening dick was because of me. 

“Have a great time,” Dave broke the ever so slightly awkward silence. 

“I’m sure I will, thank you,” I replied, remembering to use my softer Giselle Lily voice. 

“There’s a bunch of regulars in today, they’re always pleased to see a newcomer – especially one as hot as you.” 

I really didn’t know what to say. It was rare that I ever received a compliment from anyone other than Gabrielle, and of course, I’d never had one given by another guy before – I guess that Giselle Lily was just going to have to get used to all the attention her hot CD body was obviously going to attract.

I made my way through the double doors at the far end of the foyer, making a mental note that Gabrielle and I really had to spend some time checking out the vast array of vibrating toys and erotic outfits that the adult store had on sale; my sexy mind was already awash with thoughts of which of the slutty, revealing clothes I should wear for my next outing as Giselle. 

The heady, erotic scents of fresh cum and Lysol that greeted me when I pushed open the cinema doors had my cock twitching in an instant; I could already feel it straining against the constraints of the tape way down in the tightness of my silken panties. 

I paused for just a second or two as the doors swished closed behind me, to give my eyes time to adjust to the darkness within. The only illumination in the place from the large screen at the front of the theater upon which a naked, large breasted woman was fingering herself as she watched with hedonistic delight as her bra-and-panty wearing man was being expertly fucked by a huge black guy. Thoughts of my own wife raced through my spinning mind; her fingers slipping in and out of her slippery wet pussy as she brought herself to the edge of orgasm out there in our car in the parking lot, denying herself the pleasure-burst of release in order to prologue her gratification until I returned, her clitty stiff and throbbing beneath her fingertips. 

As my eyes became accustomed to the gloom, I looked around, aware that all six of the guys in the place were staring at my red-clad, sissified body. And yet, far from feeling self-conscious, I actually felt amazingly sexy and empowered – knowing that all of the men in that cinema were openly ogling the curves of my smooth body beneath the dress, along with my long legs that were so beautifully enhanced by my stockings and strappy heels was the ultimate turn-on; I now knew first-hand what it felt like to be a hot, sexy cumslut.

And I was loving every cock-twinging, sexy-flushed second of it. 

I made my way to the front row of seats – there were twelve rows in all, each one containing eleven seats – simply because they were closest
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