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PROLOGUE: The Very First Transformation 


Ms. Samantha’s agency was just an idea at the time, something she was shaping while still working as an elite Dominatrix. For years, she had built a name for herself in private, exclusive circles, offering her powerful clients an escape. CEOs, politicians, and celebrities all came to her, trusting her to give them the release they couldn’t find anywhere else. She was more than skilled with control—her presence alone demanded it.

Through her sessions, Samantha noticed something about her clients. It wasn’t just about submission; many of them wanted something softer, someone delicate and feminine to fulfill their deepest fantasies. These weren’t men who wanted to become sissies—they wanted to enjoy and control them. They craved the thrill of being with someone specially trained to serve, someone molded perfectly for their desires.

The idea stuck with her. What if she could create these fantasies? What if she could offer something no one else could—a sissy escort who wasn’t just there to please but who embodied beauty, submission, and elegance? The thought was exciting and full of possibilities. It wasn’t just a business idea; it was the chance to build something entirely new, something that would make her clients feel like kings.

Samantha was ready to take the leap.

Back then, the agency wasn’t polished or fully planned. Samantha didn’t have the systems she would later use to find clients and sissy candidates so effortlessly. Instead, she had to start small. She posted a simple ad in niche online forums, places where crossdressers and femboys gathered.

"Are you ready to serve? To step into a life of luxury and desire? Your journey begins here."

The responses were mixed—some were curious, others didn’t take it seriously—but a few stood out. These men weren’t looking to become sissies themselves; they wanted someone who already was, someone trained and ready to make their fantasies real. Samantha’s instincts told her she was onto something.

But to build her vision, she needed a starting point. She needed someone willing to learn, someone she could mold into the perfect sissy. That someone was Milo.

Milo wasn’t bold or flashy. He was shy, unsure of himself, and struggling to find where he fit. When Samantha saw his application, she knew he had potential. He wasn’t looking for control—he was looking for purpose. He wanted to be transformed, to leave behind the man he was and become something extraordinary.

Samantha decided to take a chance on Milo. If she could turn him into Memie, the first sissy escort for her new agency, it would prove her idea could work. Memie would set the tone for everything to come.

This wasn’t just about creating a companion for her clients—it was about shaping a new life, a new identity. Samantha would guide Milo through every step, breaking down his doubts and fears, and turning him into the woman she knew he could be. Memie would become the standard, the foundation for what Samantha’s agency would one day grow into.

And so, the rest of the story begins—not from Samantha’s vantage point, but from Memie’s. The girl she created. The girl she unleashed. The girl who became the foundation of an empire.




CHAPTER 1: Memie’s Beginning - The Genesis of a Star 

Memie’s story began long before she ever stepped into Ms. Samantha’s office. It started in the shadows of her mind, where fantasy grew into fascination, and fascination became an obsession. Milo, as he was known then, had always felt different. Growing up, he found himself drawn to things that set him apart from his peers, but it wasn’t until he discovered the world of adult entertainment that his desires truly began to take shape.

Milo’s earliest fantasies were shaped by the exotic allure of Asian women in porn. He admired their elegance, their sensuality, but most importantly, he saw something he could never be: desirable. The men in these videos, with their broad shoulders and well-endowed physiques, felt like an unattainable ideal. They were everything Milo was not, and so he began to identify not with them, but with the women they fucked. Slowly, the idea took root—he imagined himself in their place, not as a man, but as an object of desire, giving pleasure and being admired.

As the years passed, these fantasies evolved. Milo explored the world of crossdressing and transgender porn, fascinated by the transformation of ordinary men into stunning, feminine beings. The allure of silk stockings, corsets, and wigs was intoxicating. He imagined himself as one of them—a sissy, a slut, a whore who could command not just attention, but payment for her services. The thought of being a high-class escort, catering to powerful men and indulging in forbidden pleasures, became an irresistible dream.

Milo began to prepare for this fantasy in secret. He focused on reshaping his body, trading weightlifting for exercises that sculpted his thighs and ass. Squats, jumping rope, and a strict diet began to give him curves where none had existed before. He bought dark nylon pantyhose to hide imperfections, corsets to cinch his waist, and a pink chastity cage to lock away what he now called his “sissy clit.” Each purchase brought him closer to the vision of Memie—a persona that felt more real and fulfilling than Milo ever had.

But there was still a barrier. He lacked the skill and confidence to fully bring Memie to life. He needed guidance, an expert who could transform him into the fantasy he craved to become. That’s when he found Ms. Samantha.

Milo ’s discovery of Ms. Samantha was serendipitous. Her reputation as an alternative lifestyle consultant was whispered about in niche circles, her name carrying an air of mystique and authority. Her reviews were glowing, praising her ability to unlock hidden desires and create identities that shattered expectations. When Milo read her description, he knew she was the key to his transformation.

On the day of his appointment, Milo arrived early, nerves fraying his composure. The moment the door opened, his anxiety gave way to awe. Ms. Samantha was a vision of unapologetic femininity and power. Her blonde hair cascaded in soft waves over her shoulders, framing a face that was equal parts sensual and commanding. She wore a form-fitting black dress that hugged her curves, the neckline plunging just enough to hint at her ample cleavage. Her long legs, encased in sheer stockings, ended in towering stilettos that clicked with authority as she moved.

“Come in,” she said, her voice low and inviting. She guided him to a plush chair, her hand resting lightly on his back, a gesture both comforting and possessive. She moved behind him, her hands gliding over his shoulders, her touch firm but teasing. Milo’s breath caught as her fingers brushed his chest, lingering just long enough to make him ache with anticipation.

“Now, tell me,” she began, her crimson lips curling into a smile. “What brings you here, Milo? Or should I say… Memie?”

Milo shivered at the sound of the name he had only whispered to himself in the dark. “I… I want to be transformed, Ma’am,” he stammered. “I want to become Memie.”

Samantha leaned closer, her perfume—a blend of jasmine and vanilla—enveloping him. “And who is Memie?” she asked, her voice smooth as silk. “Tell me everything.”

Milo  took a deep breath, his cheeks flushed with both embarrassment and excitement. “Memie is a whore,” he confessed. “She’s beautiful, seductive… the kind of girl men can’t resist. She dances for them, pleases them, and lets them do anything they want. And she gets paid for it.”

Samantha’s eyes sparkled with interest. “Go on,” she urged, her tone encouraging yet commanding.

“Memie has the face of an oriental goddess,” Milo continued, his voice trembling. “Her makeup is flawless—powdered white skin, long lashes, bold eyeshadow, and lips painted the brightest red. Her hair is sleek and black, like a raven’s feathers, and she always wears nylons, a corset, and her pink chastity cage. She’s perfect.”

Samantha leaned back, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Memie,” she said thoughtfully. “I like the sound of that. You have a vivid imagination, my dear. But tell me… are you ready to become her? To step into this world and leave Milo behind?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Milo replied without hesitation. “I want to be feminized. I want to be filmed. I want to become Memie.”

Ms. Samantha couldn’t hide her excitement. Memie represented everything she envisioned for her agency—a raw, untapped potential waiting to be molded into perfection. Unlike the more vanilla requests she often catered to, Memie’s willingness to explore the depraved and taboo thrilled her. Ms. Samantha wasn’t just building a business; she was crafting an empire of sissy stars, and Memie was destined to shine brightly among them.

This session was to be Memie’s debut, a first step toward becoming Ms. Samantha’s prized sissy pet. The plan was simple but deliberate: transform Memie, record her introduction, and guide her through her first performance.

“Let’s begin,” Ms. Samantha said with a sly smile, taking Memie by the hand and leading her to the plush vanity. The room was bathed in soft lighting, and the table before them was meticulously organized with an array of high-end makeup, brushes, and beauty tools.

“Start by putting these on,” Ms. Samantha instructed, draping a bundle of delicate garments over Memie’s arm. Memie’s fingers trembled as she unfolded each item: a black lace corset with intricate floral embroidery, sheer black pantyhose with a subtle shimmer, and a matching pair of satin panties with a tiny pink bow at the back.

Memie stripped nervously, her heart racing as she slid the silky panties up her legs, the cool fabric clinging snugly to her skin. The corset came next, and Ms. Samantha stepped behind her, tightening the laces with practiced ease. The sensation of the corset cinching her waist sent a shiver through Memie’s body, and she couldn’t help but glance at her reflection. The transformation had begun.

“Perfect,” Ms. Samantha murmured, running her hands over Memie’s hips. “Now for the finishing touches.”

Memie sat down as Ms. Samantha began the intricate process of applying her makeup. With expert precision, she concealed any trace of masculinity, sculpting Memie’s features into a vision of femininity. Concealer and foundation blended seamlessly, creating a flawless canvas. Dark eyeliner and long, fluttering lashes framed Memie’s almond-shaped eyes, while eyeshadow in soft pinks and smoky grays added depth. Finally, Ms. Samantha held up a tube of lipstick.

“Pretend you’re wrapping those lips around a big cock,” she purred.

Memie obeyed, puckering slightly as Ms. Samantha applied the rich, ruby-red color. The transformation was completed with a sleek black wig that cascaded down Memie’s back like a raven’s wings.

Memie’s eyes widened as she looked in the mirror. The person staring back at her was unrecognizable—a stunning, seductive woman who oozed sensuality. “I can’t believe it,” she whispered.

“Believe it, darling,” Ms. Samantha said with a smirk. “You’re Memie now.”

Ms. Samantha set up her camera tripod, adjusting the angles meticulously to capture every detail of Memie’s appearance. She motioned for Memie to stand in front of the lens.

“Introduce yourself,” she instructed.

Memie took a deep breath, her voice trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement. “Hi, everyone. My name is Memie.”

She hesitated, but Ms. Samantha gave her a reassuring nod. Memie continued, her confidence growing with each word. “I’m a sissy Asian slut, here to serve and pleasure men and women. I’m a total bottom, and I love to suck cocks for money.”

“Good girl,” Ms. Samantha praised, her tone dripping with satisfaction. She clipped a delicate chain around Memie’s neck, the cool metal resting against her skin. “Now, let’s see how obedient you really are.”

Ms. Samantha led Memie on all fours to the bedroom, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. The chain around Memie’s neck tugged gently with each step, reinforcing her submission. When they reached the bed, Ms. Samantha donned a massive strap-on, its size and realism leaving Memie speechless.

Memie knelt before Ms. Samantha, her body trembling with a mixture of nerves and anticipation. The cool chain around her neck felt like a leash tethering her to this moment, a symbol of her submission. Ms. Samantha stood before her, radiating power, the massive strap-on swaying slightly as she adjusted her stance.

“Crawl to me,” Ms. Samantha commanded, her voice calm yet dripping with authority.

Memie hesitated only a second before she moved, crawling on all fours. Each movement felt deliberate, her pantyhose-clad knees brushing against the soft rug as her hands pressed into the pile. Her heart pounded in her chest, and her eyes darted nervously between the imposing toy and Ms. Samantha’s face.

When Memie finally reached her destination, she glanced upward, her lips parting as if to speak. Ms. Samantha didn’t allow her the chance.

“Suck it.”

Memie blinked, her hesitation betrayed by the quiver in her lips. She leaned in, her breath warm against the toy’s smooth surface. Her tongue flicked out tentatively, tracing the head in slow, exploratory circles. The texture was strange, and the sheer size of it made her throat tighten in anticipation.

“Good girl,” Ms. Samantha purred, running a hand through Memie’s dark wig. “Now open wider.”

Memie obeyed, her lips stretching around the bulbous head as her tongue swirled along its underside. She took it slowly at first, inching forward until it pressed against the back of her throat. A gag reflex betrayed her in a wet, spluttering gasp, and she pulled back, coughing softly.

Ms. Samantha chuckled. “Oh, poor little Memie. It’s too big for you, isn’t it? But you’ll learn. Keep going.”

Encouraged by her Mistress’s teasing tone, Memie tried again. This time, she gripped the base of the strap-on with both hands, steadying it as she worked her mouth down its length. The stretching sensation in her jaw sent a shiver through her, and she moaned softly around the toy. Ms. Samantha responded with a satisfied hum, tilting the camera in her hand for a close-up.

“That’s it,” Ms. Samantha cooed, stroking Memie’s cheek with her free hand. “Such a pretty little mouth, and it’s made for this.”

Memie’s pace quickened as she found a rhythm, her head bobbing up and down. Her lipstick left faint marks along the shaft, each one a testament to her growing determination. She used her tongue to tease the underside, flicking it against the ridges and grooves as her hands stroked in tandem. Each gag and choke only spurred her Mistress on.

“Look at you, Memie,” Ms. Samantha said, her voice low and sultry. “Drooling all over my cock like the eager little slut you are.”

The words made Memie’s face burn with both embarrassment and arousal. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked harder, the wet, obscene sounds filling the room. Tears pricked her eyes, but she didn’t stop. The pressure of Ms. Samantha’s hand on the back of her head urged her forward, and Memie surrendered completely to the act.

When Ms. Samantha finally pulled the strap-on from Memie’s swollen lips, it glistened with her spit. Memie gasped for air, her chest heaving as she wiped her chin with the back of her hand.

“You did well for your first time,” Ms. Samantha said, setting the camera aside. “But we’re not done yet.”

Memie’s eyes widened as Ms. Samantha unbuckled the massive strap-on and replaced it with a slightly smaller one. “Now,” Ms. Samantha said, pouring warm oil into her palm, “we’ll prepare this pretty little ass of yours.”

Memie bit her lip, her entire body tensing as Ms. Samantha motioned for her to turn around. She obeyed, lowering herself onto all fours with her head pressed to the mattress and her ass in the air. The cool air against her exposed boypussy made her shiver, but the warmth of Ms. Samantha’s hands soothed her nerves.

The first touch was slow and deliberate. Ms. Samantha’s oiled fingers slid between Memie’s cheeks, spreading the slickness over her sensitive skin. Memie whimpered softly, her body responding to the sensation with an involuntary twitch.

“Relax, sweetie,” Ms. Samantha murmured. “Let me take care of you.”

Memie nodded, burying her face in the pillow as Ms. Samantha slipped a single finger inside her. The intrusion was startling, and Memie tensed immediately. Ms. Samantha paused, rubbing soothing circles over Memie’s lower back with her free hand.

“Breathe, darling,” she coaxed. “You’re doing so well.”

Memie took a shaky breath, her body gradually relaxing. Ms. Samantha moved slowly, her finger curling slightly to explore Memie’s tightness. She added a second finger, stretching her gently while pouring more oil to ease the process. Memie moaned softly, the discomfort giving way to a strange, burgeoning pleasure.

“Such a good little sissy,” Ms. Samantha praised, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re taking it so well.”

Memie’s moans grew louder as Ms. Samantha’s fingers worked deeper, scissoring and twisting to loosen her. The Mistress’s touch was expert, her movements deliberate as she prepared Memie for the next step. When she finally withdrew her fingers, Memie’s body trembled with anticipation.

“Are you ready for my cock, Memie?” Ms. Samantha asked, running the tip of the strap-on along Memie’s slick entrance.

“Yes, Mistress,” Memie whimpered, her voice barely audible. “Please… I need it.”

Ms. Samantha began slowly, pressing the head of the strap-on against Memie’s boypussy. The initial stretch made Memie gasp, her fingers clutching at the sheets as the toy slid inside. Ms. Samantha paused, allowing Memie’s body to adjust before pushing in further.

The feeling was overwhelming. Memie moaned loudly, her back arching as Ms. Samantha’s hands gripped her hips to steady her. Each thrust was measured and deliberate, the rhythm building gradually as Memie’s body adapted.

“Look at you,” Ms. Samantha said, her voice thick with lust. “Taking my cock like the good little slut you are.”

Memie’s response was incoherent, a series of gasps and moans as Ms. Samantha’s pace quickened. The room was filled with the sound of their bodies moving together, the wet squelch of the oiled strap-on punctuating Memie’s cries.

Ms. Samantha leaned forward, her hands sliding up Memie’s back to grasp her shoulders. The deeper angle made Memie scream, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure overtook her. She felt completely owned, completely transformed.

“Whose little clit is this?” Ms. Samantha demanded, reaching beneath Memie to stroke her tiny cock.

“Yours, Mistress,” Memie gasped, her voice trembling. “It’s yours.”

Ms. Samantha’s fingers worked in tandem with her thrusts, teasing and stroking until Memie could no longer hold back. With a loud cry, Memie came, her release soaking the sheets beneath her. Ms. Samantha didn’t stop until Memie collapsed, her body spent and trembling.

“Good girl,” Ms. Samantha murmured, withdrawing the strap-on and running a hand over Memie’s sweat-slicked back. “You’ve done beautifully.”

Memie lay sprawled across the bed, her body trembling with exhaustion and exhilaration. The room was thick with the scent of sweat, oil, and the remnants of her release. She felt entirely spent, her limbs weak and her breath coming in shallow gasps. Every part of her ached, but it wasn’t unpleasant—each throb and twinge reminded her of the transformation she’d just undergone.

Ms. Samantha loomed over her, a vision of power and elegance. She removed the strap-on with deliberate grace, setting it aside before climbing onto the bed beside Memie. Her hands were warm as they caressed Memie’s back, tracing soft circles over her damp skin.

“You’ve done so well today, Memie,” Ms. Samantha said, her voice low and soothing. “You’ve taken your first steps into a world where you’ll thrive. I’m proud of you.”

Memie blinked back tears at the unexpected praise. She felt something stirring within her—pride, perhaps, or a burgeoning sense of belonging. For the first time in her life, she didn’t feel lost or out of place. She felt… seen.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Memie whispered, her voice barely audible. “I’m so grateful.”

Ms. Samantha leaned down, brushing a kiss across Memie’s temple. “Rest now, sweet girl. You’ve earned it.”

After a few minutes of quiet, Ms. Samantha moved with purpose. She disappeared into the adjoining bathroom, returning with a warm, damp towel. Gently, she cleaned Memie’s body, wiping away the oil and the evidence of her climax. Her touch was tender, almost reverent, as though she were caring for something precious.

Memie closed her eyes, savoring the sensation. It felt intimate in a way that the earlier session hadn’t—this wasn’t about dominance or submission. This was about care, about connection.

When Ms. Samantha finished, she wrapped Memie in a plush robe and guided her to sit up against the headboard. Memie’s legs felt like jelly, but she obeyed without question. Ms. Samantha handed her a glass of water, watching with a satisfied smile as Memie sipped.

“This is just the beginning,” Ms. Samantha said, her tone warm but firm. “You’ve proven you have potential, Memie. If you continue to trust me and follow my guidance, I can make you into something extraordinary.”

Memie nodded, her fingers clutching the glass. “I’ll do whatever it takes, Mistress.”

“I know you will.” Ms. Samantha’s smile deepened a glint of something unreadable in her eyes. “For now, rest. We’ll have plenty to discuss at your next session.”

Memie lingered in the bedroom after Ms. Samantha left, staring at her reflection in the full-length mirror across the room. Her makeup was smeared, her wig slightly askew, but she still looked stunning. More than that—she looked like the person she’d always fantasized about becoming.

The girl staring back at her wasn’t Milo anymore. She was Memie. A sissy. A slut. A girl on the cusp of something thrilling and terrifying.

As she gathered her belongings and dressed to leave, Memie’s mind swirled with possibilities. She didn’t know exactly what lay ahead, but she knew one thing for certain: she was ready to embrace it.

When she stepped out into the cool night air, Ms. Samantha was waiting by the door. “Until next time, Memie,” she said, her voice smooth as velvet.

Memie smiled, her heart racing. “Until next time, Mistress.”

The past few months with Ms. Samantha had been transformative for Memie, though not without conflict. Each session drew her further into her role as a sissy, reinforcing her identity as Memie—a submissive, feminine plaything—but doubt continued to creep in afterward. As arousing as the sessions were, the clarity that followed left her questioning her choices. Still, the allure of submission and the fantasy of pleasuring powerful, dominant men proved irresistible.

When Ms. Samantha informed her that a client had shown interest in booking her, Memie’s heart raced. This wasn’t just a fantasy anymore—it was real. The client had seen her videos, admired her transformation, and was willing to pay for her services. The thought of it made Memie shiver with equal parts fear and excitement.

On the morning of the appointment, Memie arrived at Ms. Samantha’s home studio an hour early, as instructed. Her nerves were frayed, and her palms felt clammy as she stepped inside. Ms. Samantha greeted her with a knowing smile, her appearance immaculate as always. She wore a deep emerald-green silk blouse that clung to her voluptuous curves, paired with a pencil skirt so form-fitting it seemed painted onto her hips. Her black heels clicked against the floor as she approached, the sharp, confident sound filling the air like a metronome.

“Good morning, Memie,” Ms. Samantha said, her voice warm but commanding. “Are you ready for today?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Memie replied, her voice shaky. “I think so.”

Ms. Samantha arched a perfectly sculpted brow. “You think  so?” she repeated, stepping closer. “You’re more than ready,  Memie. You’ve been preparing for this moment for months.”

Her words settled over Memie like a soothing balm, easing some of the tension in her chest. “Yes, Mistress. I’m ready to please.”

“Good girl,” Ms. Samantha purred. “Now, let’s get you cleaned and dressed.”

Memie was led to the bathroom, where she showered meticulously, scrubbing her skin until it was soft and smooth. Once dry, she began dressing under Ms. Samantha’s careful guidance. The first layer was a pair of sheer black stockings, their silky material gliding up her legs like a second skin. The reinforced tops clung snugly to her thighs, held in place by a garter belt of delicate lace. Next came her pink Chastity cage, locking her small clitty securely and leaving her helplessly aroused.

Ms. Samantha stepped into lace Memie into a black satin corset, her fingers working expertly to cinch it tight. Memie’s waist shrank as the corset was secured, and her breasts were lifted to form a soft, enticing cleavage.

“Perfect,” Ms. Samantha murmured, admiring her work. “Now for the finishing touches.”

Memie sat on the edge of the bed as Ms. Samantha began her makeup. She started with a light layer of concealer and foundation to smooth Memie’s complexion, followed by blush to give her cheeks a soft, feminine glow. Dark eyeliner and long, dramatic lashes framed her eyes, making them appear larger and more doll-like. Finally, Ms. Samantha applied a bright, glossy red lipstick, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Pucker your lips, Memie,” she instructed. “You no longer have to imagine you’re about to kiss the head of a cock sweetie. You’re about to know exactly how it’s gonna be,” she smiled.

Memie obeyed, her lips forming a perfect pout as Ms. Samantha painted them with precision. When the makeup was complete, Ms. Samantha retrieved a short black skirt and a crisp white button-up blouse. The skirt barely covered Memie’s ass, and the blouse was tied just below her chest to expose her toned midriff. A pair of black patent-leather heels completed the look, their pointed toes and thin straps making her legs appear even longer.

“Stand up,” Ms. Samantha commanded, stepping back to inspect her creation.

Memie rose to her feet, her posture straight but her hands trembling slightly. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and gasped softly. The reflection staring back at her was unrecognizable—a sultry, feminine figure radiating submission and allure.

“You look stunning,” Ms. Samantha said, her tone laced with approval. “Now, let’s go over the plan.”

At precisely 11:00 AM, the doorbell rang. Memie’s heart leaped in her chest as Ms. Samantha went to greet the client, leaving her to wait in the bedroom. She sat on the bed, hands fidgeting in her lap, her breathing shallow. Every second felt like an eternity.

Finally, the door opened, and Ms. Samantha entered with the client—a tall, broad-shouldered man with a rugged jawline and piercing eyes. He was completely naked, his muscular frame glistening slightly from the shower. Memie’s gaze dropped to the floor, too shy to meet his eyes, but not before catching sight of his thick, semi-erect cock.

“This is Johnny,” Ms. Samantha said, her tone crisp and professional. “Johnny, meet Memie.”

Memie stood and gave a small, awkward curtsy. “Hello, Johnny,” she said softly, her voice barely audible.

Johnny smirked and stepped closer, reaching out to grab Memie’s chin and lift her face toward him. His touch was firm but not rough, and his eyes roamed over her features with a predatory intensity.

“You’re even prettier in person,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. “Are you ready to serve me, Memie?”

“Yes, Johnny,” she whispered, her cheeks flushing red.

“From now on, you’ll call me Daddy,” he commanded. “Do you understand, whore?”

“Y-yes, Daddy. I’m your sissy Asian slut, and I exist to serve you, Daddy,” Memie replied, the words spilling from her lips like a mantra.

Ms. Samantha gestured for Johnny to lie down on the bed, then turned to Memie. “Pay attention, sweetie,” she instructed. “You’ll be giving massages like this in the future.”

She poured warm oil onto her hands and began rubbing it into Johny’s skin, starting with his broad chest and moving down to his muscular thighs. Her hands glided over his body with practiced ease, teasing his cock until it stood fully erect. Memie watched in awe, her lips parting slightly as her eyes fixated on his throbbing member.

“Your turn,” Ms. Samantha said, stepping aside. “Go ahead, Memie.”

Memie hesitated for a moment, her knees trembling as she approached the edge of the bed. Her eyes stayed fixed on Daddy’s cock, which seemed to grow larger with each step she took. Ms. Samantha stood to the side, her sharp eyes watching Memie’s every movement, ready to guide her if needed.

“On your knees, Memie,” Ms. Samantha said softly but firmly.

Memie dropped to the plush rug beneath her, the stockings on her legs whispering against the fabric. She placed her delicate hands on Daddy’s thighs, unsure of what to do next. Her fingers hovered there, feeling the heat radiating from his skin. Her own breathing grew shallow, the mix of fear and excitement making her chest rise and fall rapidly.

Ms. Samantha crouched beside her, placing a reassuring hand on her back. “Take your time, sweetie,” she whispered. “Start slow. Explore.”

Memie swallowed hard and nodded. Tentatively, she let her hands glide upward, her fingers brushing against the firmness of Daddy’s cock. The sensation sent a shiver through her body, and she glanced up nervously. Daddy’s expression was unreadable, but the slight twitch of his lips gave away his approval.

“Go on,” Ms. Samantha encouraged. “Wrap those pretty fingers around it.”

Memie obeyed, curling her small hand around the base of his cock. It felt hot and impossibly hard against her palm. Slowly, she slid her hand upward, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head. A bead of pre-cum glistened there, catching the light. Her breath hitched as she instinctively brought her tongue out to taste it.

The first lick was tentative, almost shy, but the salty taste sent a jolt of arousal through Memie’s body. She leaned in closer, her lips parting to envelop the head of his cock. Her bright red lipstick left a faint stain as she began to suck gently, her tongue swirling around the tip.

“That’s it,” Ms. Samantha cooed, running a hand through Memie’s raven-black wig. “Use your tongue. Get to know him.”

Memie moaned softly, her voice muffled by the thickness filling her mouth. She began to move her head, taking him deeper with each bob, though her efforts were clumsy. Daddy placed a firm but gentle hand on the back of her head, guiding her rhythm. The slick sound of her lips sliding along his shaft filled the room, mingling with his low groans of pleasure.

“You’re a natural,” Daddy said, his voice heavy with satisfaction. “But let’s see if you can take more.”

He pressed her head down slightly, and Memie’s eyes widened as the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat. She gagged, her throat tightening around him, but she didn’t pull away. Tears welled up in her eyes, smudging the eyeliner Ms. Samantha had so carefully applied, and she looked up at him with an expression of raw submission.

“Breathe through your nose, Memie,” Ms. Samantha advised, her tone soothing. “Relax your throat. You’re doing so well.”

Memie nodded faintly, her lips still stretched around Daddy’s cock. She inhaled deeply through her nose and tried again, letting him slide deeper. The stretch was uncomfortable but not unbearable, and the guttural noises she made seemed to please him. His grip on her head tightened slightly as he began to thrust, slowly at first, then with more confidence.

Daddy’s cock moved in and out of Memie’s mouth with a steady rhythm, her lips creating a tight seal around him. Her hands rested on his thighs for balance, her nails digging lightly into his skin as she struggled to keep up with his pace. Ms. Samantha circled them like a director, her camera capturing every angle of Memie’s performance.

“Look at her,” Ms. Samantha purred, her voice dripping with pride. “She’s a natural-born cocksucker, isn’t she?”

Daddy grunted in agreement, his head tipping back as he surrendered to the pleasure. Memie felt a surge of pride despite her humiliation. She was pleasing him, fulfilling her purpose as Memie—the sissy slut she had always fantasized about becoming. The realization sent a wave of heat through her body, pooling between her legs where her caged clit strained painfully against its confines.

“Mmmph... Mmmm...” Memie’s muffled moans grew louder as Daddy’s thrusts became more urgent. She could feel him swelling in her mouth, the telltale sign that he was close.

But before he could finish, Ms. Samantha intervened. “Not yet,” she said firmly, placing a hand on his chest to still him. “I want her to work for it.”

Daddy smirked, pulling back and letting his cock slide free of Memie’s lips. She gasped for air, her chest heaving as she wiped the drool from her chin. Her lipstick was smeared, her mascara streaked with tears, but the hunger in her eyes remained.

“On the bed, Memie,” Ms. Samantha ordered. “Let’s give him a proper show.”

Memie knelt on the bed like how she was thought to, her trembling figure framed by the flickering candlelight. The silk sheets beneath her clung to her bare skin, the faint aroma of lavender lingering in the air—a scent chosen to relax her, to lull her into surrender. The client approached with deliberate slowness, his presence filling the room with a commanding energy. His hand slid over the nape of Memie's neck, fingers pressing just firmly enough to remind her of the control she’d relinquished tonight.

He moved behind her, his body heat brushing against her exposed back as his lips descended onto her skin. His kisses were slow, deliberate, tasting her neck, trailing down to her shoulders, and then lower to the curve of her back. Memie’s breathing hitched, the sensation overwhelming her. Her mind, foggy with anticipation, barely registered when his hands gripped her waist, spinning her effortlessly to face him.

“Delicious,” the client murmured, his gaze dropping to her chest, where her breasts rose and fell with each shaky breath. He didn’t wait. His mouth claimed her nipples, licking and sucking with an intensity that made her gasp. His teeth grazed the sensitive buds, eliciting a mix of pain and pleasure that sent shivers through her body.

“Ohhh... ohhh my... ohhh, Daddy,” Memie whimpered, her words tumbling out in a breathless cascade as her body responded to every teasing touch.

The client’s hands roamed lower, unbuckling the chastity cage that had confined her clitty. The cool air against her exposed skin was a jolt, but it was quickly replaced by the heat of his touch. His fingers explored her length, tracing the delicate curves of her sissy clitty as it twitched under his ministrations. He pulled back the foreskin with a gentle yet possessive motion, exposing the sensitive tip to his touch. Memie’s knees buckled as his thumb pressed just right, coaxing beads of pre-cum that glistened in the dim light.

Without hesitation, he smeared the slick fluid onto his fingers and brought them to her lips. “Taste it, you filthy little whore,” he commanded, his tone a mix of authority and indulgence.

“Yes, Daddy,” Memie responded, her voice trembling with submission as her tongue darted out, eagerly licking her own essence from his fingers. “I’m licking my pre-cum, Daddy.”

Ms. Samantha, always the orchestrator, stepped closer, her camera in hand. She focused the lens on Memie’s flushed face, capturing every flick of her tongue, every glimmer of shame and arousal in her eyes.

“Beautiful,” Ms. Samantha murmured, a note of satisfaction in her voice.

Memie barely had time to process the moment before the client dropped to his knees in front of her. His hands gripped her thighs, spreading them apart as his mouth descended onto her clitty. The sensation of his warm, wet tongue swirling over her length was electric, sending Memie’s head spinning. He took her fully into his mouth, deepthroating her with a skill that left her breathless. His tongue flicked over her sensitive head, his saliva dripping down her shaft as he worked her over with relentless precision.

Memie’s back arched involuntarily, her body surrendering to the pleasure. “Ohhh, Daddy... ohhh, don’t stop... ughhh,” she moaned, her voice rising with each flick of his tongue.

The client didn’t stop, his mouth devouring her clitty as if it were the most delectable treat he’d ever tasted. Memie’s body betrayed her, convulsing as the buildup of pleasure became too much to bear. Her clitty erupted, spurting hot, sticky white cum into the client’s waiting mouth. The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, leaving her shaking and breathless, her cries echoing in the room as her body quaked uncontrollably.

The client pulled back, licking his lips as he savored the taste of her release. Ms. Samantha adjusted her angle, ensuring every moment of Memie’s surrender was immortalized on film.

“I hope my little Asian sissy had her fun,” the client said with a smirk, his hand brushing over her trembling thigh. “But now it’s my turn.”

Memie, still reeling, nodded weakly as she slid off the bed and onto her knees. The anxiety clawed at her chest, but there was no turning back. Her body moved on autopilot, guided by an unspoken need to please. Ms. Samantha handed the camera to the client, ensuring his perspective would capture every intimate detail.

Memie leaned forward, her lips parting as she began to kiss the client’s cock. She licked his length with careful strokes of her tongue, her bright red lips leaving marks on his skin as she moved lower to tease his balls. The musky scent filled her senses, intoxicating her further. She took him into her mouth, her lips stretching as she worked to accommodate his impressive size. Her soft lips glided over his shaft, her tongue swirling over the sensitive head with practiced skill.

“How does it taste, whore?” the client asked, his voice dripping with condescension.

“It tastes like salty coins, Daddy,” Memie replied, her words muffled as her lips stayed wrapped around his cock.

The client laughed, his hands gripping her head as he began to guide her movements. He pushed her down until she gagged, then pulled her back up, repeating the process until tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. Memie’s hands stroked his shaft, slick with her saliva, as she worked faster, her drool dripping onto his balls.

When he finally came, it was with a shudder and a deep groan. Thick streams of cum painted Memie’s face, staining her cheeks, lips, and chest. Ms. Samantha captured every drop on camera, her expression one of pride and satisfaction.

Memie collapsed onto the bed, her body spent and her mind a whirlwind of emotions. The client kissed her clitty one last time, whispering his approval before disappearing into the bathroom to clean up. Ms. Samantha approached, her gaze sharp yet comforting.

“You’ve done well, Memie,” she said, her voice firm but kind. “The client was satisfied, and so am I. This is just the beginning. Soon, the world will know exactly how talented my little sissy is.”

Memie nodded, her thoughts a jumbled mess as she processed the night’s events. Exhaustion weighed her down, but beneath it all was a flicker of something new—desire. She was beginning to understand what Ms. Samantha meant when she said that surrender was a gift.

And as she watched the video days later, that flicker grew into a blaze, igniting something deep within her that could not be ignored.




CHAPTER 2

I couldn’t shake the discomfort brewing within me. It wasn’t just about what I had done; it was about who I was becoming. Every time I looked at myself in the mirror, I saw two versions of me battling for control. There was the man I’d always been, with insecurities about my masculinity, a gnawing self-doubt about my size, and a lifetime of chasing an ideal I never seemed to meet. And then there was Memie—something I couldn’t quite explain, someone I wasn’t sure I wanted to be but couldn’t ignore.

When I wasn’t Memie, everything felt… normal. I’d had sex with women before, enjoyed it even, but there was nothing that compared to what happened with the client that night. The memory haunted me. Not because I felt shame in the traditional sense, but because it confused me. I didn’t find men attractive—at least, not when I wasn’t Memie. Yet, the pleasure I’d experienced had transcended anything I could have imagined. That orgasm had shaken me to my core, and the feeling lingered like a phantom, unwilling to let go.

I had arranged to meet another client through Ms. Samantha, but when he canceled after catching COVID, I was left with an odd sense of relief. It felt like a reprieve, a chance to distance myself from the life I was slipping into. I stopped watching the videos Ms. Samantha had sent me, the ones that documented every intimate moment of my time as Memie. Days passed, then weeks, and slowly the pull of that life began to fade. I told myself it was over. I deleted every picture and video from my phone, wiped away every trace of Memie, and decided to reclaim the life I once knew.

I downloaded a dating app, searching for women who could help ground me, and help me move on. If I could find someone to share my life with, I reasoned, the sissy lifestyle I had dabbled in would become a distant memory. At first, it seemed to work. I matched with a few women, chatted with them, and even went on a couple of dates. One woman, Patricia, seemed promising. She was kind, down-to-earth, and genuinely interested in getting to know me. She asked about my hobbies and how I spent my free time, but every time I tried to answer, my mind betrayed me.

Memie. The name echoed in my thoughts like a ghost. I saw flashes of that night—Memie’s body trembling as her sissy clitty was licked, the warmth of her release, the euphoric surrender on her face. My pulse quickened as the memory flooded back, and Patricia’s voice became a distant hum.

“Are you okay? You’re scaring me a bit,” Patricia said, her voice snapping me back to reality.

“Sorry,” I mumbled. “What were we talking about again?”

We tried to make it work, Patricia and I, but it wasn’t long before we drifted apart. We slept together once, but it was mechanical, lacking any real connection. I came, but it felt hollow as if I was going through the motions. Patricia seemed equally unimpressed, and our brief relationship fizzled out shortly after.

I returned to the dating app, scrolling aimlessly through profiles, but nothing piqued my interest. One night, though, I stumbled upon a profile that caught my eye—a cross-dresser who looked strikingly like me. Her profile radiated confidence. She clearly loved dressing up, pleasing men, and living the kind of life I had tried so hard to leave behind. Something about her compelled me to message her. Curiosity, I told myself. Just curiosity.

To my surprise, she responded quickly. Her messages were direct, almost unnervingly perceptive. She asked if I was into cross-dressing too, as if she could see right through me. Hesitantly, I told her about my experiences, about Memie, about the client. She listened without judgment and shared her own story—a story that mirrored mine in unsettling ways. She told me how she had started cross-dressing for fun, experimenting with femininity, until one night she went home with a man. That man had taken her oral and anal virginity, and the experience had forever altered her. She spoke of the addictive rush of submitting to men, the unparalleled pleasure of pleasing them, and the way it had transformed her life.

Her words lingered in my mind long after our conversation ended. “Once a real man fucks and claims your boipussy, you can never stop this. You’ll become a sissy forever.”

I told myself I didn’t want that. I didn’t want to become Memie again. But the thoughts refused to fade.

A few nights later, alone in my apartment, I decided to unwind with some pot. I hadn’t smoked in months, and the effects hit harder than I expected. My mind wandered, my body grew warm, and a familiar need stirred within me. I reached for my phone, intending to watch one of the videos Ms. Samantha had sent me, only to remember they were gone—deleted in a moment of resolve. I tried watching regular porn instead—straight porn, even trans porn—but nothing stirred me the way those memories of Memie did.

My search became more desperate, more specific. Eventually, I stumbled upon a sissy hypnosis video. It was like a siren’s call, pulling me deeper into a world I thought I had left behind. The screen flashed with images of sissies—beautiful, submissive, eager—pleasing men with their mouths and bodies. The subliminal messages embedded in the video whispered to me, “YOU WANT THIS BIG COCK. YOU ARE A SISSY SLUT.”  The music pulsed in the background, syncing with my racing heartbeat, and before I knew it, my hand was between my legs.

I wasn’t myself anymore. I was Memie. In my mind, I saw her kneeling before towering, throbbing cocks, taking them into her mouth, her body quivering with every thrust. I imagined the weight of them, the fullness, the way they would stretch her, claim her. My hand moved faster, stroking my small clitty as the images on the screen blurred into fantasy. I came harder than I ever had, my body writhing as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

When it was over, I felt empty and disgusted with myself. I turned off the video, deleted my search history, and lay on my bed, tears streaming down my face. What was happening to me? Why couldn’t I escape this? I hated what I was becoming… and yet, I couldn’t deny the truth.

I was Memie. And Memie wanted more.

The next day, I was startled to receive a phone call from Ms. Samantha. She rarely called me—our communication was almost always through text—so her name lighting up my screen immediately piqued my curiosity. I answered hesitantly, unsure of what to expect.

“Hey, Memie,” she began, her voice uncharacteristically uneasy. “I could really use your help.”

“Hey, Ms. Samantha,” I replied cautiously. “What’s going on?”

There was a brief pause before she continued, her tone rushed and apologetic. “Well… I accidentally double-booked two clients for the same date and time.”

My stomach dropped. “You what?”

“Look, it’s no big deal! I explained the situation, and—well—they both agreed to reschedule, but then…” She trailed off, her voice dropping slightly. “Then they had another idea. They asked if they could share you.”

“What the fuck, Ms. Samantha?! You didn’t even ask me before agreeing to this? What if I’d said no?”

“I know, I know! It was an accident, okay? But listen,” her tone softened, turning persuasive. “Both of them saw your last video, and they were adamant about booking you. They really, really  want a session with you. And look, because I messed up, I’ll give you the entire fee this time. You won’t have to split it fifty-fifty with me.”

Her words hung in the air for a moment as I tried to process what she was asking. Two men. At the same time. The thought was overwhelming, both terrifying and thrilling.

“When is this supposed to happen?” I asked, my voice laced with hesitation.

“Friday morning at ten,” she answered quickly, relief seeping into her tone. “Three days from now. Does that work?”

“Let me think about it.”

“Please, Memie,” she pleaded. “Let me know by the end of the day so I can confirm with them. Just this once, okay?”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to tell her I wasn’t ready for this. But even as the words formed in my mind, something deep inside me resisted. The memory of that overwhelming pleasure, that euphoric surrender, bubbled to the surface. I wanted it again. I wanted to feel that intensity, that loss of control. I wanted to be used, to submit, to let my body become an instrument of pleasure.

“Fine,” I said finally. “I’ll do it. But I’m not ready for anal.”

There was a pause on her end before she replied, her voice tinged with surprise. “Does that mean you’re considering it in the future?”

“Not yet,” I answered firmly. “I’ll leave it at that.”

Friday arrived, and with it, a mixture of nerves and anticipation. I showed up at Ms. Samantha’s place as instructed, and she wasted no time getting to work on my transformation. She applied my makeup meticulously, finishing with long, dramatic lashes and a bright red lipstick that made my lips pop. The platinum blonde wig was the final touch, its silky strands framing my face perfectly. As soon as I looked in the mirror, the doubts and hesitation melted away. Memie stared back at me, confident and alluring.

Ms. Samantha handed me a short, black dress that clung to every curve and a pair of long, sheer crotchless pantyhose that shimmered in the light. I slipped into the outfit, the material sliding over my skin like a second layer. The dress barely reached mid-thigh, leaving little to the imagination, and the pantyhose accentuated the smoothness of my legs. As I perched on the edge of Ms. Samantha’s bed, waiting, I felt the anticipation building. Memie was ready.

The door opened, and Ms. Samantha ushered in two older men. Their eyes immediately locked onto me, hungry and predatory. One of them approached with a confident stride, his gaze traveling over my body. He reached out, his hand landing firmly on my chastity cage, the pressure sending a shiver up my spine.

“Hey, Memie,” he said, his voice deep and commanding. “You can call me Daddy Vince. Ms. Samantha showed me your video. I’m going to make you tremble, you darling.”

Before I could respond, the second man stepped behind me, his hands sliding over my chest. He cupped my breasts, squeezing and kneading them through the thin fabric of my dress, while his lips found my neck. He bit down gently, his teeth grazing my skin in a way that made me moan involuntarily.

“Mmmm, mhmmm, yeah,” I gasped, my voice breathy and desperate as their hands roamed my body. “Double Daddies… I’m so lucky!”

Daddy Vince dropped to his knees, his fingers deftly unfastening my chastity cage. The cool air against my skin was short-lived as his mouth descended onto my sissy clitty. His tongue worked expertly, manipulating the foreskin with practiced precision, pulling it back and forth with his lips and tongue alone. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

Behind me, the second Daddy moved lower, spreading my legs slightly as his mouth found my untouched boipussy. The warm, wet pressure of his tongue against my most sensitive spot made me cry out in surprise.

“OHHHHH! AHHHHH!” I screamed, my body arching as they worked in tandem.

The overwhelming sensation of being pleasured from both ends was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My legs trembled, but their firm grip kept me in place. My moans grew louder, and more frantic, as my body surrendered completely. I couldn’t hold back. My sissy clitty erupted in Daddy Vince’s mouth, my body collapsing onto him as waves of pleasure washed over me. He caught me, his strong arms lowering my quivering form onto the bed.

I barely had time to catch my breath before they stood, each revealing their thick, girthy cocks. They sat on either side of me, their intentions clear. My body moved on autopilot. I slid off the bed, kneeling between them, one cock in each hand.

I started with Daddy Vince, licking up his shaft, my tongue tracing every vein as I kissed his balls, leaving bright red marks from my lipstick. I worked my way up to the head, swirling my tongue around the sensitive tip before taking him into my mouth. To my surprise, I managed to take almost his entire length, my gag reflex barely registering. My head bobbed rhythmically, my lips wrapped tightly around his shaft while my hand continued to stroke the other Daddy’s cock.

Memie was back. And she was better than ever.

Memie’s head moved rhythmically, her bright red lips stretched around Daddy Vince’s thick cock. Each upward glide of her tongue was met with a low groan from above, his hands gripping the sides of her head as he guided her movements. She could feel him twitching in her mouth, the subtle warmth spreading over her tongue as his climax neared. Suddenly, that warmth erupted into an overwhelming flood. Thick, hot cum spilled into her mouth, filling it faster than she could swallow.

She pulled back instinctively, the sheer volume forcing her to gasp for air. Cum dribbled from her lips, cascading down her chin and onto her black dress, leaving streaks of white against the dark fabric. Her tongue darted out, licking at the mess on her lips as Daddy Vince smirked down at her, clearly satisfied.

But Memie knew her work wasn’t finished. Turning her attention to the other Daddy, she reached for his cock, stroking it with firm, practiced movements. His size was equally daunting, the girth filling her hand as she worked to please him. Yet, it became clear he had different plans.

He pulled her up from the floor and onto the bed, pushing her onto her back with a firm yet measured force. Memie’s heart raced as he grabbed her legs, lifting them and positioning her boipussy against the tip of his cock. Panic set in as she realized what he intended.

“No,” she murmured, shaking her head, her voice barely audible but resolute. “Not yet.”

The Daddy let out a soft sigh, a flicker of disappointment crossing his face, but he didn’t press further. Instead, he smirked, a new idea forming. He adjusted his position, lowering himself slightly. His cock slid between her thighs, pressing against her small, trembling sissy clitty. The contrast was stark—her clitty looked tiny, almost delicate, compared to the thickness of his shaft. He began to move, his cock gliding against her with slow, deliberate strokes, his girth brushing against her sensitive skin in a way that made her moan despite herself.

The friction built steadily, and Memie’s body betrayed her, the pleasure mounting until she couldn’t hold back. With a cry, she came, her clitty twitching as sticky white cum coated his cock. Her release only seemed to spur him on. He pushed her legs together, creating a tighter space for his cock to thrust. The slickness of her cum added to the sensation, each thrust drawing low groans from him as he worked himself closer to his climax.

Memie could feel his cock pulsing, and then, with a deep, guttural moan, he erupted. Hot, thick ropes of cum shot across her body, splattering her face, her chest, and her already-soaked dress. She closed her eyes as the warmth coated her skin, the sheer volume leaving her drenched. The scent of it filled the room, mixing with the heat and the remnants of her own climax.

When it was over, Memie lay on the bed, trembling, her body covered in the evidence of their pleasure. Her black dress clung to her skin, the fabric sticky with cum. Daddy Vince leaned back, clearly satisfied, but the other Daddy lingered, his gaze lingering on Memie’s quivering form. There was an unspoken tension in the air, an understanding that he wanted more. He wanted to take her fully, to claim her in a way that would leave no doubt about her submission. But he said nothing, respecting the boundaries that had been set.

Still, Memie knew. Ms. Samantha knew. The clients weren’t going to be content with just her bright red lips and soft hands forever. They wanted every inch of her, and it was only a matter of time before her final barrier was crossed.

After the Daddys left, Memie stood in the bathroom, cleaning herself up. She stared at her reflection in the mirror, the streaks of cum still visible on her face as she wiped it away with trembling hands. The woman staring back at her was a stranger, and yet, she was undeniably her . Memie.

Ms. Samantha appeared in the doorway, her expression a mix of pride and calculation. “You did well today,” she said, her tone firm yet approving. “Managing to satisfy both of them at once isn’t easy. I’m impressed.”

Memie nodded, unsure of how to respond. Her thoughts were a tangled mess, a storm of conflicting emotions. Pride, confusion, and a gnawing sense of inevitability swirled within her.

As she gathered her things to leave, Ms. Samantha stopped her, holding out a small box. Inside was a sleek, polished butt plug, its metallic surface gleaming under the light.

“You’re going to need some practice,” Ms. Samantha said, her voice matter-of-fact. “What’s coming next will require it.”

Memie hesitated, her fingers brushing against the cool metal. She knew what this meant. She had heard it before, from the cross-dresser she had spoken to. Once she crossed that line, once she gave herself fully, there would be no going back. She would be Memie, through and through.

As she left Ms. Samantha’s place that day, the plug tucked discreetly into her bag, she couldn’t shake the feeling that the decision had already been made. The life she once knew felt distant, almost foreign. Becoming Memie, pleasing men, surrendering herself completely—it wasn’t just a choice anymore. It was who she was.

And deep down, she knew. Being Memie was a drug, stronger and more intoxicating than anything else in the world.




CHAPTER 3

I had been getting used to the butt plug. At first, it felt strange, invasive even, but now it had become a secret thrill. There was something intoxicating about walking through mundane spaces—the office, the grocery store—with it nestled deep inside me. The discreet fullness, the way it pressed against me with every step, sent a tingle up my spine. Co-workers occasionally commented on my gait, teasing me for walking like I had something stuck up my ass. If only they knew the truth.

It had been two weeks since my last session, and the familiar anxiety was creeping back in. A part of me wished I could keep things simple—just suck a client’s cock, swallow his cum, collect my payment, and leave. But things were becoming more extreme with each experience, pushing boundaries I didn’t even know I had. I couldn’t help but shudder at the thought of what depraved acts Memie might end up doing.

The anxiety reached a fever pitch when Ms. Samantha texted me about a client. It was the same Daddy from my previous session—the one who had cum so hard between my thighs that it drenched my face. But apparently, that hadn’t been enough for him. Ms. Samantha said he was offering a massive sum of money after finding out that Memie had never been taken in her tight boipussy.

“How much are we talking about here, Mistress?” I asked, trying to mask the tremor in my voice.

“Like, a lot. We’re talking five figures here, okay? And not low five figures, either.”

I was stunned. The idea that my anal virginity was worth so much to someone boggled my mind. Maybe this man was just obscenely wealthy, and the amount meant nothing to him. Or maybe he truly desired me in a way that defied reason. Either way, the offer was tempting. My apprehension clashed with a growing curiosity, an undeniable pull to finally surrender.

“I’ll do it,” I said at last, my voice barely above a whisper. “But I have rules. I want it to be slow and sensual. I don’t want to be rushed, and I definitely don’t want to be torn apart.”

Ms. Samantha promised she would make sure the client understood. “Just like before, it’s Friday at 10:00 A.M.,” she said. “But you need to come early, hun. I’ll need time to prep you for this, you little sissy virgin.”

Friday morning, I arrived at Ms. Samantha’s place at 8:30 A.M., giving myself extra time to settle my nerves. She greeted me with a warm hug before quickly getting to work. Her tone was calm and reassuring, but there was a calculated precision in her every movement.

“Alright, bend over,” she said, her hands already holding an enema.

I obeyed, my cheeks flushing as she inserted the nozzle and began the cleansing process. It was intimate and clinical all at once, a stark reminder of what I was preparing for. Once that was done, she handed me a douche to ensure I was spotless. She wasn’t leaving anything to chance.

Next came the lube. Cold and soothing, it trickled into my anus as Ms. Samantha massaged the area for what felt like an eternity. Her hands were firm yet gentle, loosening me up while maintaining a commanding presence. When she finally inserted a much larger butt plug than the one I’d been using, I gasped. It was uncomfortable, stretching me in ways I hadn’t imagined, but it wasn’t painful.

“This one’s bigger than his cock,” she said matter-of-factly. “If this fits, you’ll be fine.”

I nodded, swallowing hard as the plug settled into place. The fullness was overwhelming but strangely exciting. I could already feel my body beginning to adjust.

“Keep it in, okay?” she instructed before leading me to the vanity.

I sat facing the mirror as Ms. Samantha began my transformation. She applied my makeup with extra care, adding a touch more eyeliner than usual. The fake lashes were long and dramatic, the bright red lipstick bold and impossible to ignore. When she placed a sleek black ponytail wig on my head, she secured it tightly with a wig cap and bands.

“The client might pull on it,” she explained with a knowing smile. “This way, it won’t come off.”

By 9:30 A.M., I was fully dressed. The bright red dress clung to my body, its hemline so short it barely covered my ass. My little sissy clitty was locked snugly in a pink chastity cage, a reminder of my submission. As I waited, the ticking clock seemed to sync with the rapid beat of my heart. Each second felt heavier than the last. I tried to relax, but the weight of what was about to happen pressed down on me.

“If you lose your anal virginity, you can never go back.” The words echoed in my mind, haunting me.

The client arrived twenty minutes early, his eagerness palpable. I heard him speaking with Ms. Samantha in the other room, his voice low and excited. When he finally entered the bedroom, his eyes lit up at the sight of me sprawled on the bed, my legs crossed demurely. He stripped naked without hesitation, his cock already hard and prominent. My eyes widened as I stared at it, my throat dry with nervous anticipation.

Ms. Samantha reminded him to shower first, and he laughed, nodding in agreement. “Sorry, I’m just… excited,” he admitted before disappearing into the bathroom.

When he returned, he wore only a bathrobe, the outline of his cock unmistakable beneath the fabric. My gaze lingered, and I gulped, feeling both fear and exhilaration building inside me.

“Mmm, my little sissy slut,” he murmured, stepping closer. “You’re nervous, aren’t you?”

I nodded, too timid to meet his gaze.

“It’s okay, baby,” he said, his voice softening. “Daddy won’t be too rough. It’s your first time, right? I’ll be gentle. Ms. Samantha said I have all the time I want, so I’m going to take it slow.”

His words were meant to reassure me, but they only heightened my anticipation. As he climbed onto the bed, his hands brushing my thighs, I knew there was no turning back. This was it—the moment I would truly become Memie.

Daddy began gently, his touch soft and exploratory as his fingers traced the curve of Memie’s face. He caressed her lips, his thumb pressing lightly before slipping inside, allowing her tongue to swirl around it instinctively. Memie’s heart raced as his other hand trailed downward, finding her chest and teasing her sensitive nipples through the fabric of her dress.

He leaned closer, his lips brushing against her neck as he kissed and licked his way downward. His mouth found her exposed skin, traveling to her breasts and lingering there. He sucked on her nipples, his tongue circling them as his hands kneaded the soft flesh. Memie shivered under his touch, her body reacting in ways that made her head spin. Her little sissy clitty pressed tightly against the confines of her cage, the sensation almost unbearable.

Her body began to relax, and with that relaxation came a new sensation—her boipussy loosened just enough that the plug she had been practicing with started to slide out. Daddy noticed immediately, a sly grin crossing his face as he carefully removed the plug, replacing it with his fingers.

Memie gasped, her body arching slightly as he explored her. His fingers moved with precision, finding spots that made her moan uncontrollably.

“Mmmmm… Daddy… ohhhh my gosh, don’t stop… ohhhhhh!”

Daddy chuckled softly, clearly enjoying her reaction. He continued to work her boipussy, his fingers curling and pressing just right while his other hand reached down to rub her tiny caged clitty. Memie’s knees grew weak, and she leaned into him for support as her moans grew louder. He kissed her neck again, his lips warm and soothing as they traveled along her sensitive skin.

The combination of his skilled hands and his intimate kisses became too much for her to handle. Her body tensed, and with a cry of pure ecstasy, she came, her little clitty twitching helplessly within its cage. Daddy caught her release in his hand, bringing his fingers up to her lips.

“Lick it off,” he commanded his tone firm but teasing.

“Yes, Daddy,” Memie replied breathlessly. Her tongue darted out, licking her own cum from his fingers, her eyes fluttering closed as she savored the taste. A string of cum dripped from her lips and hit the floor. Daddy noticed immediately, a playful frown crossing his face.

“Lick your cum off the floor. I don’t want a mess.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she murmured, dropping to all fours. She bent forward, her tongue sweeping over the floor to clean the spot. Just as she finished, Daddy knelt behind her, lifting her short skirt to expose her bare boipussy. He gripped her thighs and spread her slightly before lowering his head.

Memie gasped as his tongue made contact, licking deep into her tight boipussy. The sensation was unlike anything she had ever felt before, his tongue exploring every inch with a mix of finesse and hunger. Her body responded instinctively, her moans growing louder and deeper as she lost herself in the pleasure.

“Ughhhh… Daddy… ohhhh, it’s so much! Mmmm!”

Daddy’s hands held her steady as he licked and kissed her most sensitive spot, his mouth moving in perfect rhythm with her body’s reactions. Memie’s boipussy seemed to relax further, opening up in a way that felt both natural and exhilarating.

Then, as promised, Daddy positioned himself behind her, the tip of his cock pressing gently against her entrance. He paused, giving her a moment to adjust, and then slowly, carefully, began to push inside. Memie held her breath, her body trembling as he entered her inch by inch.

“It’s okay, baby,” he murmured reassuringly. “I’ll take it slow. I want this to feel good for you.”

And it did. The fullness was intense but not overwhelming. Daddy moved with care, sliding in and out with a sensual rhythm that sent waves of pleasure through Memie’s body. Her breathing grew heavier, her moans softer but more intimate.

“You’re so tight,” Daddy groaned, his voice thick with arousal. “So perfect.”

Memie couldn’t find the words to respond, her body saying everything for her. She looked back at him, her eyes wide and filled with emotion, and he leaned forward to kiss her shoulders and neck, his lips soft and tender.

As they continued, Memie felt herself melting into the experience. The initial discomfort gave way to something deeper, something far more pleasurable than she had anticipated. Daddy’s hands roamed her body, caressing her thighs and waist as he maintained a steady, deliberate pace.

“Does this feel good, baby?” he asked, his voice a mix of affection and lust.

“Yes, Daddy,” she breathed. “It feels… amazing.”

Encouraged by her response, he began to pick up the pace, his thrusts growing firmer but still controlled. Memie met his movements, her body pressing back against him as she embraced the sensations. Their moans intertwined, filling the room as they lost themselves in the moment.

When Daddy finally reached his peak, he let out a deep groan, spilling himself inside her. Memie gasped at the warmth spreading through her, her body trembling as she absorbed the intensity of the moment. He withdrew slowly, the cum leaking from her boipussy and pooling onto the bed.

Daddy leaned forward, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close. “You were perfect, baby,” he whispered, kissing her temple. “Thank you for trusting me.”

Memie smiled softly, her body still humming with aftershocks of pleasure. “Thank you, Daddy. That was… wonderful.”

As they lay together, the weight of what had just happened settled over her. It was a moment she would never forget, a defining experience that left her feeling more connected to her identity as Memie than ever before. She wasn’t just a sissy. She was a woman of pleasure, fully embracing the path she had chosen.

And for the first time, she felt no hesitation about where that path might lead.

Memie glanced at the clock on the bedside table, her eyes widening slightly as she realized it was almost noon. Daddy had been taking her, slowly and sensually, in her tight boipussy for nearly two hours. Her body ached from the prolonged intensity, every thrust leaving her trembling and sore. Yet, as the exhaustion settled over her, so did a profound sense of relief. She had done it. The barrier that had once felt insurmountable was now behind her. Memie had surrendered, fully and completely, and there was no denying the quiet truth that resonated deep within her: this was who she was.

Daddy pulled out carefully, his movements slower now, as if he sensed the limits of her body. Cum leaked from her stretched boipussy, dripping onto the already-soaked sheets. He cleaned himself up, his expression one of satisfaction and gratitude, before turning to Ms. Samantha.

“Thank you,” he said warmly, his gaze shifting between the two women. “Memie was… extraordinary.”

“She always is,” Ms. Samantha replied with a knowing smile. “Thank you for your generosity, Johnny.”

He handed her a thick envelope before leaning down to kiss Memie on the cheek. “You’ve been incredible, baby. I hope to see you again.” His words were soft, almost tender, and Memie nodded, managing a faint smile despite her exhaustion.

After he left, the room felt strangely quiet, the only sounds coming from Memie’s unsteady breathing. Ms. Samantha approached her, a look of both pride and concern on her face. “How are you feeling, hun?” she asked, her voice gentle as she perched on the edge of the bed.

“Tired,” Memie admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “And sore.”

Ms. Samantha nodded, her hand brushing softly over Memie’s shoulder. “You did wonderfully today. I know it wasn’t easy, but you’ve come such a long way.” She paused, then added with a smile, “And for the trouble, I’m giving you a little extra. You’ve more than earned it.”

Memie accepted the offer gratefully, her body too drained to protest. Every muscle ached, her boipussy especially, but there was something strangely comforting about the soreness. It was a reminder of what she had achieved, of how far she had come.

Ms. Samantha disappeared for a moment, returning with a small jar of ointment. “Let me take care of you,” she said softly, her voice maternal yet firm. She knelt behind Memie, her hands deftly applying the cool ointment to the tender area. The soothing sensation made Memie sigh in relief, her body finally beginning to relax.

“You’re doing so well,” Ms. Samantha murmured, her touch careful and deliberate. “But I think you’re right—you should save anal for special occasions. It’s a big step, and there’s no need to rush. One step at a time, okay?”

“Okay,” Memie replied, her voice steadying. “But only with plenty of notice. At least a month.”

Ms. Samantha chuckled. “Fair enough. You’ve earned that much.”

As Memie dressed and began to gather her things, she felt a shift within herself. The anxiety that had plagued her after previous sessions wasn’t there this time. Instead, there was a quiet acceptance, a calm that settled deep in her core. For the first time, she didn’t feel the overwhelming conflict between who she thought she was and who she had become. There was still doubt, lingering at the edges of her thoughts, but it was no longer paralyzing.

She understood now what the cross-dresser she had met on the dating app had meant. Once you crossed this line, there truly was no going back. And yet, Memie didn’t feel regret. The act of dressing as a woman, submitting to men, being desired, and being used—it all felt natural in a way that was impossible to deny. Each session, each step deeper into this world, had chipped away at the walls she had built around herself.

As Memie walked out of Ms. Samantha’s place, the soreness in her body mingled with a strange sense of pride. She wasn’t just playing a role anymore. This wasn’t pretend. This was her. Memie. The woman who dressed, served, and pleasured with every fiber of her being.

The doubts were still there, whispering in the back of her mind. But the voice of certainty was growing louder, guiding her toward a destination she had only just begun to glimpse. It was a journey she could no longer stop, and for the first time, she wasn’t sure she wanted to.




CHAPTER 4

I had come to accept that I was Memie, but not in the way others might assume. Memie wasn’t me. She was someone else, someone who came alive only when I dressed the part. We were two distinct entities trapped in the same body. As long as I wasn’t wearing the makeup, the wigs, or the outfits, I wasn’t her. I didn’t desire men or crave the attention they lavished on her. But when I did dress up—when I transformed—Memie took over completely. As long as I didn’t dress up… as long as I didn’t dress up…

Over the next few months, Memie’s name began circulating among Ms. Samantha’s clients. Stories about the “Asian sissy slut” spread like wildfire through word of mouth and anonymous online forums where clients discussed their favorite sex workers. At first, Memie’s bookings were sparse—once a month, maybe twice. But the demand for her skyrocketed. Soon, she was seeing clients every Friday and weekend, often serving multiple customers back-to-back.

The majority of these sessions involved oral, and Memie found a rhythm in pleasing her clients. She’d perfected the art of deepthroating, maintaining eye contact with each man as her lips slid up and down their shafts, her tongue working their sensitive spots with precision. She could feel when they were close, their cocks twitching before releasing thick loads of cum into her mouth. She made a show of swallowing every drop, opening her mouth afterward to prove she hadn’t wasted a single bit.

“Gulp… slurp… ughhh,” she’d moan as her clients groaned in satisfaction.

After each session, Ms. Samantha would help reapply Memie’s makeup, fixing any smudged lipstick or mascara. Memie barely had time to breathe before the next client arrived. It became routine, almost mechanical, but the money was far from ordinary. Memie was now earning over $15,000 a week, more than she’d ever thought possible.

With her growing income, Memie began to indulge herself. She bought a sleek, new luxury car and moved into a high-end apartment in a gated neighborhood. She treated herself to elegant clothes and more sensual items like custom butt plugs and designer dildos to practice with. She embraced her new lifestyle, growing increasingly comfortable in the world she’d once resisted. Memie wasn’t just surviving anymore; she was thriving.

One afternoon, Ms. Samantha called me unexpectedly. Her voice was unusually serious, tinged with excitement and caution.

“I have someone very special I’d like you to meet,” she began. “Let’s just say if you can meet his expectations, you’ll make a very  pretty penny.”

“I’m interested,” I replied, intrigued. “Go on.”

“Well… he’s a bit eccentric,” she admitted. “But he’s incredibly wealthy and has specific tastes. He’s booked you for an entire day—Friday, from 12:00 P.M. to 12:00 A.M.”

“Twelve hours?!” I blurted out. The longest session I’d ever had was my first anal experience, and that was just over two hours. “What could we possibly do for twelve hours?”

“Don’t worry about that,” she reassured me. “He’ll have plenty planned. The important thing is, he’s paying you a sum that makes your usual rate look like pocket change.”

When she told me the amount, my heart skipped a beat. It was more than I earned in a month of sessions combined—six figures, easily. Ms. Samantha sweetened the deal further by promising me a larger cut upfront, noting that this client might be… challenging.

I was nervous, yes, but also excited. This wasn’t just another booking; this was an opportunity to elevate myself to an entirely new tier of luxury and exclusivity.

On Friday morning, I arrived at Ms. Samantha’s place at 11:00 A.M. sharp, giving myself plenty of time to prepare. The usual routine began: an enema, followed by a douche, ensuring I was thoroughly cleaned and ready. I knew this client would likely expect anal, and Ms. Samantha didn’t leave anything to chance.

As she applied my makeup, I noticed she was taking extra care. The eyeshadow was darker, and more dramatic, paired with a sultry, almost vampiric shade of lipstick. When she finished, I stared at my reflection in awe. Memie didn’t just look feminine—she looked stunning, a flawless vision of seduction.

The ponytail wig was next, secured tightly with a wig cap and bands. Ms. Samantha always used this wig for intense sessions, and I knew what it meant: the client might pull on it. The thought sent a shiver through me, a mix of anticipation and apprehension.

Finally, Ms. Samantha presented my outfit. It was more daring than anything I’d worn before: an extremely short white skirt that barely covered my ass, paired with a skimpy string top that left my midriff and cleavage fully exposed. The outfit hugged my body in all the right places, turning me into the perfect fantasy.

“You’re going to blow him away,” Ms. Samantha said with a wink as she stepped back to admire her work.

I felt both nervous and exhilarated. The transformation was complete, and Memie was ready. As I waited for the clock to strike noon, my heart raced with anticipation. This wasn’t just another client. This was something bigger—an experience that would push me further into Memie’s world, a world I could no longer imagine leaving behind.

The client arrived precisely on time. From the moment he stepped out of his sleek black Range Rover, Memie could feel the commanding aura he exuded. He was older, likely in his mid-fifties, with a touch of silver in his neatly combed hair. A slight belly softened his otherwise confident frame, but his sharp blue eyes and tailored suit spoke volumes about his status. Memie straightened nervously, her short skirt riding higher with the motion. 

Benjamin approached her with a warm smile, extending his hand. “Hey, Memie,” he said smoothly. “I’ve heard a lot about you. It’s nice to finally meet.” 

Memie hesitated. She wasn’t used to handshakes from clients; they usually skipped the pleasantries and went straight to taking what they wanted. Slowly, she extended her hand, unsure of what to expect. His grip was firm but gentle, and before she could react, he pulled her closer, his arm wrapping around her waist as he leaned in. 

He kissed her. 

It wasn’t rough or rushed. It was deliberate, intimate, and lingering. His lips brushed against hers with surprising tenderness, sending a jolt through her. Memie froze, her mind reeling. No client had ever kissed her on the lips. They had used her body in every way imaginable, but this felt… personal. By the time he pulled away, she was too stunned to speak. 

“Are you ready?” he asked, his tone casual, as if what had just happened was the most natural thing in the world. 

“R-ready for what?” she stammered. 

He didn’t answer. Instead, he took her hand and led her outside to his Range Rover. The door clicked open with a press of his key fob, and he gestured for her to climb in. Memie’s heart raced as she slid into the leather seat, her short skirt riding up even higher. She fidgeted nervously, acutely aware of how exposed she felt in her revealing outfit. 

The car ride was smooth and uneventful, but Memie couldn’t shake her apprehension. When Benjamin finally pulled up to a high-end steakhouse, her stomach flipped. He parked and walked around to open her door, offering his hand to help her out like a true gentleman. Memie hesitated, glancing down at herself. The tiny white skirt and string top that left most of her midriff exposed were wildly inappropriate for such a refined setting. She looked more like a nightclub dancer than a dinner guest. 

Benjamin didn’t seem to care. He placed a reassuring hand on the small of her back and guided her inside with the confidence of a man who owned the place. Heads turned as they walked through the dining room, patrons glancing up from their meals to take in the sight of Memie’s provocative attire. She could feel their judgmental stares, the whispers that followed them as they were seated at a private table. 

Memie ordered a steak salad, afraid to overeat or draw more attention to herself. Benjamin, on the other hand, ordered a full steak and potato meal, his demeanor calm and collected. He ate with precision, cutting his steak into perfect, even pieces. As the meal went on, Memie grew increasingly self-conscious. The fabric of her skirt barely covered her thighs as she shifted in her chair, and she noticed a group of women at a nearby table sneaking glances her way. 

“Whore,” one of them muttered as she walked past, the word hitting Memie like a slap. 

She shrank into herself, her shoulders curling forward as she looked down at her plate. Benjamin seemed unfazed, his focus entirely on her. When he reached his last piece of steak, he speared it with his fork and leaned forward. 

“Open wide,” he said, his voice playful but firm. 

Memie obeyed, parting her lips as he fed her the steak. The piece was larger than she expected, and the juices dribbled down her chin. Benjamin chuckled softly, pulling his napkin from the table to dab at her mouth. His touch was gentle, almost affectionate, and it left her feeling more vulnerable than ever. 

After lunch, Benjamin excused himself to retrieve the car, instructing Memie to wait outside. The restaurant was located at a busy intersection, and as she stood by the entrance, she could feel the weight of countless eyes on her. Passersby glanced her way, some with curiosity, others with open disdain. A woman walking past muttered another insult under her breath, and Memie’s cheeks burned with humiliation. 

Yet, amid the shame, there was something else. A flicker of arousal. The attention, as mortifying as it was, sent a thrill through her body that she couldn’t explain. By the time Benjamin pulled up and opened the door for her, she was trembling—not from fear, but from something deeper. 

As they drove back, Benjamin’s hand found its way to her thigh. His fingers teased the hem of her skirt before brushing against her little sissy clitty. Memie gasped, her body betraying her as his touch grew more insistent. When they stopped at a red light, Benjamin’s grip tightened around her balls, making her cry out softly. The driver in the car beside them turned to look, his expression a mix of confusion and intrigue. 

Benjamin smirked, rubbing her clitty harder. Memie’s moans filled the car as the light turned green, and he drove off, his focus never wavering. 

Instead of heading straight to Ms. Samantha’s place, Benjamin took a detour to the outskirts of town. Memie’s anxiety spiked as they pulled into a deserted gas station. 

“Where are we going?” she asked, her voice shaky. 

“Shh,” he replied, offering no explanation. 

He stepped out of the car and motioned for her to follow. Memie hesitated but obeyed, her heart pounding as he unbuckled his pants and pulled them down. 

“Get to work,” he commanded, his voice calm but authoritative. 

Memie froze, her eyes darting around the empty lot. The idea of being so exposed terrified her, but Benjamin’s gaze left no room for argument. Slowly, she sank to her knees on the cold pavement. She started with his balls, sucking them gently into her mouth before moving to his shaft. Her tongue traced every vein, her lips wrapping around the head as she licked it like a lollipop. The sound of passing cars filled the air, but no one stopped. 

“That’s enough, baby,” Benjamin said finally. “Let’s go.” 

When they returned to Ms. Samantha’s place, Memie was trembling—not from fear, but from the intensity of everything that had happened. Her little clitty was hard and dripping with pre-cum as they stepped inside. Ms. Samantha greeted them with a knowing smile, her eyes flicking to Memie’s disheveled state before leading them to the bedroom. 

Benjamin wasted no time. He pulled Memie onto the bed, kissing her with a passion that left her breathless. His hands roamed her body, massaging her breasts and teasing her clitty until she was moaning uncontrollably. When he finally entered her boipussy, it was slow and sensual, each thrust deliberate and unhurried. Memie’s body melted into his touch, her mind lost in the waves of pleasure. 

Hours passed, the sun dipping below the horizon as Benjamin continued to claim her. When he finally came, it was with an intensity that left them both trembling. He pulled her close, whispering into her ear, “I love you, Memie. You’re my woman, my possession.” 

Memie, her voice trembling with emotion, whispered back, “I love you, Daddy. I’m your woman. You own me.” 

When Memie woke the next morning, Benjamin was gone. Ms. Samantha entered the room, a glass of orange juice in hand. “You earned me a fortune,” she said with a smirk. 

But for Memie, it wasn’t just about the money. Benjamin had left a mark on her, deeper than any other client. In the weeks that followed, she continued to serve other men, but her thoughts always drifted back to him. For the first time, Memie felt something she had never felt before: longing. 

And with that longing came the certainty that she would never be the same. She wasn’t just a sissy. She was Benjamin’s. 

*** 
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six-foot, mid-30s and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her Daddy. 
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