



Table of Contents

​●​       Chapter 1: The Search

​●​       Chapter 2: Taking the Lead

​●​       Chapter 3: The Weight of Leadership

​●​       Chapter 4: Breaking Point

​●​       Chapter 5: Surrender

​●​       Chapter 6: The Double Date

​●​       Chapter 7: Processing and Reward

​●​       Chapter 8: Late Night Research

​●​       Chapter 9: Wandering Thoughts

​●​       Chapter 10: Dipping a Toe

​●​       Chapter 11: Private Release

​●​       Chapter 12: The Pink Secret

​●​       Chapter 13: The Gift

​●​       Chapter 14: The Quiet Test

​●​       Chapter 15: The Rabbit Hole

​●​       Chapter 16: The Edge

​●​       Chapter 17: The Echo

​●​       Chapter 18: Coffee with Ryan

​●​       Chapter 19: Ready to Let Go

​●​       Chapter 20: The Morning Routine

​●​       Chapter 21: Painted Toes

​●​       Chapter 22: Smooth Surrender

​●​       Chapter 23: The Donor

​●​       Chapter 24: The Weekly Arrangement

​●​       Chapter 25: The Dinner Arrangement

​●​       Chapter 26: Easy Access at Home

​●​       Chapter 27: Skirt Days

​●​       Chapter 28: Building the Collection

​●​       Chapter 29: The Hotel Suite

​●​       Chapter 30: Full Disclosure

​●​       Chapter 31: The Charity Event

​●​       Chapter 32: The Penthouse

​●​       Chapter 33: The Penthouse Weekend

​●​       Chapter 34: Weekend's End

​●​       Chapter 35: The Key

​●​       Chapter 36: The Conversation

​●​       Chapter 37: First Time Out

​●​       Chapter 38: The Surgery

​●​       Chapter 39: Playing With His New Breasts

​●​       Chapter 40: Graves' Investment

​●​       Chapter 41: Amateur Night

​●​       Chapter 42: The Demonstration

​●​       Chapter 43: Her Own Slutty Sissy (Final Chapter)

Epilogue

Copyright © 2026 by Lana Vale

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

This book contains explicit adult sexual content and is intended for mature readers 18+ only. It features themes of consensual feminization, sissification, chastity, pegging, public play, and permanent body modification.

First Edition 

Published 2026

Chapter 1: The Search

Sophia sat at the high-top table in the dimly lit upscale bar, swirling the stem of her martini glass between her fingers. Another Friday night, another date that had fizzled out before the second drink.

The man across from her — Mark, a mid-level marketing executive — was perfectly nice. Polite. Attractive enough. But he was also boring, conventional, and completely uninterested in anything beyond vanilla sex and weekend golf. When she had lightly teased the idea of him wearing something silky under his suit “just for fun,” his nervous laugh and quick subject change told her everything she needed to know.

She smiled politely as he paid the bill, gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek, and watched him leave with a sigh.

Another failure.

Over the past three months, Sophia had gone on twenty-seven dates. Lawyers, accountants, gym bros, artists — none of them had that special spark she was looking for. None of them had the quiet, malleable potential she had seen in Ryan when she first walked in on him wearing that ridiculous pink tennis skirt.

She wanted her own project.

Her own pretty, trainable, eager-to-please sissy.

As she finished her drink and prepared to call it a night, her eyes drifted across the room to a quiet corner booth. A young man sat alone, hunched over a thick paperback novel, completely absorbed. He looked to be in his mid-twenties, with messy dark hair, wire-rimmed glasses, and the kind of soft, unassuming features that most people would overlook in a crowded bar. He wore a simple button-down and jeans, nursing what looked like a single beer he’d barely touched.

There was something about him — the way his shoulders curved inward, the gentle slope of his neck, the focused intensity in his eyes as he read. A quiet, bookish boy who seemed more comfortable in fictional worlds than in loud bars.

Sophia felt a familiar spark ignite in her chest.

She stood, smoothed her sleek black dress over her curves, and walked over with confident, measured steps.

“Mind if I join you?” she asked, her voice warm and slightly husky. “You look like you’re enjoying that book more than anyone else in this place is enjoying their night.”

The young man looked up, startled. His cheeks flushed slightly behind his glasses.

“Uh… sure,” he said, quickly closing the book but keeping his finger in the page. “I’m… not really good at the whole bar scene.”

Sophia slid into the booth across from him, crossing her legs elegantly.

“Neither am I, lately,” she admitted with a small smile. “I’m Sophia. And you are?”

“Ethan,” he replied, adjusting his glasses. “Ethan Harper.”

“Nice to meet you, Ethan.” She let her gaze linger on him just long enough to make him shift in his seat. “Tell me… what’s a quiet, handsome bookworm like you doing in a loud place like this?”

Ethan gave a shy laugh. “My roommate dragged me out. Said I spend too much time inside my own head.”

Sophia’s smile deepened.

“I think spending time inside your head can be very rewarding,” she said softly, her tone carrying just a hint of suggestion. “But sometimes… it’s nice to let someone else guide you out of it.”

Ethan blinked, clearly caught off guard by the subtle flirtation, but he didn’t pull away.

As they talked — about books, quiet hobbies, and the chaos of modern dating — Sophia felt the familiar thrill building. Ethan was polite, intelligent, a little socially awkward, and best of all… he listened. He blushed easily. He seemed genuinely surprised that an attractive woman like her was giving him this much attention.

He had potential.

Lots of potential.

By the end of the night, Sophia had his number and a promise to text him soon.

As she drove home, a slow, predatory smile spread across her face.

She had finally found him.

Her own sissy-to-be.

Chapter 2: Taking the Lead

Sophia texted Ethan the next afternoon with a simple, direct invitation:

“Tomorrow night. 7:30 pm at La Bella Italian on 5th. I want you to plan the entire evening — where we sit, what we order for dessert, everything. Surprise me. Don’t overthink it. Just be in charge.”

Ethan’s reply came after fifteen nervous minutes:

“Are you sure? I’m not really the ‘take charge’ type…”

Sophia smiled at her phone and typed back:

“I’m very sure. You can do this. I’ll be waiting.”

She deliberately gave him no further instructions.

The following evening, Sophia arrived at the restaurant exactly on time, wearing a sleek emerald-green dress that hugged her curves. She spotted Ethan already seated at a corner table. He looked anxious but had clearly tried — he’d chosen a quiet booth, ordered a bottle of the mid-range red wine she had mentioned she liked in passing, and even had a small bouquet of white roses waiting.

When she approached, Ethan stood up quickly, nearly knocking over his water glass.

“Hi,” he said, voice tight with nerves. “I… I hope this table is okay. And the wine. I wasn’t sure about the flowers…”

Sophia gave him a warm, encouraging smile and sat down gracefully.

“You’re doing fine,” she said softly. “Now, I want you to take the lead tonight. Order for both of us. Decide what we talk about. Be the man in charge. Can you do that for me?”

Ethan swallowed hard, but something in her calm, expectant gaze made him straighten his shoulders.

He managed it — shakily at first. He ordered appetizers, asked her questions about her day, and even steered the conversation toward books when it started to lag. Sophia watched with hidden delight as he slowly grew more confident under the pressure she was deliberately placing on him. Every time he hesitated, she simply looked at him expectantly until he pushed through.

By the time dessert arrived (tiramisu that he had chosen), Ethan was visibly more relaxed, though still clearly out of his comfort zone.

After dinner, when he walked her to her car, Sophia turned to him in the dimly lit parking lot.

“I had a lovely time,” she said. “Now I want you to kiss me goodnight. Properly. Like you mean it.”

Ethan’s eyes widened, but after a moment he stepped forward, cupped her face gently, and kissed her. The kiss started tentative, then deepened as Sophia responded encouragingly, letting him lead.

When they finally pulled apart, she whispered against his lips:

“Come back to my place. I want you to take charge there too.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, but he nodded.

Back at Sophia’s apartment, the tension was thick. She led him to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, looking up at him expectantly.

“Your turn,” she said quietly. “Undress me. Touch me. Take what you want. I want to see you in control tonight.”

Ethan was visibly nervous, but the combination of her beauty, her calm encouragement, and the building desire won out. He undressed her slowly, hands trembling at first, then growing steadier as he kissed her neck, cupped her breasts, and explored her body. Sophia moaned softly, guiding him with subtle hints rather than commands — letting him believe he was leading.

When they finally had sex, Sophia made sure Ethan stayed on top and in control the entire time. She wrapped her legs around him, urging him deeper, praising him when he found a good rhythm.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered as he thrust into her. “Such a good boy for taking charge like I asked.”

Ethan came with a shuddering groan, burying his face in her neck. Sophia followed soon after, holding him close.

Afterward, as they lay tangled in the sheets, Sophia stroked his hair gently.

“See?” she murmured. “You can be in charge when you want to be. But… it’s also okay if you don’t always want to be. Sometimes it feels better to let someone else take the lead entirely.”

Ethan was quiet for a long moment, clearly processing the evening.

Sophia smiled to herself in the dark.

Phase One was complete.

She had overwhelmed him with responsibility on their first real date — forcing him to lead, to decide, to perform. The contrast would make surrendering control later feel like an incredible relief.

And she was only just getting started.

Chapter 3: The Weight of Leadership

The second date followed the same deliberate pattern Sophia had set.

She instructed Ethan to plan everything again — restaurant, reservations, even the playlist for the drive. Ethan, still riding the high from their first night together but clearly stressed by the responsibility, chose a cozy fusion place downtown and spent the entire afternoon agonizing over the details.

When Sophia arrived, she let him take the lead once more. He pulled out her chair, ordered for both of them (after nervously checking her preferences twice), and tried to steer the conversation. But the pressure showed. His shoulders were tense. He second-guessed himself constantly. By the time dessert arrived, Ethan looked exhausted.

Back at her apartment that night, Sophia again insisted he take charge in bed. Ethan did his best — kissing her, undressing her, moving on top — but his movements lacked confidence. He kept asking if she was okay, if he was doing it right. When he finally came, it was quick and tense. Sophia held him afterward, stroking his back.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “But I can tell it’s a lot, isn’t it?”

Ethan didn’t answer, but his silence spoke volumes.



Chapter 4: Breaking Point

By the third date, the strain was obvious.

Ethan had planned another evening — a movie and late dinner — but he arrived looking drained. During dinner he was quiet, distracted. When Sophia gently asked what was wrong, he finally cracked.

“I… I can’t do this anymore,” he said, voice shaky. “I like you, Sophia. I really do. But having to be in charge all the time — planning everything, leading every moment, being the ‘man’ in bed… it’s exhausting. I’m not that guy. I thought I could be, for you, but I’m not. I think… we should probably break up before this gets any more serious.”

He looked miserable saying it, eyes downcast, clearly not wanting to end things but feeling trapped by the role she had placed on him.

Sophia reached across the table and took his hand, her touch warm and reassuring.

“Ethan… breathe,” she said softly. “I’m not angry. I’m actually really proud of you for being honest. And I don’t want to break up either.”

She let the words settle for a moment before continuing in that calm, confident tone she did so well.

“What if… I take over for a while? What if I lead the relationship instead? You wouldn’t have to plan anything. You wouldn’t have to be in charge in bed. You could just relax and let me take care of everything. Would that feel better?”

Ethan looked up at her, relief flooding his face so visibly it was almost comical.

“You… you’d do that?” he asked, voice small. “I didn’t want to break up. I just… I can’t keep pretending to be the guy who’s always in control. It’s too much pressure.”

Sophia smiled gently and squeezed his hand.

“Then it’s settled,” she said. “From now on, I’m in charge. You just have to follow my lead and be a good boy for me. Does that sound nicer?”

Ethan nodded quickly, the tension visibly melting from his shoulders.

“Yes,” he whispered. “That sounds… really nice.”

Sophia leaned across the table and kissed him softly, sealing the new dynamic.

“Good,” she murmured against his lips. “Then let’s go home. Tonight, I’ll show you exactly what it feels like when I’m the one taking care of everything.”

As they left the restaurant together, Sophia felt a deep, satisfied thrill.

Phase Two had officially begun.

Ethan had willingly handed over the reins.

Now the real transformation could start.

Chapter 5: Surrender

Sophia’s apartment was quiet except for the soft click of the door locking behind them.

Ethan stood in the middle of her living room, still wearing the button-down and jeans from their date. His shoulders were tense, but the relief on his face was unmistakable now that the pressure of leadership had been lifted.

Sophia stepped close, cupping his face with both hands. Her voice was low, warm, and full of promise.

“Tonight, you don’t have to think about anything,” she whispered. “You don’t have to plan. You don’t have to lead. All you have to do is feel. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make this the best night you’ve ever had.”

She kissed him slowly, deeply, guiding him backward toward the bedroom without breaking contact. When they reached the bed, she pushed him gently onto his back and climbed on top, straddling his hips.

“Hands above your head,” she ordered softly. “Keep them there unless I tell you otherwise.”

Ethan obeyed immediately, a visible shiver running through him at the shift in power.

Sophia took her time undressing him. She unbuttoned his shirt slowly, kissing every inch of skin she revealed. When she reached his belt, she slid it free and tossed it aside. His jeans and boxers followed, leaving him completely naked beneath her. She noticed with quiet satisfaction that his underwear had somehow ended up tangled in the sheets and fallen to the floor during their movements. She didn’t mention it yet.

She undressed herself next, letting him watch every movement as she peeled off her emerald dress, bra, and panties. Naked, confident, and in complete control, she straddled him again.

“Tonight is all about you learning how good it feels when I’m in charge,” she murmured.

She started with long, sensual kisses, grinding slowly against his hardening cock without letting him enter her yet. Her hands explored his body — stroking his chest, teasing his nipples, running her nails lightly down his sides. When he tried to reach for her, she gently pinned his wrists back above his head.

“No,” she said with a soft smile. “Just feel.”

She moved lower, kissing and licking her way down his torso until she reached his cock. She took him into her mouth with slow, wet, deliberate strokes — sucking deeply, swirling her tongue, humming so the vibrations traveled through him. Ethan moaned loudly, hips twitching, but she kept the pace teasing and controlled, never letting him rush.

When he was throbbing and desperate, she climbed back up and positioned herself over him. She sank down slowly, taking every inch of him inside her tight, wet heat. Once fully seated, she began to ride him with smooth, rolling movements — deep and rhythmic, grinding her clit against him on every downstroke.

“Look at me,” she commanded gently. “Watch how I take what I want.”

Ethan’s eyes stayed locked on hers as she rode him. Sophia controlled every aspect of the pace — speeding up when she wanted intensity, slowing down when she wanted to draw out his pleasure. She leaned forward so her breasts brushed his chest, then sat up straight so he could watch her body move above him.

“You feel so good,” she moaned, her voice husky. “So deep inside me. This is what it feels like when I’m in control. Doesn’t it feel better than trying to lead?”

Ethan could only nod and moan, overwhelmed by the sensation. Sophia made sure every movement was perfect for him — angling her hips to hit the spots that made his toes curl, squeezing around him rhythmically, and never letting him set the pace.

When she felt him getting close, she leaned down and whispered hotly in his ear:

“Come for me, Ethan. Come while I’m riding you. Let go completely.”

The combination of her words, her tight heat, and the total surrender pushed him over the edge. Ethan cried out as he came hard inside her, his entire body shaking with the intensity of the release. Sophia followed right after, grinding down hard as her own orgasm washed over her.

They stayed connected for a long moment, breathing heavily.

Afterward, Sophia cuddled against his side, tracing lazy circles on his chest.

“That was incredible,” she whispered. “See how good it feels when you don’t have to be in charge?”

Ethan nodded, looking dazed and deeply satisfied. “Yeah… it really was.”

As they got dressed later, Sophia noticed his boxers were missing — lost somewhere in the sheets during their passionate night. She held up her own delicate black lace panties with a playful smile.

“Looks like your underwear disappeared,” she teased. “You could always borrow mine for the drive home… if you’re feeling adventurous.”

Ethan laughed nervously, his face turning bright red. “I… I think I’ll be okay.”

Sophia didn’t push. She simply kissed him goodbye at the door.

Ethan drove home without underwear, the cool night air brushing against him under his jeans. The entire experience — surrendering control, the incredible sex, the relief of not having to lead — left him reeling.

He didn’t know it yet, but that night had planted the first real seed.

Sophia smiled to herself as she closed her apartment door.

He was already starting to crave it.

And she was only getting started.

Chapter 6: The Double Date

Sophia had been planning this evening for days.

A double date — her, Ethan, Emily, and Ryan — at a quiet upscale restaurant with private booths. It was the perfect setting to gently push Ethan further into her world while normalizing what they were building.

Ethan arrived at Sophia’s apartment looking nervous but excited. He was wearing a nice button-down and slacks, as she had requested. Sophia greeted him with a deep kiss and a warm smile.

“Tonight is special,” she told him. “You’re going to meet my sister Emily and her partner. I want you to see that our lifestyle isn’t as unusual as it might seem.”

Ethan nodded, swallowing hard. He still didn’t fully understand the depth of what Sophia was introducing him to, but he was eager to please her.

When they arrived at the restaurant, Emily and Ryan were already seated in a secluded booth. Emily looked stunning in a sleek black dress. Ryan was dressed beautifully in a soft lavender blouse, white pleated skirt, sheer stockings, and delicate heels. His makeup was light and flawless, his new C-cup breasts subtly visible under the blouse, and his feminine face and graceful posture made him look completely natural as a pretty woman.

Sophia guided Ethan to the table with a hand on his lower back.

“Emily, Ryan — this is Ethan,” she said smoothly. “Ethan, this is my sister Emily… and her partner and sissy lover, Ryan.”

Ethan froze for a second, eyes widening as he took in Ryan’s full feminine presentation — the skirt, the breasts, the soft makeup, the delicate way he sat with legs crossed.

Ryan smiled shyly and gave a small, graceful wave. “Hi, Ethan. Nice to meet you.”

Emily grinned, clearly enjoying the moment. “We’ve heard a lot about you. Sophia says you’re a very good boy for her.”

The shock on Ethan’s face was exactly what Sophia had hoped for. He stared at Ryan, processing the casual way Sophia had introduced him as a “sissy lover.” It made the lifestyle feel suddenly very real — and surprisingly less taboo in this warm, accepting setting.

They sat down, and conversation flowed more easily than Ethan expected. Emily and Ryan were warm and open. They shared light stories about how their own dynamic had started with simple skirts for “easy access” and slowly evolved into something much deeper. Ryan spoke softly about his journey — the surgery, the chastity, the joy of surrendering control — without any shame.

Sophia watched Ethan carefully. He was clearly overwhelmed, but the non-judgmental atmosphere and the way Ryan seemed genuinely happy and confident in his femininity seemed to ease some of his tension.

By the end of dinner, Ethan was asking tentative questions. Sophia smiled to herself.

The seed had been planted.

On the drive home, Ethan was quiet for a long time before finally speaking.

“So… Ryan is really… like that? Full time?”

Sophia nodded, keeping her eyes on the road.

“He is. And he’s happier than he’s ever been. Emily takes wonderful care of him. Just like I want to take care of you… if you’ll let me.”

Ethan didn’t answer right away, but he reached over and squeezed her hand.

The conversation had done exactly what Sophia intended — it made the lifestyle feel real, possible, and far less taboo.

She was one step closer to turning her quiet bookworm into her own perfect, slutty little sissy.

Chapter 7: Processing and Reward

Sophia didn’t push Ethan that night.

After the double date, she drove him back to her apartment in comfortable silence. She could see the wheels turning in his head — the way his eyes kept drifting to the window, the slight furrow in his brow as he processed everything he had seen and heard.

Ryan in a skirt.

Ryan with breasts.

Ryan happily calling himself Emily’s sissy lover.

It was a lot.

When they got inside, Sophia simply pulled him into a gentle hug and kissed his forehead.

“You don’t have to say anything tonight,” she whispered. “Just sit with it. Think about what you saw. Emily and Ryan are happy. Really happy. That’s all I want for us too — whatever that looks like for you.”

Ethan nodded, visibly relieved that she wasn’t pressing him for an immediate reaction or decision. They cuddled on the couch for a while, watching a quiet movie. Sophia kept her touch light and affectionate — stroking his hair, rubbing his back — giving him space to breathe.

Later, as they moved to the bedroom, Sophia guided him to sit on the edge of the bed.

“You were so good tonight,” she murmured, kneeling between his legs. “You kept an open mind. You listened. You didn’t run away. That deserves a reward.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as she slowly unzipped his pants and freed his cock. She looked up at him with warm, hungry eyes.

“Just relax,” she said softly. “Let me take care of you.”

She started slow — kissing along his shaft, licking the underside with long, wet strokes of her tongue. Then she took him into her mouth, sucking deeply with perfect rhythm. Her head bobbed with sensual, controlled movements while one hand stroked the base and the other gently massaged his balls. She hummed softly, sending vibrations through him, and occasionally pulled off to swirl her tongue around the head or whisper praise.

“You were so brave tonight… meeting them… seeing what a happy sissy life can look like…”

Ethan moaned, his hands fisting the sheets. Sophia took him deeper, relaxing her throat until her nose pressed against his stomach, holding him there for several long seconds before pulling back with a wet gasp. She repeated the deep-throating, mixing it with fast, tight strokes of her hand and swirling tongue work.

The blowjob was slow, wet, and incredibly skilled — easily the best he had ever received. Sophia focused entirely on his pleasure, reading every twitch and moan, adjusting her technique to keep him right on the edge for as long as possible.

When she finally let him tip over, she sucked him through the orgasm, swallowing every drop while looking up at him with soft, encouraging eyes.

Ethan collapsed back onto the bed, breathing hard, body trembling from the intensity.

Sophia climbed up and cuddled against his side, kissing his cheek.

“See?” she whispered. “When you let me take care of you… it feels really good, doesn’t it?”

Ethan could only nod, still dazed.

He fell asleep that night with Sophia’s head on his chest, her words echoing gently in his mind.

He didn’t want to break up.

He just didn’t want to be in charge.

And Sophia was making surrender feel better than he had ever imagined.

Chapter 8: Late Night Research

The next evening, Ethan sat alone in his apartment, the glow of his laptop screen the only light in the room.

He couldn’t stop thinking about the double date.

Ryan — a man who had clearly gone through major changes — sitting there confidently in a skirt, with breasts, makeup, and a soft, happy demeanor. The way Emily looked at him with open affection and desire. The casual way Sophia had introduced him as her “sissy lover.”

It should have felt strange. Instead, it kept replaying in Ethan’s mind, stirring something he didn’t fully understand.

He typed into the search bar: female led relationship.

He spent the next two hours falling down a rabbit hole.

Articles about FLR dynamics. Forums where men talked about willingly giving control to their partners. Stories of chastity, service, and submission that somehow didn’t sound degrading — they sounded intimate. Trusting. Relieving.

Then the suggestions shifted.

Sissy captions.

He clicked.

Image after image filled the screen — men in lingerie, makeup, skirts, kneeling, serving, being gently dominated. Captions like “Good girls don’t think, they obey” or “Real men provide. Sissies please.” Some were teasing, some were softer and more affectionate.

Ethan told himself he was just curious. Just researching.

But as he scrolled, he felt himself getting hard.

His cock twitched in his boxers. A flush crept up his neck. One particular caption — a pretty boy in pink lingerie on his knees, looking up lovingly — made his breath catch. The image was captioned: “Some boys are meant to lead. Others are meant to look pretty and serve.”

He was rock hard.

Ethan quickly closed the tab, heart pounding. He sat back in his chair, staring at the ceiling, trying to process the unexpected arousal.

He wasn’t supposed to like that.

Was he?

His phone buzzed. A text from Sophia:

Sophia: Thinking about you. Did some research tonight? ?? Let me know if you have questions. I’m here to talk about anything.

Ethan stared at the message for a long moment, cheeks burning. He typed back a simple reply:

Ethan: Yeah… I did some reading. It was… interesting.

Sophia’s response came quickly:

Sophia: Good boy. We can talk more when you’re ready. No pressure. Just know I like you exactly as you are… and I’d love to help you explore whatever feels good.

Ethan set his phone down, still half-hard, mind racing with images from the captions and the memory of Ryan’s calm, happy femininity.

He didn’t sleep well that night.

But for the first time, the idea of letting Sophia take complete control didn’t just feel like relief.

It felt… exciting.

Chapter 9: Wandering Thoughts

The fluorescent lights of the university library’s back office hummed steadily above Ethan’s desk. He was supposed to be cataloging new arrivals — a stack of academic journals and fiction titles waiting patiently for his attention. Instead, his mind kept drifting.

It had been doing that all morning.

Every quiet moment, his thoughts returned to the double date. To Ryan’s soft, confident femininity. To the way Emily looked at her partner with such open desire and pride. To the captions and images he had stumbled across the night before — pretty boys in lingerie, kneeling happily, serving with eager submission.

He shifted in his chair, trying to focus on the barcode scanner in his hand. Female led relationships… sissies… giving up control…

The ideas refused to leave him alone.

Could someone like me actually do that? he wondered. Keep a normal job during the day… come home and… let someone else take charge? Wear something pretty under my clothes? Let Sophia lead everything?

His cock twitched hard in his pants at the thought. He glanced around quickly to make sure no one was nearby, then adjusted himself discreetly. The growing erection refused to settle.

No. I’m not like that. I’m not a sissy.

But the denial felt weak even in his own head. His body clearly disagreed. He stayed half-hard for the rest of his shift, the images and possibilities playing on loop in his mind. By the time he clocked out, he was uncomfortably aroused and deeply flustered.

He drove home in silence, the chastity fantasies and FLR articles he had read the night before refusing to fade. When he finally got to his apartment, he sat on the edge of his bed and stared at his phone.

Sophia hadn’t texted him since last night.

Part of him was relieved.

Another, much louder part… wasn’t.

He lay back, hand drifting toward the bulge in his pants, but stopped himself. The confusion and arousal left him restless and horny for the rest of the evening.

He still wasn’t ready to admit anything out loud.

But his body was already voting yes.

Chapter 10: Dipping a Toe

Sophia chose a quiet wine bar for their next date — intimate lighting, soft music, and private booths that allowed for real conversation. Ethan arrived on time, looking a little nervous but more relaxed than on their previous outings. He was still processing everything, but the relief of not having to lead seemed to have lifted a weight from his shoulders.

They ordered a bottle of red and settled in. After some light small talk, Ethan took a deep breath and spoke.

“I did some research after the double date,” he admitted quietly, cheeks flushing. “About female led relationships… and sissies. I read a lot. Looked at some… captions and videos. I don’t know if I want to go down that path, but… it was interesting. More interesting than I expected.”

Sophia listened without interrupting, her expression warm and encouraging. When he finished, she reached across the table and took his hand.

“Thank you for telling me,” she said softly. “That took courage. I’m not going to push you into anything you’re not ready for. But if you’re curious… we could dip our toes in. Just a little. See how it feels. No pressure. No big commitments. Just exploration.”

Ethan nodded slowly, clearly relieved by her gentle approach.

That night, back at Sophia’s apartment, she kept her promise.

She led him to the bedroom and undressed slowly in front of him, letting him watch every movement. Then she lay back on the bed, propped up on pillows, and beckoned him closer.

“Tonight, I want you to please me like a lesbian would,” she said softly, spreading her legs. “Slow, gentle, focused entirely on my pleasure. Use your mouth, your tongue, your fingers. Take your time. I’ll guide you.”

Ethan knelt between her thighs, heart racing. Sophia’s pussy was already wet and glistening. She ran her fingers through his hair encouragingly.

“Start with soft kisses,” she instructed.

He obeyed, pressing gentle kisses along her inner thighs, then higher, until his lips brushed her folds. Sophia sighed happily.

“Good boy… now use your tongue. Long, slow licks from bottom to top.”

Ethan licked her slowly, savoring the taste and warmth. Sophia moaned softly, her hips shifting.

“Yes… just like that. Explore every inch. Circle my clit… then dip inside me…”

He followed her guidance eagerly, his tongue tracing slow circles around her swollen clit before sliding down to push gently inside her. Sophia’s breathing grew heavier. She kept one hand in his hair, not forcing him, but directing his rhythm.

“Flatten your tongue… press harder on my clit… now suck gently… perfect…”

Ethan lost himself in the act. He licked, sucked, and kissed with focused devotion, his nose occasionally brushing her clit while his tongue worked inside her. Sophia’s moans grew louder and more frequent. Her thighs trembled around his head as she guided him exactly where she wanted.

When she got close, she held his head gently in place.

“Don’t stop… right there… suck my clit… yes… good boy…”

Sophia came with a long, shuddering moan, her hips bucking against his face as waves of pleasure rolled through her. Ethan kept licking softly through her orgasm until she gently pulled him up.

She kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “That was perfect.”

As they cuddled afterward, Sophia reached for something on the nightstand — a pair of plain but pretty pink thong panties.

“Your underwear seems to have disappeared again,” she teased lightly. “Why don’t you wear these home? Just for the drive. No one will know.”

Ethan hesitated, face burning, but after the intimate night they had shared, he didn’t want to refuse her. He slipped on the soft pink thong. The fabric felt strange and intimate against his skin — snug, feminine, and slightly humiliating.

Sophia kissed him goodbye at the door.

“Think about how good it felt to let me lead tonight,” she whispered. “We can go as slow as you need.”

Ethan drove home wearing nothing but the pink thong under his jeans, his mind spinning with the taste of her, the feel of surrendering, and the quiet thrill of the soft fabric against him.

He still wasn’t sure how far he wanted to go.

But he was starting to crave more.

Chapter 11: Private Release

Ethan closed his apartment door behind him and leaned against it for a long moment, heart still racing from the night with Sophia.

The drive home had been surreal. Every shift in the driver’s seat made him acutely aware of the soft pink thong he was wearing under his jeans — the delicate fabric cradling his balls and hugging his cock in a way that felt both foreign and strangely intimate. He had been half-hard the entire way.

Now, alone in his quiet apartment, he finally let out a shaky breath.

He kicked off his shoes and headed straight to the bedroom. As he undressed, the pink thong stayed on. He caught his reflection in the mirror — a normal-looking guy in jeans and a button-down… except for the unmistakably feminine pink lace peeking above his waistband.

He sat on the edge of the bed, the events of the night replaying in his mind. Sophia’s soft commands. The taste of her on his tongue. The way she had taken complete control and made him feel so good by surrendering to her.

His hand drifted down and brushed over the front of the pink panties. He was rock hard again.

“I didn’t even come tonight,” he whispered to himself, surprised.

The realization hit him hard. Sophia had come twice. He had focused entirely on her pleasure and never finished himself.

His cock throbbed insistently against the soft lace.

Ethan lay back on the bed, heart pounding. He slipped his hand inside the pink thong and wrapped his fingers around his aching shaft. The fabric felt silky and restrictive as he started to stroke — slow at first, then faster.

His mind wandered.

He thought about Sophia’s body, her moans, the way she had guided his head between her thighs.

Then the images shifted.

He pictured himself… dressed like Ryan had been. In a short skirt. With smooth legs. Maybe even breasts. Kneeling. Serving. Looking up at Sophia with the same soft, submissive expression he had seen on Ryan’s face.

The fantasy hit him like a wave.

He imagined himself in full makeup, a frilly maid outfit, pink panties, and a chastity cage — pretty, obedient, and completely under Sophia’s control. The thought of surrendering like that, of letting her transform him, of being her good girl…

Ethan stroked faster, breathing ragged. The pink thong stretched around his hand as he pumped his cock. His hips bucked involuntarily.

“Oh fuck…” he gasped.

The orgasm crashed over him hard. He came intensely into the pink panties, thick ropes of cum soaking the delicate lace as he pictured himself fully feminized and serving Sophia. The release was powerful and left him trembling, chest heaving.

When it finally subsided, he lay there staring at the ceiling, the warm, sticky mess cooling in the panties.

He had just masturbated furiously while fantasizing about becoming a sissy.

The realization should have shocked him more.

Instead, a strange, warm curiosity settled in his chest.

He didn’t take the pink thong off before falling asleep.

Chapter 12: The Pink Secret

Ethan woke up late the next morning, groggy and disoriented. The events of the previous night still felt like a fever dream — Sophia’s taste on his tongue, the intense orgasm while fantasizing about himself as a sissy, and the sticky evidence still cooling in the delicate pink thong he had fallen asleep in.

He glanced at the clock and cursed. He was already running behind for work.

In his rush, he threw on his usual work clothes — slacks, button-down shirt, and sweater — completely forgetting to change his underwear. The pink thong stayed on, snug and slightly crusty against his skin. He barely noticed it as he grabbed his bag and hurried out the door.

At the university library, the day started normally enough. Ethan tried to focus on cataloging and helping patrons, but the soft lace kept reminding him of its presence with every movement. The faint, dried remnants of his cum from the night before made his face burn with secret shame. He was half-hard for most of the morning, distracted by memories of Sophia’s moans and the vivid sissy fantasies that had pushed him over the edge.

Around 2 pm, Sophia appeared at the circulation desk like a vision.

She looked stunning in a fitted blouse and pencil skirt, her smile confident and knowing. Ethan’s heart skipped a beat.

“Hi,” she said sweetly, leaning on the counter. “I was in the area and thought I’d surprise you for lunch. Got a few minutes?”

Before he could fully process it, Sophia had gently taken his hand and was leading him toward the quiet family restroom at the back of the library. She locked the door behind them with a soft click.

“Sophia, I’m at work—” he started, but she cut him off with a deep kiss, pressing him against the wall.

“I know,” she whispered against his lips. “That’s what makes this exciting. I’ve been thinking about you all morning.”

She dropped gracefully to her knees on the tiled floor, her hands working open his belt and zipper with practiced ease. When she tugged his slacks and underwear down together, she paused, staring at the pink thong still hugging his cock and balls.

A delighted smile spread across her face.

“Oh, princess… you wore them to work?” she purred, clearly thrilled. “Look at you, my secret little sissy wearing pretty pink panties under your boring work clothes. That’s so fucking hot.”

Ethan’s face burned with embarrassment, but his cock throbbed visibly against the lace.

Sophia didn’t waste time. She pulled the thong aside just enough to free him and took his cock into her warm, wet mouth in one smooth motion. The blowjob was hungry and efficient — perfect for a stolen moment at work. She sucked him deep and fast, tongue swirling around the head, one hand stroking the base while the other gently massaged his balls through the pink fabric.

The risk of being caught made everything more intense. Ethan gripped the sink counter, biting his lip to stay quiet as wet, slurping sounds filled the small bathroom. Sophia looked up at him with lust-filled eyes, clearly enjoying how flustered and desperate he was.

“You’re such a good boy for keeping my panties on,” she murmured between sucks. “I have a surprise for you after work. Something special.”

She doubled her efforts, sucking harder and deeper until Ethan couldn’t hold back. He came with a muffled groan, pulsing into her mouth as she swallowed every drop, milking him dry with her lips and tongue.

Sophia tucked him back into the pink thong, zipped him up, and stood up gracefully, kissing him so he could taste himself on her lips.

“Be a good boy the rest of the day,” she whispered. “I’ll text you the address for tonight. Wear the panties home.”

She slipped out of the bathroom first, leaving Ethan flushed, spent, and still wearing the cum-damp pink thong under his work clothes.

The rest of his shift passed in a horny, distracted haze.

He had no idea what surprise Sophia had planned.

But he was already craving it.

Chapter 13: The Gift

Sophia’s text came just as Ethan was finishing his shift:

“I’m outside. Wear the pink ones home. We’re going shopping.”

His stomach flipped with a mix of nervousness and that now-familiar thrill. He still had the cum-damp pink thong on under his work clothes. The fabric had been a constant, secret reminder all afternoon.

When he stepped outside, Sophia was waiting in her car, looking effortlessly elegant. She smiled when she saw him and leaned over to kiss him deeply as soon as he got in.

“Good boy,” she murmured against his lips. “Did you keep them on like I asked?”

Ethan nodded, cheeks burning. Sophia’s hand slid briefly between his legs, pressing against the thong through his slacks, before she pulled away and started driving.

They went to the mall.

Sophia led him straight to Victoria’s Secret with confident steps. The store was brightly lit, filled with soft music and displays of delicate lace and satin. Ethan’s heart pounded as they walked inside. He felt exposed, even though no one could possibly know what he was wearing underneath.

Sophia acted completely natural. She browsed the racks casually, holding up various pairs and asking his opinion as if they were shopping for her.

“What do you think of these?” she asked, lifting a pair of sexy black lace cheeky panties with a tiny bow. “Or these — the red satin ones with the open crotch? They look so comfortable.”

Ethan’s voice was quiet and slightly hoarse as he answered, pointing out styles he thought looked nice. Sophia smiled at every suggestion, adding several pairs to the growing pile in her arms: lacy thongs in pink and black, satin boyshorts, sheer mesh panties, and a few cheeky styles with delicate details.

She made sure to hold up particularly feminine ones and ask his preference, forcing him to engage.

“These would look so pretty on the right person,” she said softly, dangling a pair of lavender lace panties with a small heart charm. “Don’t you think?”

Ethan nodded, face warm.

At the register, Sophia paid for everything with a bright smile. As they left the store, she handed him the elegant pink-and-white shopping bag.

“This is my gift to you,” she said warmly, linking her arm through his. “Since you seem to like lingerie so much — and I’ve noticed how you keep ending up in mine — I thought you should start your own collection. No pressure to wear them yet… but they’re yours whenever you want to try.”

Ethan took the bag, stunned into silence. The weight of the delicate fabrics inside felt both terrifying and strangely exciting.

Sophia kissed his cheek as they walked through the mall.

“You’re doing so well, Ethan. I’m really proud of how open you’ve been. We can go as slow as you need.”

He walked beside her, carrying the bag of pretty panties she had bought for him, the pink thong still snug underneath his clothes.

He didn’t know what to say.

But he didn’t want her to stop.

Chapter 14: The Quiet Test

Sophia pulled up in front of Ethan’s apartment building and put the car in park. The pink-and-white Victoria’s Secret bag sat on the console between them, filled with the delicate lace and satin she had chosen.

She leaned over and kissed him softly, lingering just long enough to make his breath catch.

“I had a wonderful time tonight,” she murmured. “Take the bag inside. Look through everything when you’re ready. No pressure. I just want you to have options.”

Ethan nodded, cheeks warm. He took the bag and stepped out of the car.

Before he closed the door, Sophia added with a gentle smile, “Tomorrow, send me a picture of what underwear you chose to wear to work. I’d love to see.”

She drove off, leaving him standing on the sidewalk with the crinkling bag in his hand.

Inside his apartment, Ethan set the bag on his bed and stared at it for a long time. He told himself he was just curious. He wasn’t committing to anything.

He reached in and pulled out the pairs one by one. The black lace cheeky panties. The red satin ones with the open crotch. The sheer pink thong. The lavender set with the tiny heart. They were all so soft, so pretty, so unmistakably feminine.

His cock hardened in the crusty pink thong he was still wearing.

He chose a pair for the next day — the plainest one he could find, a soft pink bikini style with minimal lace. He told himself it was just to see what it felt like. Nothing more.

The next morning, he slipped them on under his work clothes. The smooth fabric felt different against his skin — snug, silky, and constantly noticeable. He sent Sophia the requested picture from the bathroom at work: a discreet shot showing just the waistband of the pink panties peeking above his slacks.

Ethan: [photo] This is what I wore today.

Sophia’s reply came quickly, full of warmth and approval:

Sophia: Good boy 💕 They look so pretty on you. I’m proud of you for trying. Tonight, I’m going to reward that bravery.

That evening, Sophia picked him up again. She drove them straight to her apartment. As soon as the door closed, she pushed him against it and kissed him hungrily.

“You wore them all day for me,” she whispered between kisses. “Such a good, brave boy.”

She led him to the bedroom and undressed him slowly, savoring the sight of the pink panties. She left them on while she stripped herself, then guided him onto the bed.

“Tonight is all about you,” she said, straddling him. “For being open. For trying. For letting me see this side of you.”

She sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion, taking him deep inside her. Then she rode him with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips — grinding, squeezing, controlling every movement. Her hands roamed over his body, teasing his nipples, tracing the waistband of the pink panties she had bought him.

“Feel how good it is when you let me lead?” she moaned, riding him harder. “When you wear pretty things for me? When you’re brave enough to explore?”

Ethan groaned beneath her, hands gripping her hips as she took him exactly how she wanted. The sensation of the panties stretched around him, combined with her tight, wet heat and her constant praise, pushed him quickly toward the edge.

Sophia leaned down, breasts brushing his chest, and whispered hotly in his ear:

“Come for me, baby. Come while you’re wearing the pretty panties I bought you.”

He did — hard and shaking, spilling deep inside her with a broken moan. Sophia followed right after, grinding down as she came, milking every pulse from him.

Afterward, she cuddled against his side, tracing the pink waistband of the panties with a finger.

“See?” she whispered. “Femininity gets rewarded. The more you let yourself explore, the better it feels.”

Ethan lay there, spent and floating, the pink thong still on, the bag of new panties waiting on the dresser.

He was starting to believe her.

Chapter 15: The Rabbit Hole

After Sophia dropped him off with the pink-and-white Victoria’s Secret bag, Ethan stood in his living room for a long moment, the weight of the delicate fabrics inside feeling heavier than it should.

He told himself he was just going to look. Just curious.

He sat on the edge of his bed, pulled out his laptop, and opened a new incognito tab.

At first, he searched for more articles on female led relationships — safe, text-based territory. But the suggestions on the side of the screen kept pulling him deeper. Captions. Forums. Then, almost by accident, he typed:

sissy hypno

The first video thumbnail showed a pretty, feminized figure swaying slowly to soft, pulsing music with overlaid text and binaural audio. Ethan told himself he’d watch just a minute or two.

He didn’t stop at a minute.

The video was hypnotic — soft feminine voice whispering affirmations, swirling pink visuals, captions that flashed across the screen: “Good girls obey… You were meant to be pretty… Surrender feels so good…”

Ethan’s hand slipped into his pants almost without thinking. He was already hard from the lingering memory of Sophia’s reward the night before. As the video progressed, he stroked himself slowly at first, then faster, eyes glued to the screen.

Another video autoplayed. Then another. Deeper voice training. “You don’t need to be in charge… Let her take control… Pretty panties make you leak…”

He came hard to the third video, spilling into his hand with a shaky groan while a soft female voice repeated, “You are a sissy… You crave pretty things… Surrender is pleasure…”

The orgasm left him panting.

Then the shame hit.

He slammed the laptop shut and sat there, heart racing, staring at the wall. Cum cooled on his fingers. The pink thong from the night before was still in his laundry hamper, a silent reminder.

“What the fuck am I doing?” he whispered.

He felt embarrassed. Guilty. Confused.

But underneath the shame, a quiet, persistent curiosity remained. The videos had felt good. The fantasy of letting go completely, of being pretty and obedient for Sophia, had pushed him over the edge faster than anything else.

He cleaned up quickly and tried to push the whole thing out of his mind.

It didn’t work.

The images and whispers lingered long into the night.

Chapter 16: The Edge

The next morning, Ethan stood in front of his dresser, staring at the Victoria’s Secret bag.

“I’m not wearing them to work,” he muttered to himself. “That’s too far.”

He reached for his usual boxer briefs, then hesitated. The memory of yesterday’s pink thong — the way it felt against his skin all day, the secret thrill when Sophia discovered it — lingered. His cock twitched at the thought.

With a frustrated sigh, he grabbed one of the new pairs Sophia had bought him: a soft lavender bikini style with delicate lace trim. He told himself it was just for the drive to work. He could change later.

He didn’t change.

The panties stayed on under his slacks all day. Every time he sat down, stood up, or walked, the smooth fabric reminded him of his secret. He stayed half-hard for most of the afternoon, distracted and flushed.

After work, the tension was too much. Instead of going straight home, he stopped at a quiet bar a few blocks from his apartment. He just wanted a drink to take the edge off.

He sat at the far end of the bar, nursing a beer. When he leaned forward to pay the bartender, his slacks rode down slightly in the back.

A guy a few stools away noticed.

“Hey,” the man said quietly, sliding closer with a smirk. “Nice panties. Lavender looks good on you.”

Ethan froze, face burning. The lace waistband had peeked out just enough.

The guy leaned in, voice low. “I’ll pay you a couple hundred for a quick blowjob in the bathroom. You look like you’d be good at it.”

Ethan’s heart slammed in his chest. Panic surged through him. He bolted from the bar without paying his tab, leaving the half-finished beer behind. He practically ran the last two blocks home, pulse racing, cheeks flaming with humiliation.

Once inside his apartment, he locked the door and leaned against it, breathing hard.

He tried to shake it off. He really did.

But the mixture of fear, embarrassment, and the lingering arousal from wearing the panties all day pulled him toward his laptop like a magnet. He opened it, telling himself he’d just check one thing.

The sissy hypno videos were still in his history.

He clicked.

The soft, swirling visuals and whispering female voice filled the screen again. “Good girls wear pretty panties… Good girls get hard thinking about serving… Surrender feels so good…”

Ethan’s hand slipped into his slacks, rubbing himself through the lavender panties. He was rock hard instantly. He pulled them down just enough to free his cock and started stroking furiously while the video played.

Captions flashed: “You’re not a real man… You’re a pretty sissy… You crave cock and pretty things…”

He came hard within minutes, spilling over his hand and onto the lavender fabric with a broken moan. The orgasm left him shaking.

Afterward, the shame hit even harder than the night before. He cleaned up quickly, deleted his browser history again, and sat on the edge of his bed with his head in his hands.

He wasn’t supposed to like this.

But his body kept betraying him.

And the pink-and-lavender bag on his dresser waited patiently for the next time.

Chapter 17: The Echo

The sissy hypno videos didn’t fundamentally change Ethan overnight.

There was no sudden craving for makeup or an uncontrollable urge to wear skirts. But the soft, soothing female voice and the gentle, repetitive affirmations stayed lodged in his mind like a quiet melody he couldn’t turn off.

Good girls feel pretty… Good girls let go… Surrender feels so good…

The phrases looped softly in the back of his head during quiet moments at work, while driving, while trying to fall asleep. They kept him in a low, constant state of arousal. His cock would twitch at random times during the day, especially when he felt the lavender panties under his clothes. The denial and the gentle mental hum left him perpetually horny, sensitive, and slightly off-balance.

He tried to push the thoughts away, but they always drifted back — soft, comforting, and insistent.



A few nights later, Sophia invited him over again.

This time she didn’t make him plan anything. She cooked a simple dinner, kept the conversation light and affectionate, and afterward led him straight to the bedroom.

She undressed him slowly, smiling when she saw he was wearing another pair from the bag — soft pink cheeky panties with delicate lace trim.

“Look at you,” she murmured approvingly. “Wearing pretty panties for me again. Such a good girl.”

The words slipped out naturally in the heat of the moment.

Ethan froze for a split second, but Sophia didn’t stop. She kissed him deeply and guided him onto the bed, pulling the panties down just enough to free his cock. She straddled him and sank down slowly, taking him inside her with a satisfied moan.

She rode him with smooth, controlling movements — grinding her hips in deep circles, squeezing around him rhythmically. Her hands roamed over his chest and thighs, occasionally brushing the pink panties still stretched around his upper thighs.

“You feel so good,” she panted, leaning down so her breasts brushed his chest. “Such a good girl for me… letting me take control… wearing pretty things for me…”

The phrase “good girl” hit Ethan like a spark. Combined with the constant, soothing hypno echoes still whispering in the back of his mind, it sent a powerful shiver through him. His cock throbbed harder inside her.

Sophia noticed. She smiled and rode him faster, whispering the praise again and again.

“Good girl… my sweet, pretty girl… letting me fuck you just how I want…”

Ethan came hard, hips bucking up into her as the combination of her words, the panties, and the lingering hypno affirmations pushed him over the edge. Sophia followed right after, grinding down as she moaned his name.

Afterward, she cuddled against him, kissing his neck softly.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” she whispered. “When I called you my good girl.”

Ethan didn’t answer right away. He just held her closer, heart still racing.

The words — and the gentle, feminine role they implied — were starting to feel less scary.

And a lot more arousing.

Chapter 18: Coffee with Ryan

Ethan couldn’t shake the fear.

Every time he thought about taking the next step — wearing panties openly around Sophia, letting her put makeup on him, or going further — a wave of anxiety hit him. The hypno echoes and the “good girl” praise from their last night together kept him in a constant low hum of arousal, but the leap still terrified him.

He needed to talk to someone who had actually done it.

After a nervous text exchange with Sophia, she arranged a casual coffee meet-up. Just him and Ryan. No pressure. No Emily or Sophia present.

They met at a quiet café on a Saturday afternoon. Ryan arrived looking effortlessly feminine in a soft cream blouse, a knee-length pleated skirt, and subtle makeup. His C-cup breasts were noticeable but natural under the blouse, and his movements were graceful and confident. He smiled warmly when he saw Ethan.

“Hey,” Ryan said, sliding into the booth across from him. “Sophia mentioned you wanted to talk. I’m happy to answer anything. No judgment.”

Ethan fidgeted with his coffee cup, cheeks already warm.

“I’m… scared,” he admitted quietly. “Sophia’s been amazing, but the idea of going further — really becoming like you — terrifies me. I wanted to ask… how did you get there? And do you actually like it? Being a sissy, I mean.”

Ryan nodded thoughtfully, taking a sip of his latte before answering.

“It started small for me too,” he said. “Emily just wanted skirts for easy access. Then it grew — panties, shaving, makeup, the surgery. At first I was embarrassed and confused. But the more I let go, the better it felt. Not having to be in charge all the time… being praised for being pretty and obedient… it’s freeing. I like who I am now. The body, the clothes, the role — it fits. And Emily loves it. That makes it worth everything.”

He leaned in slightly, voice gentle.

“It’s okay to be scared. I was too. But Sophia seems like she really cares about you. If you go slow and only do what feels good, you might surprise yourself. I don’t regret any of it. I’m happier like this.”

Ethan listened intently, the knot in his chest loosening just a little. Hearing Ryan speak so openly and happily about his transformation made the lifestyle feel less like a fantasy and more like a real, viable choice.

They talked for nearly two hours. Ryan shared stories about his early embarrassment, the first time he came from being pegged, and how good it felt to fully surrender. He also admitted the parts that were hard — the permanent changes, the occasional dysphoria — but emphasized that for him, the joy outweighed everything.

When they parted, Ryan gave him a warm hug.

“Whatever you decide, be honest with Sophia. And with yourself. You don’t have to rush anything.”

Ethan drove home feeling lighter, but the conversation had planted new seeds. The fear was still there… but so was a quiet curiosity about what it might feel like to let go completely.

That night, the soft hypno whispers returned in his mind as he lay in bed.

Good girls let go…

He fell asleep wondering how it would feel to stop fighting it.

Chapter 19: Ready to Let Go

Ethan couldn’t stop thinking about his conversation with Ryan.

The honesty, the quiet joy in Ryan’s voice when he talked about surrendering, and the visible happiness in his new life kept echoing in Ethan’s mind. The fear was still there, but it was slowly being outweighed by a deep, aching curiosity — and the constant, gentle pull of the hypno whispers that refused to leave his head.

A few days after the coffee meet-up, Ethan texted Sophia:

Ethan: Can we talk tonight? In person. I think… I’m ready to try letting you lead. I want to see what it feels like to have you in charge of our relationship and… the sissy stuff.

Sophia’s reply came almost instantly, full of warmth and excitement:

Sophia: Come over right now. I’m so proud of you. 💕

When Ethan arrived at her apartment, Sophia opened the door wearing a short silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh. She pulled him inside immediately, closed the door, and kissed him deeply, her hands framing his face.

“You have no idea how happy this makes me,” she whispered against his lips, eyes shining with genuine joy. “I’ve been waiting for you to say that. I’m going to take such good care of you, Ethan. We’re going to explore this together, slowly and safely. You’re going to be my beautiful, good girl.”

She led him straight to the couch, pushing him down gently so he was sitting. Without another word, she dropped to her knees between his legs, her robe falling open to reveal she was naked underneath.

“You’re being so brave,” she murmured, unzipping his pants and tugging them down along with his underwear. His cock sprang free, already hard from the anticipation and the weeks of teasing. “Letting me lead… trusting me with this… you deserve a reward right now.”

Sophia took him into her mouth in one smooth, wet motion. The blowjob was eager, loving, and intensely focused on his pleasure. She sucked him deeply, her tongue swirling around the head and shaft while one hand stroked the base in perfect rhythm. Her other hand gently massaged his balls, occasionally teasing lower.

She looked up at him the entire time, eyes full of affection and excitement.

“Mmm… such a good girl for me,” she moaned around his cock, the vibration traveling straight through him. “Letting me take control… wearing pretty things for me… trusting me to lead you. I’m going to make you feel so good from now on.”

Ethan groaned, his hands fisting the couch cushions. Sophia doubled her efforts — sucking harder, taking him deeper into her throat, humming happily as she worked him. The wet, slurping sounds and her constant soft praise pushed him quickly toward the edge.

When he came, it was with a deep, shuddering moan. Sophia swallowed every drop, milking him gently with her lips and tongue until he was spent. She licked him clean afterward, then climbed up into his lap and kissed him so he could taste himself on her tongue.

“I’m so happy you’re ready,” she whispered, cuddling against him. “We’re going to have so much fun. Tomorrow we can start small — maybe picking out an outfit together, or just talking about what you’re curious about. No rush. Just us exploring.”

Ethan held her close, still catching his breath, the weight of his decision settling over him.

He was scared.

But he was also excited.

And for the first time, he felt like he had made the right choice.

Chapter 20: The Morning Routine

Sophia discovered Ethan’s secret a few nights later.

They were cuddling in bed after another gentle, controlled session where she had ridden him slowly while whispering praise. Ethan’s phone had buzzed on the nightstand. When he reached for it, the screen lit up just long enough for Sophia to see the title of the audio file he had been listening to before she arrived: “Sissy Affirmation Hypno – Deep Submission.”

She didn’t say anything right away. She simply smiled and pulled him closer.

The next morning, Sophia woke him up with soft kisses along his neck.

“From now on,” she whispered, “the first thing you do every morning is listen to your hypno. Put on a pair of the pretty panties I bought you, lie back, and let the words sink in while you get into the right headspace. It will help you feel good about letting me lead.”

Ethan’s face flushed, but he didn’t deny it. He had been listening to the files almost every night.

Sophia handed him a fresh pair of soft pink bikini panties from the bag. He slipped them on under her watchful, approving gaze. Then she had him lie back on the bed while she started one of his favorite hypno tracks on low volume.

The soft, feminine voice filled the room:

“You are a good girl… You feel safe when she leads… Pretty panties make you happy… Surrender feels natural…”

Sophia sat beside him, gently stroking his hair and occasionally running her fingers over the front of the pink panties as the audio played. Ethan’s cock hardened quickly against the soft fabric, but she didn’t touch him directly — she just let the words and the sensations sink in.

When the track ended, she kissed him softly.

“Good morning, my pretty girl,” she said warmly. “How do you feel?”

“Better,” Ethan admitted quietly. “Calmer… and horny.”

Sophia smiled and gave the front of his panties a gentle squeeze.

“That’s exactly how you should feel. Now get dressed for work — but keep the panties on. I want you thinking about me all day.”

From that morning onward, it became their new routine.

Every day, Ethan woke up, slipped into a fresh pair of pretty panties from his growing collection, and listened to sissy hypno while Sophia (or on her own when she wasn’t there) guided him gently. The affirmations mixed with the feel of the lace and satin kept him in a constant, low-level state of aroused submission.

He started looking forward to it.

And every evening when he came home, Sophia rewarded him for staying in that headspace — with slow, controlling sex where she was always in charge, and plenty of praise for her “good girl.”

Ethan was still scared.

But he was also happier than he had been in a long time.

And the pink panties felt more and more like they belonged on him.

Chapter 21: Painted Toes

Sophia loved being on top.

She straddled Ethan slowly that evening, sinking down onto his cock with a satisfied sigh. The room was dimly lit, soft music playing in the background. Ethan was wearing a fresh pair of lavender panties from the collection she had bought him — the waistband peeking above his hips as she rode him with smooth, rolling movements.

“You feel so good like this,” she murmured, grinding her hips in deep circles. “My sweet boy, letting me take control… wearing pretty panties for me every day…”

Ethan moaned beneath her, hands resting on her thighs as she set the pace. Sophia leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest, and kissed him deeply while continuing to ride him.

“I’ve been thinking,” she whispered against his lips, voice husky with pleasure. “Your toenails should match your panties. It would look so cute when you’re barefoot at home… a little secret just for us. Soft, feminine colors to remind you who you belong to.”

She sat up straighter, riding him harder, her hands braced on his chest. The lavender panties stretched around his cock and balls as she moved, the sight clearly turning her on.

“Imagine it,” she continued, breath coming faster. “Pretty painted toes peeking out when you wear sandals or when you’re naked for me. Matching your panties every day. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Ethan’s hips bucked up into her, the combination of her words, the panties, and the constant hypno echoes in his head pushing him closer to the edge.

“Yes…” he gasped. “It… it does.”

Sophia smiled triumphantly and rode him faster, squeezing around him rhythmically.

“Good boy,” she moaned. “We’ll do it tonight. After you come for me like a good girl.”

She leaned down again, whispering praise and encouragement as she chased her own pleasure. When Ethan finally came — pulsing deep inside her with a shuddering groan — Sophia followed right after, grinding down hard as she cried out.

Afterward, while they were still tangled together and catching their breath, Sophia kissed his neck softly.

“Stay right here,” she said, slipping off him.

She returned a minute later with the bottle of bright pink nail polish she had used on him before, along with remover and cotton pads. She sat at the foot of the bed, lifted one of his feet into her lap, and began carefully painting his toenails to match the lavender panties he was still wearing.

“Perfect match,” she murmured happily as she worked. “Such pretty toes for my pretty boy.”

Ethan watched her with a mix of nervousness and quiet arousal. The color was unmistakably feminine — a soft lavender that glistened under the light. When she finished both feet, she blew gently on them to help them dry.

“From now on,” she said, kissing the top of his foot, “your toenails stay painted to match your panties. It’s a small thing… but it will help you feel more like my good girl every day.”

Ethan nodded slowly, the fresh polish gleaming on his toes.

He was scared.

But he was also starting to crave the feeling of letting her decide these little things.

And Sophia could see it in his eyes.

She was winning him over, one painted toe at a time.

Chapter 22: Smooth Surrender

Sophia had been patient, but she was ready for the next clear step.

One quiet evening, after Ethan had listened to his morning hypno and was wearing a fresh pair of soft pink panties under his clothes, she led him into the bathroom.

“Tonight we’re making you even smoother,” she said gently, running her hands over his arms and chest. “I want all of your body hair gone. Arms, legs, chest, everything below the neck except that cute little landing strip. It will feel incredible… and it will help you feel more like my pretty girl.”

Ethan hesitated only a moment before nodding. The combination of the constant hypno whispers, the painted toenails, and the daily panties had worn down his resistance. He wanted to please her.

Sophia prepared everything carefully — warm water, shaving cream, a fresh razor, and her hair removal cream as backup. She had him stand in the shower and applied the cream first, covering every inch below his neck. While they waited for it to work, she kissed him softly, stroking his cock through the pink panties until he was hard and leaking.

When the cream was rinsed off, she took the razor and shaved him meticulously by hand — legs, thighs, chest, arms, underarms, and finally around his cock and balls, leaving only the neat landing strip. The process was intimate and slow. Every stroke of the razor left his skin silky and hypersensitive.

By the time she finished, Ethan was trembling. His body felt impossibly smooth and vulnerable. The cool air on his freshly shaved skin made him shiver with arousal.

Sophia dried him gently with a soft towel, then led him to the bed. She pushed him onto his back and straddled him, sinking down onto his cock in one smooth motion.

The sensation was overwhelming.

His newly shaved skin made every point of contact feel electric. Sophia’s smooth thighs against his, her wetness sliding along his shaft, the lack of any hair to dull the friction — it was too much. Ethan lasted less than a minute before he came hard with a surprised moan, spilling deep inside her in premature, helpless pulses.

Sophia didn’t stop. She kept riding him gently through his orgasm, smiling down at him with affection.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “Your smooth skin felt too good, didn’t it? That’s okay. Now you’re going to finish what you started.”

She lifted off him, a trickle of his cum leaking from her pussy. She moved up his body and straddled his face.

“Eat me,” she said softly but firmly. “Clean up your mess and make me come.”

Ethan obeyed without hesitation. He licked and sucked at her pussy, tasting his own cum mixed with her wetness. The act was intensely humiliating and arousing. Sophia moaned above him, grinding gently against his tongue as he worked diligently to please her.

“Good girl,” she praised, fingers in his hair. “Such a good, obedient sissy… eating your own cum for me…”

She came hard on his face, thighs trembling around his head as she rode out the orgasm. When she finally climbed off, she kissed him deeply, tasting both of them on his lips.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “My smooth, pretty boy. We’re going to keep you like this from now on.”

Ethan lay there, freshly shaved body tingling, lips glossy with their combined fluids, and the soft hypno whispers still echoing in his mind.

He was embarrassed.

He was aroused.

And he was starting to crave more.

Chapter 23: The Donor

Sophia’s text came while Ethan was getting ready for work:

“Wear the clear lip gloss today. Just a light coat. For me. Send a picture when you’re done 💕”

Ethan stared at the message for a long moment. The gloss was one of the subtle ones Sophia had bought him — barely noticeable but with a soft, shiny finish that made his fuller lips look even more feminine. After a brief internal battle, he applied a thin layer in the mirror. It felt slick and slightly sweet on his lips.

He sent her the requested selfie.

Sophia: Perfect. Good girl. Have a wonderful day.

The gloss stayed on all morning at the library. It wasn’t dramatic, but in certain lights it caught the eye. Most people didn’t notice. Ethan told himself no one would.

He was wrong.

Mid-morning, a major donor to the university library system stopped by for an unannounced visit. Mr. Harlan Graves was a wealthy older businessman in his late fifties — sharp suit, confident demeanor, and a reputation for generous contributions when he was impressed.

He toured the facility with Ethan as his guide. As they walked and talked, Graves’s gaze kept drifting to Ethan’s mouth. When they reached a quiet corner of the stacks, Graves stopped and studied him openly.

“You’re wearing lip gloss,” he said quietly, a small smile forming. “Clear, but noticeable. And your eyebrows… the way you move. You’re a sissy, aren’t you?”

Ethan froze, heart slamming in his chest. The words were spoken casually, without malice, but they hit like a hammer.

Graves continued, voice low and matter-of-fact. “I’ve seen it before. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. In fact… I find it rather appealing. I’m prepared to increase my donation to the library significantly — enough to fund several new programs — and I can personally ensure you receive a substantial pay raise. All I ask in return is a private moment of your time. Right now. In the family restroom down the hall.”

Ethan’s mind reeled. The offer was blatant. The risk was enormous. But the promise of a big donation for the library and a much-needed raise for himself made refusal feel complicated.

Graves waited patiently.

In the end, fear, guilt, and the lingering effects of weeks of conditioning won out. Ethan nodded shakily.

In the locked family restroom, Graves was efficient and appreciative. He leaned against the sink while Ethan dropped to his knees. The older man’s cock was thick and already hard. Ethan took him into his mouth, using the techniques Sophia had taught him — slow, wet, deep strokes with his tongue and throat.

Graves groaned softly, one hand resting lightly on Ethan’s head.

“That’s it… good boy. Such a pretty mouth.”

It didn’t take long. Ethan sucked him with quiet desperation until Graves came down his throat with a low grunt. Ethan swallowed everything, then cleaned him gently with his tongue.

Graves zipped up, looking satisfied. “Consider the donation doubled. And expect a nice bump in your next paycheck. You’re a natural at this.”

Ethan left the restroom feeling sick with guilt. He told his supervisor he wasn’t feeling well and went home early, the taste of another man still on his tongue and the clear gloss slightly smudged on his lips.

When he got home, he curled up on the couch, still wearing the gloss and the panties Sophia had requested. The guilt was heavy… but so was the confusing arousal underneath it.

He didn’t know how to tell Sophia what had happened.

But he knew he couldn’t keep it secret for long.

Chapter 24: The Weekly Arrangement

The donor, Mr. Harlan Graves, wasted no time.

Two days after the first encounter, he sent a polite but direct email to Ethan’s work account:

“Looking forward to our weekly private check-in. Same time and place as before. I’ll make sure the library receives another generous contribution this quarter.”

Ethan stared at the message for a long time, stomach twisting with guilt. He knew he could say no. But the promised donations were already making a real difference — new books, updated programs, and the pay raise that had appeared in his next paycheck. Refusing felt impossible.

The weekly visits became routine.

Every Thursday afternoon, Ethan would slip away to the family restroom during his break. Graves was always efficient and appreciative. He would lean against the sink while Ethan knelt in his work clothes (sometimes with the waistband of whatever pretty panties he was wearing that day peeking out). Ethan would suck him with the skills he had learned from Sophia and the hypno videos — deep, wet, obedient strokes until Graves came down his throat.

Graves never got rough. He was polite, even complimentary.

“You’re getting better every week,” he’d say, zipping up afterward. “Such a good, discreet boy.”

Each time, Ethan left the bathroom feeling a heavy mix of shame, arousal, and guilt. The encounters were quick and transactional, but they fed the growing submissive feelings inside him. The hypno whispers in his head grew louder on those days.

Good girls serve… Good girls obey…

Over the next few weeks, the guilt began to sink him deeper.

He became quieter at home. More eager to please Sophia in small ways — doing chores without being asked, wearing whatever panties she suggested, listening to his morning hypno with more focus. The weekly blowjobs for Graves felt like a dirty secret that only made him crave Sophia’s gentle dominance more.

One quiet evening, after a particularly intense day, Ethan couldn’t hold it in anymore.

He was on his knees in front of Sophia, wearing only a pair of soft pink panties, his head resting on her thigh as she stroked his hair.

“I have to tell you something,” he said quietly, voice trembling. “There’s a big donor at the library… Mr. Graves. He saw my lip gloss one day. He figured out what I am. He… he offered bigger donations and a pay raise if I… serviced him once a week. I’ve been doing it. I feel so guilty, but the money helps the library and… I didn’t know how to say no.”

Sophia continued stroking his hair, her touch calm and steady. She didn’t seem angry. If anything, she looked thoughtful — and a little aroused.

“Thank you for telling me,” she said gently. “That took a lot of courage. I’m not upset with you, Ethan. You were put in a difficult position. But I’m glad you’re being honest.”

She tilted his chin up so he could look at her.

“We can figure this out together,” she continued. “If you want to stop the visits with Graves, we’ll find another way. But if part of you is okay with it… maybe we can make it part of your training. A way to practice being a good, obedient girl for someone else while still belonging to me.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The guilt was still there, but so was the familiar pull of submission — the relief of letting Sophia decide.

He nodded slowly.

“I don’t want to stop… not yet,” he whispered. “But I don’t want to hide it from you anymore.”

Sophia smiled softly and kissed his forehead.

“Then we won’t hide it. From now on, you tell me everything that happens with him. And you keep being my good girl at home. Understood?”

“Yes,” Ethan whispered, the weight on his chest finally easing a little.

Sophia pulled him up into her arms, holding him close.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured. “My sweet, honest sissy. We’re going to make this work.”

Ethan closed his eyes, sinking deeper into her embrace.

The guilt was still there.

But so was the growing need to surrender everything to her.

Chapter 25: The Dinner Arrangement

The next weekly visit with Mr. Graves followed the usual pattern.

Ethan knelt in the family restroom during his break, lips stretched around the older man’s cock, sucking with the practiced rhythm he had learned. Graves groaned softly and came down his throat. Afterward, as Graves was zipping up, Ethan wiped his mouth and spoke.

“Sophia — my girlfriend — would like to have dinner with the three of us,” he said quietly. “She wants to talk about the dynamics. She said if you’re going to keep seeing me like this, she wants to make sure everything is… proper.”

Graves raised an eyebrow, then smiled with clear interest.

“Intriguing. Tell her I’d be delighted. Name the time and place.”

Sophia chose an upscale restaurant with private dining rooms. She spent the afternoon preparing Ethan carefully.

She dressed him in his first skirt — a soft, pleated black mini that barely reached mid-thigh — paired with a fitted white blouse, sheer black thigh-high stockings, and his strappy 4-inch heels. Light makeup, glossy pink lips, and the silver anklet completed the look. No bra, no chastity cage — just the skirt and the panties beneath it, a deliberate choice to keep him feeling exposed and submissive without the more advanced markers yet.

“You look perfect,” Sophia said, adjusting the hem of the skirt so it sat teasingly high on his smooth thighs. “This will help put you in the right headspace tonight. And it will remind Graves exactly what kind of arrangement we’re offering.”

Ethan’s face burned with embarrassment as they drove to the restaurant, the short skirt riding up his smooth legs with every movement. The heels forced a graceful, swaying walk that made him feel even more vulnerable.

Graves was already waiting. His eyes lit up with clear appreciation when he saw Ethan in the feminine outfit.

“Well,” he said, standing. “This is a very pleasant surprise.”

Sophia smiled confidently and shook his hand.

“Mr. Graves, thank you for joining us. I wanted us to talk openly. If you’re going to continue having private time with Ethan, I expect you to treat him properly. Fancy dinners. Nice hotel rooms when you want more time together. Respect for the dynamic. In return, he’ll continue being the sweet, obedient girl you enjoy.”

Graves listened carefully, his gaze frequently drifting to Ethan’s smooth thighs and the short skirt.

“I can certainly accommodate that,” he said smoothly. “Ethan has been very… accommodating. I’d be happy to make the arrangements more luxurious.”

The dinner was polite but charged. Sophia laid out clear expectations while gently reinforcing Ethan’s submissive role. She had him sit with legs crossed gracefully, occasionally resting a hand on his thigh under the table. The short skirt and heels kept him constantly aware of his exposure and femininity.

By the end of the meal, Graves was fully on board.

“I look forward to our next dinner,” he said, shaking Sophia’s hand. “And to spending more quality time with your lovely sissy.”

As they drove home, Sophia reached over and squeezed Ethan’s thigh, her hand sliding under the short skirt.

“You did so well tonight,” she praised. “Wearing your first skirt in public for me. Looking so pretty and obedient. I’m very proud of you.”

Ethan’s cock strained against the pink panties beneath the skirt. The evening had been intensely humiliating and arousing.

Sophia smiled, sensing his state.

“When we get home,” she whispered, “I’m going to reward my good girl properly.”

Ethan leaned his head back, the short skirt riding up his smooth thighs, and let out a shaky breath.

He was sinking deeper.

And part of him was starting to love it.

Chapter 26: Easy Access at Home

The drive home was quiet, but the air between them was thick with tension. Ethan kept his hands folded in his lap, the short black pleated skirt riding high on his smooth thighs. Every shift of the car made him acutely aware of how exposed he felt.

When they stepped inside Sophia’s apartment, she closed the door and immediately turned to him with a hungry smile.

“Keep the skirt on,” she said softly but firmly. “I like how you look in it. The way it moves when you walk… the way it shows off your smooth legs… it’s incredibly sexy.”

Ethan’s face warmed, but he didn’t protest. Sophia stepped closer, running her hands up his thighs and under the hem of the skirt. She cupped his ass through the pink panties, squeezing gently.

“And best of all,” she whispered, nipping at his ear, “it gives me such easy access.”

She guided him to the couch, pushing him down so he was sitting. The short skirt flared out around his hips. Sophia straddled his lap, facing him, and kissed him deeply. Her hands slid under the skirt again, pushing the pink panties aside just enough to free his hard cock.

“See?” she murmured against his lips as she stroked him slowly. “So convenient. I can just lift this little skirt whenever I want you.”

She positioned herself and sank down onto him in one smooth motion, taking him deep inside her. A soft moan escaped both of them. Sophia began to ride him slowly, grinding her hips in deep, deliberate circles. The pleated skirt fluttered and bunched around his waist with every movement, the fabric brushing teasingly against their joined bodies.

“You look so pretty like this,” she panted, bracing her hands on his shoulders as she rode him harder. “Sitting there in your first skirt, letting me use you. I think you should wear skirts at home from now on. Just to see how it feels. Just for me. I find it so fucking sexy when you dress like this for me.”

Ethan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she controlled the pace. The combination of the feminine skirt, the easy access, and Sophia’s constant praise pushed him quickly toward the edge. Sophia leaned down, kissing him fiercely while continuing to ride him.

“Come for me, baby,” she whispered. “Come while you’re wearing your pretty skirt.”

Ethan came with a shuddering moan, spilling deep inside her. Sophia followed moments later, grinding down hard as she clenched around him.

Afterward, she stayed in his lap, the skirt still bunched around his waist, and kissed him tenderly.

“I meant what I said,” she murmured, stroking his cheek. “At home, I want you trying skirts more often. It makes you look so cute and submissive. And it makes me incredibly wet. Will you do that for me?”

Ethan, still catching his breath and feeling the afterglow mixed with deep embarrassment, nodded slowly.

“Okay,” he whispered. “I’ll try.”

Sophia smiled brightly and kissed him again.

“Good boy. We’ll start small. Just around the apartment for now. But I think you’re going to like how it feels.”

She stayed in his lap for a long time, gently stroking his hair, the short skirt still covering very little.

Ethan closed his eyes, the weight of the evening settling over him.

He was wearing a skirt.

And he had just agreed to wear more of them at home.

The slow slide into Sophia’s world was becoming harder and harder to resist.

Chapter 27: Skirt Days

Over the next few days, Ethan started wearing skirts at home.

It began small. The morning after their conversation, Sophia laid out the black pleated mini skirt for him. He put it on with nervous hands, the short hem brushing his smooth thighs. Sophia’s eyes lit up with immediate approval.

That first evening, she rewarded him twice.

First on the couch — she pushed him down, flipped the skirt up, pulled his panties aside, and rode him hard and fast until they both came. Later that night, after dinner, she bent him over the kitchen counter, lifted the skirt again, and took him from behind with slow, deep thrusts while whispering how pretty he looked.

Each time he wore a skirt, Sophia made sure the sex was frequent and intense. She praised him constantly: how cute the skirt looked on him, how easy it made access, how much she loved seeing him like this. By the third day, Ethan had worn three different skirts — the black pleated one, the soft pink tennis skirt, and the white micro-mini. Each outfit came with multiple rewards.

On the fourth evening, after Sophia had ridden him to a shuddering orgasm on the living room floor (skirt bunched uselessly around his waist), she cuddled against his side, still breathing hard, and traced lazy circles on his smooth thigh under the hem.

“So… do you like wearing skirts for me?” she asked softly, kissing his shoulder.

Ethan lay there for a moment, flushed and spent. He answered honestly, voice quiet.

“I like the sex,” he admitted. “It feels really good when you get so turned on by it.”

Sophia smiled, clearly pleased by his honesty. She kissed him deeply, her hand sliding back under the skirt to gently stroke him again.

“Good answer,” she murmured. “Honest boys get rewarded. If you like the sex this much… then let’s go shopping tomorrow. We’ll get you more skirts — different styles, different lengths. And more lingerie to go with them. I want you to have a proper collection at home.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The idea of actively shopping for more feminine clothes with her made his stomach flutter with nerves… but after days of near-constant pleasure, he didn’t want to say no.

“Okay,” he whispered.

Sophia’s smile widened. She kissed him again, slower and deeper this time.

“Good boy. We’re going to have so much fun building your wardrobe together.”

She rolled on top of him once more, flipping the skirt up as she positioned herself.

“But first… one more reward for being so honest with me.”

Ethan moaned softly as she sank down onto him again, the skirt fluttering around them.

He was getting used to this new routine.

And the rewards were making it very hard to imagine going back.

Chapter 28: Building the Collection

The shopping trip happened the following Saturday.

Sophia drove them to a large mall with several higher-end women’s stores and a few specialty lingerie boutiques. Ethan sat in the passenger seat in one of his new skirts — the soft pink tennis skirt — with a loose hoodie on top for some cover. His heart was racing the entire drive.

“You don’t have to be nervous,” Sophia said, squeezing his thigh. “We’re just shopping for pretty things for you. I’ll do most of the talking. You just help pick what you like.”

The first stop was a trendy women’s clothing store. Sophia led him confidently through the racks, holding up different skirts for his opinion.

“This one?” she asked, lifting a flirty black skater skirt with white trim. “Short and twirly. Perfect for easy access.”

Ethan nodded shyly. Sophia added it to the growing pile, along with a soft grey pleated midi skirt, a red mini with a flared hem, and a delicate white lace-trimmed skirt that was almost too short to be practical.

They moved to dresses next. Sophia picked out several options: a tight black bodycon dress that would hug his figure, a soft pink sundress with thin straps, and a slutty little red cocktail dress with a deep neckline and dangerously short hem.

“You’ll look incredible in these,” she whispered in his ear as she added them to the cart. “Especially the red one. It screams ‘fuck me’.”

Ethan’s face stayed flushed the entire time, but he couldn’t deny the growing arousal he felt watching Sophia choose feminine clothes specifically for him.

The final stop was a high-end lingerie boutique. Sophia’s eyes lit up as she browsed the more provocative section.

“Here we go,” she said excitedly.

She picked out a large collection of slutty sissy lingerie: sheer black babydoll sets with matching crotchless thongs, pink lace garter belts with thigh-high stockings, red satin corset-style teddies, multiple pairs of crotchless panties in various colors, and a few extremely revealing sheer bodysuits that left almost nothing to the imagination. She even added a couple of training bras and padded bralettes “for when you’re ready.”

At the register, Sophia paid happily while Ethan stood slightly behind her, cheeks burning as the sales associate folded the very feminine items.

As they left the mall with several heavy bags, Sophia linked her arm through his.

“You did so well,” she praised. “I’m so proud of my brave girl. When we get home, I want you to try everything on for me. One piece at a time.”

Ethan swallowed hard, the weight of the bags in his hands feeling like both a burden and a promise.

That night, back at Sophia’s apartment, he spent hours modeling every new item for her. She sat on the bed, eyes dark with lust, praising him constantly as he changed.

Each new skirt earned a deep kiss.

Each dress earned her hands roaming over his body.

Each piece of slutty lingerie earned passionate, hungry sex — Sophia riding him, bending him over, or making him please her while he wore the delicate fabrics.

By the end of the night, Ethan was exhausted, thoroughly used, and wearing a tiny sheer pink babydoll with matching crotchless panties as they cuddled.

“You have such a pretty wardrobe now,” Sophia whispered, stroking his hair. “And we’re only getting started.”

Ethan closed his eyes, the soft fabric of the babydoll brushing against his skin, and felt the slow, steady pull of surrender growing stronger.

He was starting to like how it felt.

Chapter 29: The Hotel Suite

Mr. Graves had been true to his word about making their arrangement more luxurious.

A few days after the dinner with Sophia, Graves sent a car to pick Ethan up from work. The message was simple: “Wear something pretty under your clothes. I’ve made reservations.”

Ethan obeyed. Under his work slacks and button-down, he wore a pair of the new sheer black lace panties Sophia had bought him. The delicate fabric kept him in a low state of arousal the entire day.

The car took him to an upscale French restaurant. Graves was waiting at a private table, looking sharp in a tailored suit. He greeted Ethan with a warm smile and a lingering look.

“You look good,” Graves said as they sat down. “I’m glad you came.”

The dinner was elegant and expensive — multiple courses, fine wine, and quiet conversation. Graves was charming and attentive, treating Ethan more like a date than a transactional partner. He asked about Ethan’s day, about Sophia, and about how he was feeling about their arrangement. Ethan answered honestly but shyly, the lace panties a constant secret reminder under his clothes.

After dessert, Graves leaned in.

“I’ve booked a suite at the Grand Regency. There’s a private hot tub on the terrace. I’d like to spend the night with you, if you’re comfortable.”

Ethan hesitated only briefly before nodding. Sophia had encouraged him to continue the arrangement, and the guilt was starting to mix with a strange, submissive thrill.

The hotel suite was luxurious — floor-to-ceiling windows, a massive king bed, and a large private terrace with a steaming hot tub overlooking the city lights.

Graves wasted little time once they were alone. He pulled Ethan close and kissed him deeply, hands roaming over his body. He undressed him slowly, savoring the reveal of the sheer black lace panties.

“These are new,” Graves murmured approvingly, running his fingers along the waistband. “Very pretty.”

They moved to the terrace. The night air was cool, but the hot tub was perfectly heated. Graves stripped and stepped in first, then guided Ethan in after him. The water was hot and bubbling, enveloping their bodies.

Graves pulled Ethan onto his lap, facing him. They kissed passionately as the water swirled around them. Graves’s hands explored Ethan’s smooth thighs and ass under the water, squeezing and spreading him gently.

“You’re so smooth,” Graves groaned against his mouth. “So fucking pretty.”

He lifted Ethan slightly, positioned his thick cock at Ethan’s entrance, and slowly lowered him down. Ethan gasped as Graves filled him, the hot water making everything slick and intense. Graves held his hips and began thrusting up into him with deep, controlled strokes.

The sex was slow and sensual at first. The bubbling water splashed against their bodies as Graves fucked him steadily. Ethan’s hands rested on Graves’s shoulders, his head falling back as moans escaped his lips. The older man’s cock stretched him perfectly, hitting deep with every upward thrust.

Graves leaned forward, sucking on Ethan’s neck and chest while gripping his ass harder, pulling him down onto his cock with more force. The pace quickened. Water sloshed over the edges of the hot tub as Graves fucked him harder, one hand moving between them to stroke Ethan’s leaking cock.

“You take it so well,” Graves growled. “Such a good little sissy.”

Ethan came first — hard and sudden — spilling into the hot water with a loud cry. Graves followed moments later, burying himself deep and filling Ethan with thick pulses of cum as he groaned in satisfaction.

They stayed connected for a long time, the hot water bubbling around them, Graves kissing Ethan’s neck and shoulders gently.

“You’re worth every penny,” Graves murmured. “I look forward to many more nights like this.”

Ethan leaned against him, exhausted, aroused, and deeply conflicted. The luxury, the pleasure, and the submission all mixed together in a confusing haze.

When Graves finally dropped him off late that night, Ethan went straight home to Sophia, the taste of guilt and the memory of the hot tub still fresh.

He knew he would have to tell her everything.

Chapter 30: Full Disclosure

Ethan couldn’t hold it in any longer.

That same night, after Graves dropped him off, he went straight to Sophia’s apartment. She opened the door, took one look at his flushed, guilty face, and pulled him inside without a word.

They sat on the couch. Ethan, still wearing the sheer black lace panties from earlier, told her everything.

He described the fancy dinner, the luxurious hotel suite, the private hot tub on the terrace. He detailed how Graves had fucked him in the bubbling water — how he had been on Graves’s lap, facing him, as the older man thrust up into him deeply while the hot water splashed around them. How Graves had gripped his ass and called him a “good little sissy.” How he had come hard in the water, followed by Graves filling him.

Sophia listened carefully, her hand resting on his thigh under the skirt he was still wearing. Her expression was calm, but her eyes darkened with clear arousal as he spoke.

When he finished, he looked down, voice small.

“I feel so guilty,” he whispered. “But the money… it’s helping the library so much. And I didn’t know how to say no.”

Sophia pulled him into her arms, stroking his hair gently.

“Thank you for telling me everything,” she said softly. “I’m not angry. You were put in a difficult position, and you were honest with me. That means a lot.”

She kissed his forehead, then his lips.

“We’ll figure this out together,” she continued. “If you want to keep seeing him, we can set clearer rules. But you never have to hide anything from me again. Understood?”

Ethan nodded, relief washing over him.



The next morning, a package arrived at Sophia’s door.

It was addressed to her. Inside was a sleek black credit card with no name on it, a handwritten letter on expensive stationery, and a small note.

Sophia read the letter aloud to Ethan, who was still in one of his new skirts and a soft pink bralette she had encouraged him to wear that morning:



“Dear Sophia,

I see that Ethan has acquired some lovely new lingerie. I would like to encourage his feminine shopping habits. This card has no limit. If it’s something feminine and either of you want it, get it.

Also, please purchase Ethan his own makeup collection and schedule any salon visits you both desire — hair, nails, waxing, whatever makes him feel prettier. Consider it part of our ongoing arrangement.

I look forward to our next dinner.

Best regards,

Harlan Graves”



Sophia set the letter down, a slow, excited smile spreading across her face. She picked up the black credit card and turned it over in her fingers.

“Well,” she said, looking at Ethan with sparkling eyes. “It seems Mr. Graves wants to spoil my pretty girl. We’re going shopping again soon. Properly this time. Makeup, more lingerie, maybe even a few dresses and heels you can wear out.”

Ethan stared at the card, a whirlwind of emotions swirling inside him — nervousness, guilt, and that now-familiar submissive thrill.

Sophia pulled him close and kissed him deeply.

“This is going to be fun,” she whispered. “My good girl is going to look even prettier very soon.”

Ethan leaned into her, the new skirt brushing his smooth thighs, and whispered back:

“Okay.”

He was scared of how fast things were moving.

But he was also starting to crave where Sophia was leading him.

Chapter 31: The Charity Event

A large, elegant box arrived at Sophia’s apartment two days later, addressed to Ethan but clearly intended for both of them. Sophia brought it inside with a knowing smile and called Ethan over.

“It’s from Graves,” she said, setting the heavy box on the bed. “For the charity gala this weekend. He wants you to wear everything inside.”

They opened it together.

On top was a stunning, very revealing formal evening gown — floor-length black silk with a deep plunging neckline that would showcase cleavage (once he had forms or implants), a high slit up one thigh, and a back so low it barely covered anything. It was sophisticated yet shamelessly sexy.

Beneath it lay a long, wavy blonde wig with soft curls, a full set of luxurious black lace lingerie (bra, garter belt, stockings, and crotchless panties), matching heels, and a small jewelry box.

Sophia opened the jewelry box last.

Inside, nestled on black velvet, was a beautiful, very feminine chastity cage made of polished gold with delicate gemstones (tiny pink sapphires) encrusted around the base and along the shaft. It was ornate, expensive, and unmistakably designed for a sissy — elegant, feminine, and impossible to ignore once locked on.

Sophia’s eyes lit up with delight.

“He really does want to spoil you,” she murmured, lifting the golden cage. “This is gorgeous. And very permanent-looking.”

Ethan stared at the items, heart pounding. The dress alone was more feminine and revealing than anything he had worn before. The wig would completely change his appearance. And the new chastity cage… it was a clear message that Graves wanted to take things further.

Sophia kissed his cheek softly.

“We’ll get you ready together. You’re going to look stunning.”



The night of the charity gala, Sophia spent hours transforming him.

She helped him shave every inch smooth again, then dressed him carefully. The black lace lingerie first — the bra giving him a convincing cleavage with silicone forms, the garter belt and stockings, and the crotchless panties. Then the golden chastity cage. It clicked shut with a final, expensive-sounding sound. Sophia kissed the cage gently before tucking his caged cock inside the panties.

The dress came next. It fit perfectly, the deep neckline and high slit showing off his smooth legs and creating the illusion of real breasts. Sophia styled the long blonde wig until it fell in soft, elegant waves down his back. Light but flawless makeup, jewelry, and the strappy heels completed the look.

When Ethan looked in the mirror, he barely recognized himself. He looked like a beautiful, elegant woman — sexy, sophisticated, and completely feminine.

Sophia stood behind him, hands on his waist, eyes dark with lust.

“You’re breathtaking,” she whispered. “Graves is going to lose his mind when he sees you.”

Ethan felt a powerful mix of terror and arousal. The golden cage was a constant, heavy reminder between his legs. The dress moved sensually against his body with every step.

Graves sent a limo. When Ethan stepped out at the gala on Graves’s arm, heads turned. The older man looked proud and possessive, his hand resting on the small of Ethan’s back.

“You look incredible,” Graves murmured. “Worth every penny.”

The evening was a blur of elegant conversation, champagne, and stolen touches. Graves kept Ethan close all night, clearly enjoying showing off his pretty companion. By the time they left for Graves’s penthouse suite, Ethan was trembling with nervous anticipation.

The night was far from over.

Chapter 32: The Penthouse

The private elevator opened directly into Graves’ luxurious penthouse suite. The city lights sparkled through floor-to-ceiling windows, and soft mood lighting illuminated the expansive living area and bedroom beyond.

Graves guided Ethan inside with a hand on the small of his back, the long black gown swishing around his legs with every step.

“Champagne first,” Graves said, pouring two glasses. He handed one to Ethan, then stepped closer, eyes roaming over the revealing dress and the blonde wig.

“You look absolutely stunning,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss Ethan’s glossy lips. “Even better than I imagined.”

After they finished their drinks, Graves led him to the bedroom. He slowly unzipped the back of the gown, letting it pool at Ethan’s feet. Ethan stood there in the elegant black lace lingerie Sophia had helped him put on — bra with silicone forms, garter belt, stockings, and crotchless panties.

Graves opened the jewelry box and lifted out the ornate gold chastity cage, the pink sapphires glittering.

“I want you wearing this tonight,” he said, voice low and commanding. “A proper sissy should be locked when she’s being used.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, but he didn’t resist. Graves knelt, carefully fitted the beautiful golden cage around Ethan’s cock and balls, and locked it with a soft click. The device was heavy, expensive, and undeniably feminine. It fit snugly, trapping him completely.

Graves stood, admiring his work.

“Perfect,” he said.

He guided Ethan onto the large bed, still wearing the lingerie, stockings, and heels. Graves stripped and climbed on top of him, kissing him hungrily. He was already hard and thick.

Without much preamble, Graves positioned himself and pushed inside Ethan in one firm thrust. Ethan gasped at the stretch, the golden cage bouncing between his legs as Graves began fucking him hard.

Graves was not gentle. He gripped Ethan’s hips and drove into him with deep, powerful strokes, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room. The bed creaked under them as Graves fucked him relentlessly, changing angles until he found the perfect spot.

Ethan moaned loudly, the intense prostate stimulation building fast. The new cage prevented him from getting fully hard, trapping his cock in a constant state of frustrated arousal. Every hard thrust sent jolts of pleasure through him, but the release felt different — deeper, more overwhelming.

Graves fucked him harder, pounding into him with raw need.

“That’s it,” Graves growled. “Take it like a good sissy.”

The combination of the rough fucking, the beautiful golden cage, the lingerie, and the overwhelming submission pushed Ethan over the edge. He came violently in the cage — an extremely intense, full-body prostate orgasm that made his entire body shake and his toes curl. Cum pulsed out in thick spurts through the bars of the golden cage, soaking the black lace panties and the sheets beneath him. The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave of deep, rolling pleasure crashing through him.

But even as he came, the cage kept him from getting properly hard. The pleasure was intense but incomplete, leaving him aching and desperate for more stimulation that the cage denied him. He was left panting, trembling, and still frustratingly horny even after the powerful release.

Graves groaned and thrust deep one final time, filling Ethan with his own release. He stayed buried inside him for a long moment, catching his breath.

“You came so hard in your pretty new cage,” Graves murmured, kissing Ethan’s neck. “Such a perfect little sissy.”

He eventually pulled out, leaving Ethan lying there in the ruined lingerie, the golden cage glistening with his own cum, body still buzzing with leftover arousal and the inability to fully satisfy it.

Graves smiled down at him, satisfied.

“I look forward to many more nights like this.”

Chapter 33: The Penthouse Weekend

Graves sent a single polite text to Sophia that same night:

“Ethan performed beautifully. With your permission, I’d like to keep him for the full weekend. I’ll return him Sunday evening, well cared for. Another donation will be wired Monday morning.”

Sophia replied quickly: “He’s yours for the weekend. Enjoy my pretty girl. Send pictures if you’d like.”



Ethan woke up slowly the next morning, the silk sheets cool against his skin. He reached for the blanket, then froze.

He was completely naked except for the ornate gold chastity cage locked around his cock and balls. The pink sapphires glittered in the morning light streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. There were no clothes anywhere in the bedroom — not the revealing gown, not the lingerie, not even his original underwear. The walk-in closet was empty of anything wearable. Graves had taken everything.

Ethan sat up, heart pounding with embarrassment. He was alone in the massive penthouse, twenty stories above the city, wearing nothing but an expensive, feminine chastity cage. His smooth, hairless body felt incredibly exposed. He tried pulling a pillow over his lap, but it did little to hide the shiny gold device or his growing arousal.

He was already horny. The constant teasing from the cage, the memories of last night, and the vulnerability of being naked made his trapped cock strain painfully against the bars.

He spent the next hour trying desperately to feel less exposed. He wrapped a sheet around his waist like a towel, but it kept slipping. He paced the living room, then tried sitting on the couch with legs crossed tightly. Nothing helped. Every movement made the heavy golden cage sway and tug, keeping him in a state of frustrated need.

Boredom and horniness eventually drove him to try getting off. He lay on the bed and stroked the exposed head of his cock through the bars of the cage. He humped a pillow. He even tried grinding against the edge of the mattress. Nothing worked. The cage was too restrictive. Every attempt left him more desperate and leaking, but he couldn’t reach a full orgasm. The denial was maddening.

He was still unsuccessfully trying when the door finally opened.

Graves walked in carrying bags from a high-end restaurant — late lunch — and a large shopping bag from an exclusive lingerie boutique.

“Miss me?” Graves asked with a smirk, setting everything down. His eyes roamed appreciatively over Ethan’s naked body. “You look even better in just the cage.”

Ethan flushed deeply but didn’t cover himself. Graves pulled out several new pieces of extremely slutty lingerie from the bag — sheer black bodysuits, crotchless teddies, garter sets, and more.

“Put this on,” Graves said, handing him a particularly revealing sheer black babydoll with matching crotchless panties. “We’re going to enjoy the view.”

Ethan obeyed, slipping into the delicate lingerie. The babydoll barely covered anything, the sheer fabric clinging to his smooth body while the open crotch framed the golden cage perfectly.

Graves guided him to the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the bustling city. He pressed Ethan’s hands against the glass, then stepped behind him.

“Keep looking out,” Graves ordered softly.

He pushed the babydoll up, pulled the crotchless panties aside, and thrust into Ethan in one firm motion. Ethan gasped, forehead resting against the cool glass as Graves fucked him hard from behind. The city sprawled out beneath them — thousands of people going about their day while Ethan was being taken against the window in nothing but slutty lingerie and a golden cage.

Graves gripped his hips and pounded into him with deep, powerful strokes, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing in the luxurious suite. Ethan’s breath fogged the glass as he moaned, the golden cage bouncing between his legs with every thrust. He desperately hoped no one in the surrounding buildings could see them, but the thrill of the possibility only made him harder inside the cage.

Graves reached around and stroked the exposed head of Ethan’s cock through the bars while continuing to fuck him relentlessly.

“Come for me, pretty girl,” Graves growled.

Ethan came hard — another intense, prostate-driven orgasm that left him shaking and spurting through the cage onto the glass. Graves followed soon after, burying himself deep and filling Ethan as he groaned in satisfaction.

Afterward, Graves kissed the back of his neck and whispered, “We still have all weekend.”

Ethan stood there, forehead against the window, cum slowly dripping down the glass, wearing nothing but the sheer babydoll and the expensive golden cage.

He was completely at Graves’ mercy until Sunday.

And a small, growing part of him was starting to crave it.

Chapter 34: Weekend's End

The horniness never faded.

Even after the intense session against the window, Graves kept Ethan in a constant state of desperate arousal for the rest of the weekend. The ornate gold chastity cage with its pink sapphires ensured he couldn’t get properly hard, turning every touch into exquisite frustration.

Graves spoiled him lavishly.

They had sex multiple times throughout the weekend — in the massive shower where Graves fucked him from behind while hot water cascaded over them, on the luxurious couch overlooking the city, and again in the bed late at night with Ethan riding him slowly in the sheer black babydoll. Each time, Graves praised him constantly: “Such a good little sissy… so tight and pretty in your new cage.”

Graves took him out for a private dinner in the hotel’s rooftop restaurant, Ethan still wearing the revealing black gown and lingerie underneath. He bought him more gifts — expensive perfume, a delicate gold necklace, and several new sets of slutty lingerie “for future visits.”

By Sunday evening, Ethan was exhausted, thoroughly used, and still frustratingly horny. The cage prevented any real relief, leaving him in a perpetual, aching state of submission.

Graves drove him back to Sophia’s apartment himself. Before Ethan got out of the car, Graves handed him a small, elegantly wrapped box.

“Give this to Sophia,” he said with a satisfied smile. “Tell her it’s a thank-you gift for sharing you with me. She’ll be receiving something bigger in the mail shortly.”

Ethan nodded, still wearing the sheer babydoll under a long coat Graves had provided. The golden cage felt heavy between his legs as he walked up to Sophia’s door.



Sophia opened the door and immediately pulled him inside. She took one look at his dazed, horny expression and the way he moved and knew exactly how the weekend had gone.

“Tell me everything,” she said, leading him to the couch.

Ethan recounted the entire weekend in detail — the repeated sex, the spoiling, the constant use while locked in the beautiful new cage. Sophia listened with dark, excited eyes, her hand occasionally stroking his thigh under the coat.

When he handed her the small gift box, she opened it to find a stunning pair of diamond earrings and a note:

“Thank you for lending me your pretty girl. Looking forward to many more weekends. — HG”

Sophia smiled, clearly pleased.

“He’s very generous,” she said. “And you did so well. I’m proud of you.”

She pulled him close and kissed him deeply, her hand slipping between his legs to feel the new golden cage.

“But right now,” she whispered, “you need relief. And I need to hear every detail while I ride you.”



The next afternoon, Ethan met Ryan for coffee again. He looked exhausted and overwhelmed.

“I don’t know how to handle this,” Ethan admitted, stirring his drink nervously. “Everything is moving so fast. The skirts at home, the panties, the hypno… and now Graves wants full weekends. I’m scared how quickly it’s escalating, but… I keep going along with it. How did you deal with it when it got this intense?”

Ryan listened patiently, then gave him a gentle, understanding smile.

“It feels overwhelming at first,” Ryan said. “But if you trust the person leading you — like I trust Emily, and it sounds like you’re starting to trust Sophia — it gets easier. The fear never fully goes away, but the pleasure and the feeling of being wanted… that makes it worth it for me. You don’t have to do everything at once. Set small boundaries if you need to. But if you’re enjoying even part of it… maybe let yourself explore a little more.”

Ethan nodded slowly, the golden cage still locked on him under his clothes, a constant reminder of how deep he was already in.

He still didn’t know how far he was willing to go.

But he was no longer sure he wanted to stop.

Chapter 35: The Key

A small, elegant package arrived by courier the next morning, addressed to Sophia.

She opened it at the kitchen table while Ethan was still in one of his new skirts, nervously sipping coffee. Inside was a tiny velvet box. When she opened it, a single shiny key rested on black satin. A handwritten note was tucked beneath it:



Sophia,

You can keep him locked or free — that choice is yours. But always send him to me locked. I enjoy knowing he’s waiting for me in his pretty cage.

Enjoy your new toy.

— HG



Sophia’s lips curved into a slow, delighted smile. She held up the key between her fingers, letting it catch the light.

“Look what arrived,” she said, turning to Ethan. “Graves sent me the key to your new golden cage.”

Ethan’s eyes widened. He shifted in his seat, the short skirt riding up his smooth thighs. The heavy, ornate gold cage — still locked around his cock since the weekend — felt suddenly even more significant.

Sophia stood and walked over to him, dangling the key teasingly in front of his face.

“I could unlock you right now if I wanted,” she purred, her voice low and playful. “Let that poor trapped clitty out… let you get properly hard for once.”

She leaned down, brushing her lips against his ear.

“But why would I do that? You’ve already proven you can come so beautifully while locked. Remember how hard you came in the hot tub? How intense it was even though you couldn’t get fully hard?”

Ethan’s breath hitched. His caged cock twitched visibly inside the golden bars.

Sophia smiled wickedly and slipped the key into the pocket of her robe.

“I think I’ll keep you locked for a while longer,” she decided. “At least until I feel like rewarding you. Graves was very clear — he wants you sent to him locked. And I like knowing you’re mine to control… even when you’re with him.”

She straddled his lap right there at the kitchen table, pushing the short skirt up around his waist. The golden cage pressed against her as she ground slowly against him.

“Doesn’t it feel good?” she whispered, kissing his neck. “Staying denied and pretty for both of us? Knowing you can still come so hard even while locked up tight?”

Ethan moaned softly, hips twitching up against her. The cage prevented a full erection, but the constant pressure and Sophia’s teasing words kept him leaking and desperate.

Sophia kissed him deeply, then pulled back with a satisfied smile.

“Good girl,” she murmured, stroking his cheek. “We’re keeping you locked. For now.”

She stood up, leaving him flushed and aching in his skirt, the ornate golden cage a heavy, permanent-feeling reminder between his legs.

Ethan swallowed hard, the key now safely in Sophia’s possession.

He was completely at her mercy.

And Graves’s.

Chapter 36: Salon Day

Sophia decided it was time for the next visible step.

“You’ve been such a good girl lately,” she told Ethan the following Saturday morning. “Wearing your panties every day, listening to your hypno, letting me lead… I think you deserve to be pampered. We’re going to the salon.”

Ethan’s stomach fluttered with nerves, but after everything that had happened, he didn’t argue.

Sophia took him to an upscale, private salon known for discretion. She had booked a couples’ package under her name. The aesthetician, a professional woman named Lena, greeted them warmly and showed no surprise at Ethan’s feminine presentation — the short skirt, light makeup, and painted toenails were clearly not new to her.

They started with full-body waxing.

Ethan lay on the table, heart pounding, as Lena worked efficiently. She waxed his already mostly-smooth body, making sure every inch below his neck was baby-soft except for the neat landing strip above his caged cock. The pain was sharp but bearable, and Sophia held his hand the entire time, whispering encouragement.

“You’re doing so well,” she said softly. “So smooth and pretty for me.”

Next came the nails.

Sophia chose a soft, feminine pink shade that matched several of his favorite panties. Ethan got a full manicure and pedicure — glossy pink polish on both fingers and toes, with delicate white tips for a French style. He tried to protest quietly, but Sophia simply smiled and said, “They’ll look beautiful with your new skirts.”

The massage was last. They lay side by side on twin tables. The masseuses worked their smooth, oiled bodies thoroughly. Ethan moaned softly as strong hands worked the tension from his shoulders and legs, the pink nails flashing every time he moved his hands.

By the time they left the salon several hours later, Ethan felt transformed — smoother, prettier, and deeply relaxed. His glossy pink nails caught the light with every movement.



The next day at work was surreal.

Ethan tried to hide his hands as much as possible, keeping them in his lap or under the desk. But during a staff meeting, a coworker noticed.

“Nice nails, Ethan,” one of the librarians said casually with a small smile. “That pink looks good on you.”

Ethan froze, face burning. He stammered, “It’s… uh… just a phase. My girlfriend wanted to try something different…”

Another colleague chuckled softly. “We kind of expected it, honestly. You’ve been dressing a little softer lately. The skirts under the desk last week didn’t go unnoticed either. Don’t worry — no one here minds. As long as the work gets done, you do you.”

Ethan sat there stunned. No one seemed shocked. A few people even gave him supportive nods.

The pink nails stayed on.

And for the first time, Ethan didn’t rush to remove them when he got home.

Sophia greeted him at the door with a proud smile, taking his hands and admiring the glossy pink polish.

“Look at my pretty girl,” she purred, kissing him deeply. “You wore them to work. I’m so proud of you.”

She rewarded him that night — multiple times — while he was still wearing the short skirt and the fresh pink nails.

Ethan was sinking faster now.

And the water was starting to feel warmer.

Chapter 36: The Conversation

Ethan sat on Sophia’s couch, twisting his pink-nailed fingers in his lap. He was wearing one of his new soft pink pleated skirts and a delicate white lace bralette. The golden chastity cage Graves had given him was still locked in place, a constant, heavy reminder.

Sophia had invited Ryan over for coffee. Emily was at work, so it was just the three of them. Ethan had asked for the meeting — he needed to talk this through.

“I’m nervous,” Ethan admitted quietly, staring at the floor. “Graves offered to pay for breast implants. Real ones. C-cups. He says they would look natural on me… that I’d be even prettier. But it’s permanent. Really permanent. I keep thinking about waking up with actual breasts and… I don’t know if I’m ready.”

Ryan listened patiently, his own C-cup breasts rising and falling gently under his soft blouse.

“I was terrified too,” Ryan said gently. “When Emily and I first talked about it, I almost backed out the night before surgery. But once I woke up and saw them… it felt right. They’re sensitive. They move when I walk. They make me feel soft and pretty in a way clothes alone never could. And Emily loves them. That part makes it worth it for me.”

Sophia reached over and took Ethan’s hand, squeezing it reassuringly.

“You don’t have to do it if you’re not ready,” she said softly. “We can wait. Or we can say no. But I want you to know… I think you’d look beautiful with them. And I would love taking care of you during recovery. Playing with them. Watching you adjust to your new body. It would make you even more mine.”

Ethan was quiet for a long moment, processing their words. The fear was still there, but so was the growing desire to please Sophia — and the secret thrill of imagining himself with real breasts.

“I… I think I want them,” he finally whispered. “I’m still scared. But I trust you. Both of you. If you think it’s the right step… I’ll do it.”

Sophia’s face lit up with pure joy. She pulled him into a deep kiss, her hand sliding under his skirt to tease the golden cage.

“I’m so proud of you,” she murmured against his lips. “My brave, beautiful girl.”

Ryan smiled warmly. “You won’t regret it. I promise.”



Later that night, after Ryan had gone home, Sophia rewarded Ethan for his courage.

She had him keep the pink skirt and bralette on. She laid him on the bed and slowly rode him, taking her time, grinding deep and slow while whispering praise.

“You’re going to look so pretty with real tits,” she moaned, bouncing on his caged cock. “I can’t wait to suck on them… to watch them bounce while I fuck you… to squeeze them while you wear your pretty dresses.”

The combination of her words, the constant teasing of the cage, and the weeks of denial pushed Ethan over the edge. He came hard in the cage — a deep, shaking orgasm that left him whimpering and leaking. Sophia followed soon after, grinding down hard as she praised him.

Afterward, she cuddled him close, stroking his hair.

“We’ll schedule the surgery soon,” she whispered. “And then you’ll be even more perfect for me.”

Ethan lay there in his skirt, still locked, heart full of nervous excitement.

He had said yes.

There was no turning back now.

Chapter 37: First Time Out

The day before the surgery, Sophia decided it was time.

“You’ve worn skirts at home and on a few private dates,” she said, standing behind Ethan in front of the mirror. “Today, you’re going out fully dressed. As my girl. We’re going shopping for post-op clothes — things that will fit and flatter your new breasts once they’re healed.”

Ethan’s heart raced. He was already wearing a soft pink bralette, matching panties, and the black pleated skirt. Sophia spent the next hour transforming him completely.

She helped him into a fitted cream-colored blouse that showed just a hint of cleavage from the forms, a knee-length pleated skirt in soft lavender, sheer stockings, and his strappy black heels. Light but flawless makeup, the long blonde wig styled in soft waves, and delicate jewelry completed the look.

When Ethan looked in the mirror, he saw a pretty young woman staring back — feminine, nervous, but undeniably real.

“I look like a girl,” he whispered, voice trembling.

“You are my girl today,” Sophia said proudly, kissing his neck. “And you look beautiful. Let’s go.”

The drive to the upscale mall was quiet. Ethan’s hands shook in his lap, the glossy pink nails flashing. When they arrived, Sophia took his hand and led him inside.

This was his first time out fully femme in daylight.

People glanced. Some smiled. A few did double-takes. But no one laughed or said anything cruel. Sophia stayed close, holding his hand, whispering encouragement.

They went to a high-end women’s boutique that specialized in post-surgery and feminine clothing. Sophia guided him through racks of dresses, blouses, and lingerie designed for new curves.

In the large, private changing room, Sophia handed him several outfits to try.

“Try this one first,” she said, holding up a soft, low-cut sundress that would show off future cleavage.

Ethan changed, heart pounding. When he stepped out, Sophia’s eyes darkened with lust.

“Perfect,” she breathed.

She stepped into the changing room with him, locking the door behind her. Without warning, she dropped to her knees in front of him, lifted the sundress, and pulled his pink panties aside.

“Sophia— we’re in public—” he gasped.

“Shhh,” she whispered, looking up at him with hungry eyes. “You’ve been such a brave girl today. Let me reward you.”

She took his caged cock into her mouth, sucking eagerly around the golden bars. Her tongue worked the exposed head while her hand stroked the shaft through the cage. The risk of someone hearing made it even more intense. Ethan gripped the changing room wall, biting his lip to stay quiet as Sophia gave him a fast, wet, naughty blowjob.

She sucked harder, humming around him, her free hand teasing his smooth balls. Ethan came quickly — a powerful, shaking orgasm that left him spurting through the bars of the golden cage into Sophia’s eager mouth. She swallowed every drop, licking him clean before tucking him back into the panties.

She stood up, kissed him deeply so he could taste himself, and smiled.

“Good girl. Now try on the next dress.”

They spent the next two hours shopping. Ethan tried on multiple outfits — sundresses, fitted blouses, pencil skirts, and soft lounge sets perfect for post-surgery recovery. Sophia bought everything he liked, using Graves’ unlimited card without hesitation.

By the time they left the mall, Ethan was exhausted but glowing with a strange mix of embarrassment and pride. He had been out in public fully dressed as a girl for the first time.

And no one had treated him badly.

On the drive home, Sophia rested her hand on his thigh under the skirt.

“You did so well today,” she said softly. “Tomorrow is surgery. Are you ready?”

Ethan looked down at his smooth legs, the pretty skirt, and the faint outline of the golden cage beneath it.

“I’m scared,” he admitted. “But… I want this. For you. For us.”

Sophia smiled and squeezed his thigh.

“My brave, beautiful girl. I can’t wait to see you with real breasts.”

Chapter 38: The Surgery

The morning of the surgery, Ethan was a bundle of nerves.

He stood in Sophia’s bathroom in just a pair of soft pink panties, staring at his reflection. His body was already smooth and feminine from months of training — arched eyebrows, fuller lips, painted nails, and the golden chastity cage locked between his legs. But today everything would change permanently.

“I’m really doing this,” he whispered, voice trembling. “Real breasts…”

Sophia stepped behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist and kissing his shoulder.

“You don’t have to if you’re not ready,” she said gently. “But I think you’re going to love them. And I’m going to love spoiling them… and you.”

Ethan took a deep breath and nodded. Sophia helped him dress in loose, comfortable clothes for the ride to the clinic.

At the surgical center, the staff was professional and kind. The anesthesiologist, a calm middle-aged woman, sat with him in pre-op.

“Everything is going to go perfectly,” she reassured him, patting his hand. “Dr. Graves is one of the best. You’ll wake up with beautiful, natural-looking results. We’ll take excellent care of you.”

The surgeon himself stopped by, smiling confidently.

“You’re in great hands, Ethan. This is a common procedure, and you have excellent anatomy for it. You’re going to wake up looking and feeling fantastic. Any last questions?”

Ethan shook his head, too nervous to speak. Sophia squeezed his hand tightly as they wheeled him into the operating room.

The last thing he remembered was Sophia’s soft voice: “I’ll be right here when you wake up, pretty girl.”



When Ethan woke up, the world was hazy and soft.

He was in a private recovery room, the lights dimmed. His chest felt heavy and tight, wrapped in a surgical compression bra. Sophia was sitting beside the bed, holding his hand.

“Hey,” she whispered, smiling warmly. “How do you feel?”

Ethan blinked slowly. The nurse helped him sit up a little, propping pillows behind him.

“Take a look,” Sophia said gently, handing him a small mirror.

Ethan lifted the mirror with shaking hands.

His face looked even softer and more feminine after the final healing from the earlier procedures. But what truly stunned him was lower — the unmistakable swell of real C-cup breasts pressing against the compression bra.

The nurse carefully loosened the top of the bra so he could see.

Ethan stared down at them.

They were big. Round. Perfectly shaped. The weight was immediate and real. When he breathed, they moved naturally with his chest. He hesitantly reached up and cupped one. The skin was sensitive — incredibly sensitive. Even the lightest touch sent sparks of pleasure through his body. His nipples, now larger and more prominent, hardened instantly at the contact.

“Oh my god…” he breathed, voice shaky.

A powerful wave of arousal hit him. His caged cock strained painfully against the golden bars as he continued touching his new breasts. They felt so real. So heavy. So his. The sensitivity was overwhelming — every brush of his fingers made his trapped clitty leak and throb helplessly.

Sophia watched him with dark, hungry eyes.

“They look incredible on you,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss his neck. “So big and pretty. I can’t wait to play with them when you’re healed.”

Ethan couldn’t stop staring. He was incredibly, achingly aroused by his own new body. The sight of his breasts rising and falling with each breath, the way they jiggled slightly when he moved, the intense sensitivity — it was all too much.

The nurse smiled kindly. “That’s a very normal reaction. Many patients feel heightened sensitivity and arousal after augmentation. It usually settles in a few weeks, but you’ll enjoy it in the meantime.”

Ethan lay back, flushed and breathing heavily, one hand still gently cupping his new breast.

He had real tits now.

And he was already addicted to how they felt.



Chapter 39: Playing With His New Breasts

The drive home from the clinic was quiet but charged. Ethan sat carefully in the passenger seat, still wearing a loose button-up shirt and soft sweatpants to accommodate the new weight on his chest and the surgical compression bra. Every small bump in the road made his C-cup breasts shift and tug, sending sparks of sensitivity through him.

When they finally stepped inside Sophia’s apartment, she closed the door and turned to him with dark, hungry eyes.

“Come here, pretty girl,” she said softly, taking his hand and leading him to the bedroom.

She helped him undress slowly, peeling off the loose shirt and gently removing the compression bra. Ethan’s new breasts spilled free — full, round, and beautifully shaped. The skin was still slightly tender, but the sensitivity was electric.

Sophia’s breath caught.

“Oh, Ethan… they’re perfect,” she whispered in awe.

She cupped them gently with both hands, feeling their weight. Ethan gasped sharply — the sensation was far more intense than he had expected. Sophia’s thumbs brushed over his larger, sensitive nipples, and his knees nearly buckled.

“They’re so soft… and heavy,” she murmured, leaning in to kiss one. Her lips closed around his nipple, sucking gently. Ethan moaned loudly, his caged cock straining hard in the golden cage. The pleasure was overwhelming — sharp and deep at the same time.

Sophia spent a long time worshipping them. She licked, sucked, and gently squeezed, alternating between soft kisses and firmer groping. Ethan stood there trembling, hands in her hair, breathing ragged as waves of new pleasure rolled through his chest.

“You’re so sensitive now,” she purred, looking up at him with lust-filled eyes. “I love how they bounce when I play with them.”

She eventually guided him onto the bed on all fours, positioning him in front of the large floor-length mirror.

“I want to see them bounce while I fuck you,” she said, voice thick with desire. “Stay right there. Watch yourself.”

Sophia quickly strapped on her favorite dildo, lubed it generously, and knelt behind him. She pushed the skirt he was still wearing up over his back and pulled his panties aside.

“Look in the mirror, baby,” she whispered, pressing the tip against his entrance.

She slid into him slowly at first, then began thrusting with steady, deep strokes. Ethan moaned, eyes locked on their reflection. His new breasts hung and swayed heavily beneath him with every thrust. They bounced and jiggled rhythmically as Sophia fucked him harder, the sight incredibly erotic.

“Fuck… look at them,” Sophia groaned, gripping his hips. “So pretty and bouncy. My perfect sissy with real tits.”

She reached around and squeezed one breast while continuing to peg him, pinching the sensitive nipple. Ethan cried out, the combination of the deep prostate stimulation and the intense breast play pushing him toward the edge.

Sophia fucked him faster, the wet sounds of her hips slapping against his ass filling the room. His breasts bounced wildly in the mirror with every powerful thrust.

“Come for me,” she demanded, voice husky. “Come while you watch your pretty tits bounce.”

Ethan came hard — a deep, shaking, full-body orgasm that made his new breasts jiggle and sway as he moaned loudly. Cum leaked through the bars of the golden cage onto the sheets. Sophia followed right after, grinding deep as she came with a satisfied cry.

She stayed buried inside him for a long moment, both of them panting, staring at their reflection.

“You’re so beautiful now,” Sophia whispered, kissing his back. “My perfect girl.”

Ethan collapsed onto the bed, still wearing the skirt, his new breasts pressing against the sheets, heart full and body buzzing.

He was hers.

Completely.

Chapter 40: Graves' Investment

A black luxury car picked Ethan up from Sophia’s apartment three days after he had recovered enough to move comfortably. Sophia kissed him deeply before he left.

“Go show him what he paid for,” she whispered with a wicked smile. “I want every detail when you come back.”

Graves was waiting in the penthouse suite, dressed casually but elegantly. His eyes lit up the moment Ethan stepped out of the elevator in a fitted button-up shirt that clearly showed the swell of his new C-cup breasts.

“Come here,” Graves said, voice low with anticipation.

He pulled Ethan close and unbuttoned the shirt slowly, revealing the full, round breasts. They were perfect — perky, natural-looking, with slightly puffy nipples that had become incredibly sensitive during recovery.

Graves cupped them reverently, thumbs brushing over the nipples. Ethan gasped sharply at the intense jolt of pleasure.

“They’re even better than I imagined,” Graves murmured, leaning down to kiss and suck on one nipple while squeezing the other breast. “So soft… so sensitive… such a perfect investment.”

Ethan moaned, knees weakening. The sensation of having his new breasts played with was overwhelming — every lick and suck sent sparks straight to his caged cock.

Graves kept him for the next three days.

The first night, Graves took him slowly on the bed. He had Ethan on his back, legs spread, and spent a long time worshipping the new breasts — sucking, licking, gently biting the sensitive nipples while slowly thrusting into him. Ethan’s breasts bounced with every deep stroke, the weight and movement adding a new, intensely erotic dimension to the sex. The golden cage kept him denied and leaking as Graves fucked him thoroughly, eventually filling him while still latched onto one nipple.

The second day was more intense. Graves bent him over the balcony railing at night, the city lights far below. He fucked him hard from behind, reaching around to grope and squeeze the heavy breasts as they swung freely. The combination of the cool night air, the risk of being seen, and the constant stimulation of his sensitive nipples made Ethan come hands-free in the cage — a powerful, shaking orgasm that left him moaning loudly against the glass.

On the final night, Graves took his time in the luxurious shower. He had Ethan pressed against the tiled wall, water cascading over them, and fucked him slow and deep while constantly playing with the new breasts — soaping them up, pinching the nipples, and watching them bounce as he thrust. Ethan came twice during the long session, each orgasm more intense than the last because of how sensitive his chest had become.

By the time Graves returned him to Sophia on Sunday evening, Ethan was thoroughly exhausted, sore in the best way, and deeply aware of how much his new breasts had changed his sexual experiences. The weight, the movement, the hypersensitivity — they made everything feel more feminine, more vulnerable, and far more pleasurable.

Graves kissed him goodbye at the door.

“You were worth every penny,” he said. “I look forward to many more visits with my investment.”

Ethan returned home still wearing the golden cage, his new breasts tender and sensitive under his shirt.

Sophia was waiting with open arms and a hungry smile.

“Tell me everything,” she said, already pulling him toward the bedroom. “I want to hear how much you liked having real tits while he fucked you.”

Ethan blushed deeply but started talking as Sophia began undressing him.

He was sinking deeper.

And the sensations from his new breasts made it impossible to want to stop.

Chapter 41: First Night Out

Sophia watched Ethan with a soft, encouraging smile as he stood in front of the full-length mirror.

His new C-cup breasts were still sensitive and slightly swollen from the recent surgery, but they had settled beautifully — full, round, and naturally perky. He was still getting used to their weight and the way they moved.

“Go on,” Sophia said gently, stepping behind him and cupping them from behind. “Explore them. Touch them. Feel how they move. They’re yours now, pretty girl.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as he hesitantly ran his hands over his own breasts. The sensitivity was intense — every brush of his fingers sent sparks of pleasure through his body. His nipples hardened instantly, and a soft moan escaped his fuller lips. The golden cage between his legs strained as he grew aroused.

“They feel… so real,” he whispered, squeezing them gently and watching them bounce slightly in the mirror.

Sophia kissed his neck. “They look incredible on you. Tonight, I want you to go out and feel them move. No bra. Just a dress. Let the world see how pretty you are.”

She helped him choose the outfit: a playful, sexy little black dress with a low scoop neckline and thin spaghetti straps. The hem was short and flirty, ending mid-thigh. It clung to his new curves, especially around the chest, making his breasts the undeniable center of attention. No bra meant they moved freely with every step — jiggling softly, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric when they hardened.

Ethan’s face was flushed with embarrassment and arousal as he looked at himself.

“I look like a slut,” he said quietly.

“You look like my slut,” Sophia corrected lovingly, kissing him. “Go out. Have a drink. Feel sexy. Text me if you need anything.”

Ethan left the apartment feeling exposed and vulnerable. The dress swayed with his hips, and his breasts bounced noticeably with each step in the heels Sophia had insisted on. He planned to go to a quiet bar a few blocks away — somewhere low-key where he could sit in a corner and process everything.

But nerves got the better of him. He walked past the bar, kept walking, and somehow found himself standing in front of a sleek, upscale strip club called “Velvet.”

Before he could turn around, the bouncer smiled at him.

“First time? Come on in, gorgeous. Ladies drink free tonight.”

Ethan, too flustered to argue, let himself be guided inside.

The club was dimly lit, with pulsing music and beautiful dancers on stage. He found a seat near the back, heart pounding. His breasts felt even more exposed in the low light, drawing eyes from several patrons.

A confident, curvaceous dancer in tiny lingerie approached him with a sultry smile.

“You look like you need a lap dance, sweetheart,” she purred, straddling his lap before he could protest.

She began moving against him — grinding slowly, her breasts brushing against his own as she danced. Ethan’s breath caught. The sensation of another woman’s body pressing against his new, sensitive breasts was electric. His nipples hardened instantly, sending jolts of pleasure straight to his caged cock.

The dancer noticed and smiled, deliberately rubbing her chest against his more firmly.

“Nice tits,” she whispered teasingly. “First time out like this?”

Ethan could only nod, overwhelmed, as she continued the lap dance, her hips rolling sensually against him while his new breasts bounced and jiggled with every movement.

He was rock hard in the golden cage, leaking, and completely lost in the moment.

Chapter 42: Amateur Night

The dancer’s hips rolled sensually against Ethan’s lap, her breasts pressing firmly into his own new C-cups as she gave him a slow, teasing lap dance. The thin fabric of her lingerie and his dress did little to hide the friction. Ethan was breathing hard, his golden chastity cage straining painfully between his legs.

She ground down harder, then paused as her hand brushed between his thighs. Her fingers traced the unmistakable outline of the ornate gold cage.

“Ohhh…” she purred, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Look at that. Someone’s locked up tight. A pretty little sissy cage with sparkly gems? You’re really committed, aren’t you?”

Ethan’s face burned with humiliation. He tried to close his legs, but she kept them parted with her knees, continuing to grind slowly.

“I… it’s…” he stammered.

The dancer leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear.

“Don’t be shy, baby. I love boys who like to show off. You came in here dressed like this, tits bouncing, cage hidden but not really… you want attention, don’t you?”

Before Ethan could protest, she stood up and took his hand.

“Amateur Night starts in twenty minutes. You should go on stage. I’ll help you get ready. Trust me — the crowd is going to lose their minds over a locked-up sissy like you.”

Ethan tried to refuse, but the dancer was persuasive, charming, and relentless. She led him backstage, where the other performers helped hype him up. In a whirlwind of excitement and peer pressure, he found himself agreeing.

The dancer picked out the sluttiest lingerie she could find: a tiny sheer black babydoll that was completely see-through, with matching crotchless panties that left his golden cage fully exposed. The outfit had strategic cutouts and straps that framed his new breasts and the cage perfectly. She added thigh-high stockings with garters and tall clear platform heels.

When she finished dressing him, Ethan looked in the mirror and felt a wave of pure embarrassment wash over him. The sheer fabric hid nothing. His C-cup breasts were clearly visible, nipples hard against the mesh. The golden cage with its pink sapphires glittered obscenely between his legs, impossible to miss.

“I can’t go out like this,” he whispered, voice shaking.

“You’re going to be perfect,” the dancer assured him, giving his ass a playful slap. “Own it, sissy.”

When his turn came, Ethan stepped onto the stage under bright lights to thumping music. The crowd cheered as they saw him — the sheer lingerie, bouncing breasts, and very obvious chastity cage on full display. He was mortified, face burning red, but the music and the energy of the club pushed him forward.

He danced awkwardly at first, then more fluidly as the hypno echoes in his head mixed with the bass. His breasts bounced heavily with every movement. The cage swung and tugged between his legs, the constant stimulation and humiliation pushing him higher and higher.

Halfway through the song, Ethan came hard while dancing.

It hit him suddenly — a powerful, unexpected orgasm that made his knees buckle. Cum spurted through the bars of the golden cage, soaking the front of the sheer crotchless panties as his body shuddered on stage. The crowd went wild, cheering and whistling, assuming it was all part of the show.

Ethan finished the dance in a daze, barely aware of his surroundings. When he stumbled backstage, the dancer congratulated him with a laugh.

“You came on stage? That’s commitment, honey.”

Ethan sat in the dressing room afterward, still in the cum-soaked lingerie, trying to calm down. His face was burning with embarrassment.

He had just orgasmed in public, on stage, while dressed like a total sissy.

And the worst part?

A small, deeply ashamed part of him had loved every second of it.

Chapter 42: The Demonstration

Ethan stood outside Sophia’s door, still dressed exactly as the stripper had sent him home — in the sheer black babydoll lingerie that left almost nothing to the imagination. The fabric was completely see-through, his new C-cup breasts clearly visible, nipples hard and prominent against the mesh. The crotchless panties framed his golden chastity cage perfectly, the pink sapphires glittering. Dried cum stains from his onstage orgasm were still visible on the front. The thigh-high stockings and clear platform heels completed the slutty sissy look.

He was beyond embarrassed.

Taking a shaky breath, he knocked.

Sophia opened the door and froze, eyes widening in genuine shock.

“Ethan…?” she breathed, taking a step back to look at him fully. Her gaze traveled slowly over the sheer babydoll, the exposed breasts, the very obvious golden cage, and the cum-stained lingerie. “What… what happened to you?”

Ethan stepped inside quickly, face burning crimson. Sophia closed the door behind him, still staring.

He told her everything — the lap dance, the dancer noticing the cage and assuming he was into showing off, being talked into amateur night, changing into this outrageously revealing outfit, dancing on stage in front of strangers, and coming hands-free while performing.

Sophia listened in stunned silence, her breathing growing heavier as the story progressed. When he finished, she was visibly aroused, cheeks flushed.

“You danced on stage like this?” she whispered, stepping closer. “In front of everyone? Came while they watched you?”

Ethan nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

Sophia’s voice dropped into a husky, commanding tone.

“Show me. Right now. I want a full demonstration of your dance. Exactly how you performed for them.”

Ethan’s face burned even hotter, but the weeks of conditioning and Sophia’s expectant gaze made refusal feel impossible. He started moving awkwardly at first, then found the rhythm as the memory of the pulsing music returned.

He danced for her in the living room — hips swaying, back arching, breasts bouncing freely in the sheer babydoll. The golden cage swung and tugged between his legs with every movement, the crotchless panties leaving it fully exposed. The platform heels made his legs look longer and more feminine as he rolled his hips and turned.

Sophia sat on the couch, legs spread, watching with dark, hungry eyes. Her hand slipped between her thighs as she touched herself.

“God, you’re so fucking slutty,” she moaned. “Look at those tits bouncing… the cage on full display… you really came on stage like this? Show me how you moved when you orgasmed.”

Ethan danced more intensely, recreating the moment — breasts jiggling wildly, body shuddering as he remembered the orgasm hitting him under the bright lights. Sophia’s breathing grew ragged as she watched.

When he finished the demonstration, Sophia stood up, pulled him into a fierce kiss, and pushed him down onto the couch.

“You’re mine,” she growled against his lips. “My perfect, shameless little sissy.”

She didn’t bother removing the lingerie. She simply pushed the babydoll up, pulled the crotchless panties aside, and straddled him. She sank down onto his caged cock and rode him hard, eyes locked on his bouncing breasts the entire time.

The night ended with Ethan thoroughly used, still wearing the cum-stained outfit the stripper had sent him home in.

And Sophia couldn’t have been happier.

Chapter 43: Her Own Slutty Sissy

Sophia had been planning this for weeks.

After Ethan’s surgery and the wild night at the strip club, she sent Graves a simple but direct message:

“I want Ethan to perform for you on a proper stripper pole. Buy one for your penthouse. We’ll come over this weekend. He’ll give you a private show.”

Graves replied within minutes: “Already ordered. Can’t wait to see my investment dance.”



On Saturday night, Sophia dressed Ethan with extra care.

She chose the sluttiest lingerie from his growing collection: a sheer black micro-babydoll that was almost completely see-through, with matching crotchless panties that framed the ornate golden chastity cage perfectly. Thigh-high stockings with garters, clear 6-inch platform heels, and the long blonde wig styled in sexy waves. Light but dramatic makeup — smoky eyes and glossy pink lips — completed the look.

“You’re going to dance for him tonight,” Sophia told him, kissing his neck. “And I’m going to watch every second. Show him what a good little slutty sissy you’ve become for me.”

Ethan’s face burned with embarrassment, but the weeks of conditioning, the constant hypno, and Sophia’s encouragement made him obey. He felt deeply submissive as they drove to Graves’ penthouse.

Graves had installed a shiny chrome stripper pole in the center of his luxurious living room. The lights were low, music pulsing softly. He sat on the couch, drink in hand, eyes widening with lust when he saw Ethan.

Sophia sat beside him, legs crossed elegantly, a proud smile on her face.

“Go on, baby,” she said. “Dance for him. Make it good.”

Ethan stepped up to the pole, heart pounding. The music swelled. He started slowly — awkward at first, then finding his rhythm as the hypno echoes in his head mixed with the beat. He spun around the pole, arched his back, dropped low, and rolled his hips. His new C-cup breasts bounced heavily in the sheer babydoll with every movement. The golden cage swung visibly between his legs, catching the light.

Graves watched with rapt attention. Sophia’s hand rested on his thigh, squeezing occasionally as she enjoyed the show.

Ethan gave it everything. He slid down the pole into a split, then rose gracefully, twirling and grinding against the metal. His breasts jiggled obscenely, nipples hard and visible through the sheer fabric. The crotchless panties left the sparkling cage completely exposed.

When the song ended, Ethan was breathing hard, flushed and humiliated… but undeniably aroused.

Graves clapped slowly, clearly impressed.

“Magnificent,” he said. “You’ve turned him into a perfect little performer.”

Sophia smiled, pulling Ethan onto her lap and kissing him possessively.

“He’s mine,” she said proudly. “My own slutty sissy.”

Later that night, after Graves had his fun watching Ethan dance again (this time while Sophia directed him), they returned home.

Sophia closed the apartment door, turned to Ethan — still dressed in the cum-stained, sheer babydoll and heels — and pulled him close.

As she kissed him deeply, her hand sliding between his legs to tease the golden cage, a single satisfied thought echoed in her mind:

Finally… I have my own slutty sissy.

Epilogue

Six months later

The penthouse was filled with soft laughter and the clink of champagne glasses.

Ethan moved gracefully among the small group in a elegant black cocktail dress that hugged his C-cup breasts and flared at the hips. His makeup was flawless, his long blonde hair styled in soft waves, and the golden chastity cage remained securely locked beneath the dress — a permanent reminder of his place.

Sophia watched him with open pride and affection, her hand resting possessively on his lower back as he served drinks.

Graves sat on the couch, smiling as he accepted a glass from Ethan. “You’ve become even more beautiful than I imagined,” he said, his eyes tracing Ethan’s curves. “My finest investment.”

Emily and Ryan were curled up together on the loveseat. Ryan, fully comfortable in his own feminine presentation, raised his glass toward Ethan with a knowing smile.

“To new beginnings,” Ryan said warmly.

Ethan blushed but smiled, leaning into Sophia’s touch. The nervousness he once felt had faded into quiet acceptance — and genuine happiness. He no longer fought who he had become. He was Sophia’s pretty sissy, Graves’ occasional plaything, and part of this strange but loving circle.

Later that night, after their guests had left, Sophia pulled Ethan into the bedroom. She slowly unzipped his dress, letting it pool at his feet, and admired his body — the soft breasts, the golden cage, the smooth skin.

“You’ve come so far, my love,” she whispered, kissing him deeply. “And I couldn’t be happier with my own perfect slutty sissy.”

Ethan melted into her arms, whispering against her lips:

“I’m yours… completely.”

Sophia smiled as she guided him onto the bed.

And in that moment, everything felt exactly right.
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