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Be unashamedly you - trust me, it will set you free!

— Thank you to the very special person who told me this.


Content Guideline



All acts in this novella are between consenting adults.

Expect to read: feminization, verbal and physical humiliation, SPH, public humiliation and degradation.

If any of this is likely to offend, please do not read.

And if it sounds like your thing - enjoy!


Chapter 1



“Jeez,” Alex said, leaning back in his chair for a moment.

Alex leaned forward once more, the glow of his monitor casting shadows on his cluttered workspace. The office hummed with the usual midday drone—clicking keyboards, muffled phone calls, the occasional burst of laughter from the break room. He adjusted his glasses, tweaking a font on an ad for toothpaste that promised “dazzling confidence.”

Confidence.

The word mocked him.

At twenty-six, Alex felt anything but dazzling. His life was a loop of deadlines, microwave dinners, and scrolling X until midnight, wondering where he’d gone wrong - and those late night scrolls on X would more often than not lead him down some very x-rated holes too…

A burst of giggles broke his focus. He glanced toward the coffee machine across the open-plan office, where a knot of women clustered like bees around a hive.

At the center was Lauren, his ex-girlfriend, her auburn hair catching the fluorescent light as she tossed her head back, laughing. And Lauren had a body to match her beautiful face too.

In fact, Lauren had the exact kind of body that Alex had always lusted after - and continued to drool over online. With her bombastic breasts, tight waist, and perfectly round ass, Lauren was the perfect blend of feminine curves and athletic prowess.

In fact, Lauren was so hot that Alex had always struggled to go longer than a minute when they were in bed together. And not only that, but Alex’s modest four inches of manhood always seemed not quite suitable for Lauren’s fit, curvy, and perfectly proportioned body.

But rather than get lost fantasizing over Lauren’s body, Alex was keen to see precisely what was going on by the coffee machine…

Lauren’s friends—marketing assistants with glossy nails and glossy lives—leaned in, their whispers punctuated by more giggles.

Alex’s stomach twisted. He knew that laugh. It was the one she used when she was showing off, probably gushing about DeMarcus, her new boyfriend. DeMarcus was the high-flying executive who’d swept her off her feet six months ago, leaving Alex in the dust.

He couldn’t help but stare.

Lauren’s eyes sparkled as she murmured something to her friends, who erupted in fresh laughter.

DeMarcus. Even his name sounded like it belonged on a billboard.

Alex had seen him once, striding through the office for a client meeting—six-foot-two, broad shoulders, the kind of guy who looked like he bench-pressed SUVs for fun. Athletic didn’t cover it.

DeMarcus was a walking cologne ad, all dark skin, chiseled jaw and effortless charm. Oh, and while Alex was a little insecure in his own four inches, he was pretty sure just by looking at DeMarcus in his tailored trousers that he was packing at least eight inches.

Alex, on the other hand, with his slight frame and tendency to trip over his own shoelaces, felt like a smudge in comparison.

Lauren had dumped him with a sigh and a “You’re sweet, Alex, but I need… more.” Now, watching her glow, he knew exactly what “more” meant.

His cheeks burned. He ducked behind his monitor, pretending to adjust a pixel that didn’t need adjusting.

What am I even doing? he thought.

At this rate, he’d be the office wallflower forever, fading into the beige carpet while guys like DeMarcus owned the room. Something had to change. He didn’t know what, but the ache in his chest demanded it.

“Daydreaming again, Alex?” a voice purred, snapping him out of his spiral.

He jolted, nearly knocking over his coffee mug.

Vivian stood by his desk, one hip cocked, her crimson blouse clinging to her curves like it had been poured on. She was the agency’s creative director, a force of nature with sharp green eyes and a smile that could charm or cut, depending on her mood.

At thirty-six, Vivian commanded every room she entered, her heels clicking like a metronome of power. Alex had always found her intimidating—and, if he was honest, a little mesmerizing.

“N-no, just… working,” he stammered, shoving his glasses up his nose.

“Mm-hmm.” Vivian’s lips twitched, her gaze flicking to the coffee machine, where Lauren’s laughter still echoed. “You looked like you were solving world hunger. Or maybe just pining.”

Alex’s face went hot. “I wasn’t⁠—”

“Relax, I’m teasing.” She leaned closer, her perfume—something spicy and expensive—tickling his senses. “But you are distracted. And I know why.”

Vivian’s eyes glinted, playful but with an edge, like she was peeling back his defenses for sport.

Alex swallowed. “It’s nothing. Just… a long day.”

Vivian straightened, folding her arms. “Long days call for short nights. You should come out with me tonight. There’s a little… gathering. After hours. Exclusive.” Her voice dropped, conspiratorial. “Not the usual office happy hour nonsense. Something special.”

Alex blinked. Vivian was inviting him? He barely registered on her radar beyond the occasional design critique. “Uh, what kind of gathering?”

She smirked, brushing a lock of dark hair behind her ear. “The kind that might shake you out of… this.” She gestured vaguely at his desk, his life, his everything. “Think of it as a chance to be someone else for a night. Unless you’re happy fading into the wallpaper?”

Her words stung, but there was a spark in them, a challenge. Alex glanced at Lauren again, now sipping her coffee with a smug smile. DeMarcus probably had a corner office and a sports car to go along with his no doubt incredible physique and big dick. Alex, meanwhile, had a bus pass and a lingering sense of inadequacy.

Vivian’s offer dangled like a lifeline—or a trap.

Either way, it was something. A crack in the monotony.

“Where is it?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper.

Vivian’s smile widened, predatory and inviting. “I’ll text you the address. Nine o’clock. Don’t be late, Alex. And… wear something sharp. You’ll want to make an impression.” She turned, her heels clicking as she sauntered away, leaving him reeling.
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The rest of the day blurred past. Alex’s mind churned—Vivian’s cryptic invitation, Lauren’s laughter, the gnawing sense that he was stuck in a life that didn’t fit.

By eight-thirty, he stood outside a nondescript building downtown, its black door unmarked except for a subtle silver V etched into the frame.

Alex’s heart thudded.

He’d swapped his usual hoodie for a button-down, but he still felt out of place, like a kid sneaking into a party he wasn’t invited to.

The door buzzed. He pushed it open, stepping into a world of low lights, velvet drapes, and a pulsing beat.

Vivian waited just inside, her eyes locking onto his with a look that was equal parts welcome and warning.

Alex looked her up and down, immediately blushing as he cast his eyes over her heaving breasts and long, strong legs. And even though he couldn’t see it, simply the thought of Vivian’s shapely, perfectly round ass was enough to make Alex dizzy.

“Glad you made it, Alex,” Vivian said, her voice a velvet blade. “Now, let’s see what you’re made of…”


Chapter 2



“Okay, so…” Alex whispered, already in danger of feeling overawed.

The air inside the club was thick with promise, a heady mix of perfume, low laughter, and the thrum of bass that vibrated through Alex’s bones.

Dim chandeliers cast golden pools of light across velvet couches and mirrored walls, reflecting a crowd that moved with the confidence of people who belonged.

Women in slinky dresses sipped martinis, their eyes sharp and knowing.

Men—some in tailored suits, others in outfits that blurred the line between masculine and not—lounged with a casual grace Alex could only dream of. He felt like a sparrow in a room full of peacocks, his button-down clinging to his clammy skin.

Vivian led him through the throng, her hand grazing his elbow with just enough pressure to keep him tethered. “Don’t gawk, Alex,” she teased, her voice a silken thread over the music. “You’ll make them think you’re new.”

“I am new,” Alex muttered, dodging a waiter balancing a tray of champagne flutes. His heart hadn’t stopped racing since he’d stepped through the door and there didn’t seem to be any sign of it slowing down either.

The memory of Lauren’s laughter at the office coffee machine still stung, her giggles about DeMarcus a reminder of how small he felt. But this place—this glittering, secret world Vivian had pulled him into—was something else entirely.

It was thrilling.

Terrifying.

Alex felt alive.

“Keep up,” Vivian said, tossing him a smirk over her shoulder. Her crimson dress hugged her like a second skin, and every step she took was a performance. Alex watched from behind as Vivian’s sumptuous ass cheeks moved, wobbling ever so slightly in a way that made his dick harden almost instantly.

Vivian stopped at a crescent-shaped bar, its surface gleaming like obsidian, and leaned in to murmur something to the bartender.

A moment later, two drinks appeared—something amber and sparkling for her, something clear and suspiciously fruity for him.

Alex eyed the glass, its pink umbrella mocking him. “This is… a lot.”

Vivian’s laugh was low, edged with mischief. “Oh, darling, you have no idea. Drink. It’ll loosen you up.” She clinked her glass against his, her green eyes locking onto his like a cat sizing up a mouse. “You’re here to play, aren’t you?”

Play.

The word hung between them, heavy with implication.

Alex took a tentative sip, the sweet burn of alcohol doing little to steady his nerves. “What is this place, Vivian? You said it was a gathering, but…” He gestured vaguely at the crowd, where a woman in a feather boa was whispering to a man in a velvet blazer, her fingers trailing his collar.

“It’s a club for people who like to blur the lines,” Vivian said, her tone light but pointed. “A place to shed the boring skin of the everyday. Tonight, there’s a little game we play. A ritual, if you will.” She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “And you, Alex, are going to join in.”

His stomach flipped. “A game? Like… what?”

“Patience,” she purred, straightening. “First, you need to look the part.” From her clutch, she produced a folded square of fabric—shimmering, pale blue silk, delicate as a whisper. She dangled it between her fingers, letting it catch the light. “A gift. For you.”

Alex stared at the scarf, his mouth dry. “You want me to… wear that?”

“Mm-hmm.” Vivian’s smile was playful but with a razor’s edge, a real wicked hint that made Alex sacred but undeniably excited too. “It’s step one. Think of it as a badge of courage. Or are you already chickening out, little boy?” Her tone was teasing, but her eyes dared him to refuse.

Alex hesitated, glancing at the crowd. No one seemed to be watching, yet he felt exposed, like every eye was on him.

The scarf was just a piece of fabric, but in Vivian’s hands, it felt like a contract. A step into something he couldn’t unstep. Lauren’s voice echoed in his mind—“I need more.” DeMarcus, with his athlete’s swagger, would never hesitate to step up to a dare or challenge. Alex didn’t want to be the guy who faded anymore.

Of course, it was highly unlikely that someone like DeMarcus would be intimidated by Vivian in the first place, but that was a whole other matter. Still, Alex knew what he had to do.

“Fine,” Alex said, voice barely audible. He reached for the scarf, but Vivian pulled it back, her laugh a velvet barb.

“Oh, no. Allow me.” Vivian stepped behind him, her fingers brushing his neck as she draped the silk across his shoulders. Her touch was deliberate, lingering just long enough to make his pulse spike.

Vivian knotted the scarf loosely, letting it rest against his chest like a soft, shimmering challenge. “There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now you’re starting to look like you belong.”

Alex caught his reflection in a nearby mirror—his familiar face, glasses slightly askew, now framed by that delicate blue.

He looked… different.

Not quite himself, but not entirely someone else. Alex’s cheeks flushed, a mix of embarrassment and something warmer, something he couldn’t name.

Vivian’s gaze followed his, her expression unreadable but electric.

“See? It’s just a start, Alex. But it’s a good one,” Vivian purred, her nipples hard underneath her top and drawing Alex’s eyes for a brief moment before he looked away, flustered. “I’m going to have fun with you. So much fun. Whether you find it so fun though is a whole other matter…”

Alex didn’t know where to look or what to say. This was all getting very real, very quickly indeed…


Chapter 3



The club’s main floor faded behind a heavy velvet curtain as Vivian guided Alex down a narrow hallway, her hand light but firm on his wrist.

The silk scarf around his neck—pale blue, impossibly soft—felt like a brand, its weight both foreign and electric against his skin.

The pulsing music dulled to a low hum, replaced by the click of Vivian’s heels on polished wood and the thud of Alex’s heart in his chest. He was in too deep, but turning back now felt less possible than stepping forward.

“Where are we going?” Alex asked, his voice cracking slightly. The crowd’s eyes had been bad enough; this private detour made his nerves jangle like loose change.

Vivian glanced back, her green eyes glinting in the dim light.

“Somewhere quieter,” Vivian said, her tone laced with that familiar mix of playfulness and menace. “The game’s just beginning, Alex. You didn’t think a scarf was the whole show, did you?” Her lips curved, teasing, but there was a sharpness there, like she was testing how far he’d bend before he broke.

She pushed open a door, revealing a small, opulent room.

“I, um, this is…” Alex said, barely able to get his words out as he realized that Vivian had totally assumed control. She might have been his boss at work, but it was no more than clear that this was the case in the outside world too.

A gilded mirror dominated one wall, its frame curling like vines. A plush chaise lounge sat in the corner, draped in sapphire velvet, and a small vanity held an array of cosmetics—lipsticks, brushes, vials of shimmering powder.

The air smelled of jasmine and wax, heavy with secrets. Alex’s stomach twisted.

This wasn’t a room for casual chats.

“Sit,” Vivian said, gesturing to a stool by the vanity. It wasn’t a request.

He obeyed, the scarf shifting as he perched awkwardly. “Vivian, I don’t know if I’m… I mean, what’s the point of this?”

Vivian stepped behind him, her reflection joining his in the mirror.

“The point,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, “is to find out who you could be. You’re not happy being invisible, are you?” Her fingers brushed the scarf, adjusting it with a precision that made his pulse skip. “That office drone, scurrying past the coffee machine while your ex flaunts her shiny new life? That’s not you. Not tonight.”

Alex’s throat tightened. Lauren. The memory of her giggling with her friends, gushing about DeMarcus, flooded back. He could still hear her voice—“I need more.”

Vivian’s words cut too close, exposing the raw ache he’d carried since the breakup. He stared at his reflection, the scarf a stark contrast to his plain button-down.

What would Lauren think if she saw him now, decked out like some… feminine experiment?

His cheeks burned at the thought, a rush of shame curling through him. She’d laugh, probably, her eyes flicking to DeMarcus for comparison, his athletic frame dwarfing Alex’s slight one.

But beneath the shame, something else stirred—a flicker of arousal, sharp and confusing, at the idea of being seen. Of being different.

“It’s okay, I know who you are,” Vivian said, pressing up behind Alex, her heavy breasts making him stiffen as they pressed against his back.

“Vivian, I…” Alex said, the words not coming to his mouth.

Vivian’s gaze caught his in the mirror, as if she could read every thought. “Oh, you’re thinking about her, aren’t you?” she said, her tone playful but edged with cruelty. “What would dear Lauren say, seeing you like this? Or maybe…” She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Maybe she’d be jealous.”

“She wouldn’t,” Alex mumbled, but the image wouldn’t leave—Lauren’s wide eyes, her lips parting in shock. The shame surged again, twined with that strange, thrilling heat. He shifted on the stool, trying to focus on the room, the mirror, anything but Vivian’s knowing smile.

Alex’s petit manhood strained inside his briefs. In truth, Alex could have jerked himself to climax in less than sixty seconds flat in that moment. It was confusing, unsettling, but compelling too.

But whatever Alex thought, he wasn’t in control. The control lay with Vivian.

“Let’s give her something to really talk about,” Vivian said, plucking a tube of lip gloss from the vanity. The casing was sleek, the gloss inside a soft, glossy pink. She twisted it open with a faint click, the scent of vanilla wafting between them. “Hold still.”

“Vivian, I—” His protest died as she tilted his chin up, her touch firm but not unkind. Her eyes locked onto his, daring him to pull away. He didn’t.

“Trust me,” she said, her voice a velvet command. “This is just a little sparkle. A step toward… more.” She brushed the applicator against his lips, slow and deliberate, the gloss cool and slick. Alex froze, hyper-aware of every sensation—the gentle pressure, the faint stickiness, the way Vivian’s breath seemed to pause as she worked.

Alex’s reflection shifted, his lips now shimmering, catching the light like something borrowed from another life.

She stepped back, tilting her head to admire her handiwork. “Perfect,” she murmured, her smile equal parts pride and possession. “Look at yourself, Alex. Really look.”

He did. The mirror showed a stranger—his familiar features softened, the scarf and gloss transforming him into someone who wasn’t quite Alex, but not yet someone else. Lauren’s imagined gasp echoed in his mind, her hypothetical shock mingling with the real heat pooling in his core.

Shame and arousal twisted tighter, leaving him dizzy.

Who was he becoming?

Vivian’s hand rested on his shoulder, her touch grounding but electric. “See? You’re already more than you were,” she said, her voice a promise and a challenge.

“I… this feels… I don’t know,” Alex stammered and spluttered, looking at his painted lips.

“Imagine opening that sexy little mouth of yours,” Vivian teased. “I’m sure DeMarcus or any of the handsome men in here would love to feel your lips… I’ll leave you to guess where.”

Alex gasped and held his breath.

If he thought that this was going to get any easier, he had another thing coming. Vivian was unlocking a part of him that he never knew existed, but the only question was how much more was there to unlock?


Chapter 4



The office felt like a minefield the morning after the club.

Alex slouched at his desk, the hum of fluorescent lights and clacking keyboards amplifying his paranoia.

Every glance from a coworker, every muffled laugh from the break room, made him flinch.

Had they noticed something? Was Alex giving off a different vibe to normal? He didn’t know, and that was part of the agony.

The silk scarf was gone, tucked safely in his bag, but the memory of its weight—and the glossy sheen of his lips in that gilded mirror—clung to him like a second skin. He could still feel Vivian’s fingers on his chin, her voice coaxing him into someone new… someone not quite Alex.

He rubbed his eyes, trying to focus on a banner ad for car insurance. The words blurred. Lauren’s imagined gasp from last night haunted him, her hypothetical shock at his glossed lips twisting into his dreams. He’d woken sweaty and unsettled, the rush of shame and arousal from the club lingering like a fever.

What was Vivian doing to him?

And why couldn’t he stop thinking about it?

A shadow fell across his desk.

“Morning, Alex,” Vivian said, her voice a silky drawl that sent his heart into overdrive. She leaned against his cubicle partition, a coffee mug in one hand, her crimson nails tapping the ceramic. Today’s outfit—a fitted blazer and pencil skirt—screamed authority, but her smile was pure mischief, like a cat toying with a trapped mouse.

“Uh, morning,” Alex mumbled, shoving his glasses up his nose. His cheeks warmed under her gaze, which seemed to strip him bare, as if she could see the phantom gloss still shimmering on his lips.

Alex cringed as he became aware of the small tent popping up at the front of his trousers. He might have had a small willy, but that wasn’t to say that it wouldn’t be noticeable when he was hard.

“You look… distracted,” she said, her tone light but laced with something sharper as her eyes glanced downward. “Rough night? Hard morning” She raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching as if she knew exactly how his night had ended—how her touch, her game, had left him reeling.

He swallowed, glancing around.

The nearest coworker, a guy from accounting, was engrossed in a spreadsheet. Still, Alex kept his voice low. “I’m fine. Just… busy.”

“Sure, Vivian set her mug down, the clink deliberate. She leaned closer, her perfume—spicy, intoxicating—flooding his senses. “You don’t look fine. You look like someone with a secret.” Her eyes flicked to his bag, where the scarf was hidden, and back to his face. “A very… pretty secret.”

His stomach dropped. “Vivian, please,” he whispered, his voice cracking. “Not here.”

“Oh, but here’s perfect,” she purred, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. “All these curious ears. Imagine what they’d say if they knew about our little adventure. The scarf. The gloss. The way you shined in that mirror.” She paused, letting the words sink in, her smile wicked. “Lauren would have a field day, wouldn’t she? Giggling with her coffee clique about poor Alex and his… sissy secret.”

Alex’s face burned.

This was the first time Vivian had used the word sissy. Alex couldn’t believe that she was saying it out loud, and at work of all places. But despite only saying it once, Alex knew that it would be seared into his memory forever.

The thought of Lauren hearing about it all—her eyes widening, her laugh cutting through the break room—sent a jolt of panic through him. Worse, the shame was tangled with that same treacherous heat from last night, the memory of Vivian’s approval making his pulse race.

“You wouldn’t,” Alex said, but it sounded more like a plea.

Vivian tilted her head, her expression mock-innocent. “Wouldn’t I? I’m not in the habit of keeping secrets, Alex. Unless…” She tapped a nail against her lips, drawing his eyes to their crimson curve. “Unless you give me a reason to. Obey me. Understand that you are my sweet little worm. Or I might just let slip how much you enjoyed being… someone else.”

His breath caught.

Obey.

The word was a velvet chain, binding him to her whims. Alex should’ve been angry, should’ve told her to back off. But the office, with its beige monotony and Lauren’s distant laughter, felt like a cage he was desperate to escape. Vivian’s game was dangerous, but it was also a key.

“What do you want?” Alex asked, barely audible. “Please, keep your voice down too.”

Her smile widened, triumphant. “For starters, a name.” She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “Lexi.”

The name hit like a spark.

Lexi.

It was soft, feminine, everything he wasn’t. Yet it fit the stranger he’d glimpsed in the mirror, the one with glossy lips and a scarf that felt like a promise. His cheeks flushed, shame and excitement warring in his chest.

“Say it,” Vivian said, pulling back to meet his eyes. “Say, ‘I’m Lexi.’”

“Here?” He glanced around, panic spiking. The accounting guy was still glued to his screen, but the risk felt colossal. “Come on, I can’t.”

“Here,” Vivian confirmed, her tone unyielding as she gripped Alex by the neck and squeezed, seemingly unbothered as to who might see. “Or I could have a chat with Lauren’s little fan club. Your choice.”

He clenched his fists, heart pounding. “I’m… Lexi,” he whispered, the words tasting strange, thrilling, wrong. “Please, let me go. I’m begging you.”

“Louder,” she teased, her eyes gleaming.

“I’m Lexi,” he said, voice trembling but clear. The name settled over him, a new skin he wasn’t sure he could shed.

Vivian’s laugh was low, approving. “Good girl,” she said, the phrase sending a shiver down his spine as she let go of his neck. “Now, Lexi, you’re coming back to the club tomorrow night. Nine sharp. Don’t make me come find you.” She straightened, picking up her mug as if nothing had happened. “Get back to work. You’re blushing.”

She sauntered away, leaving Alex—Lexi—reeling.

The office closed in, but the name echoed, a secret tether to Vivian’s world.

All Alex could do was keep his head down, hope that no one had seen or heard their interaction, and try to figure out a way out of this whole thing before it went even further down a rabbit hole that he just couldn’t control…


Chapter 5



“Damn it,” Alex said, knowing that he was doing precisely what Vivian wanted of him. “Just play along tonight. And then it’s over.”

The club’s dressing room was a cocoon of decadence, its walls draped in deep burgundy silk that swallowed the light.

A three-panel mirror stood at one end, flanked by racks of clothing—satins, laces, and velvets in every hue, whispering possibilities. Alex—no, Lexi, as Vivian’s voice in his head insisted—stood frozen in the center, the silk scarf from his first night replaced by the weight of her expectations.

The name “Lexi” still felt like a borrowed coat, too tight in some places, too loose in others, but it was sinking into his bones. Especially now, with Vivian circling him like a sculptor eyeing raw clay.

“Strip,” Vivian said, her tone light but unyielding, as if she were asking him to pass the salt. She leaned against a velvet-covered bench, a garment bag slung over her shoulder, her crimson lips curved in that familiar, dangerous smile. “I want to see that weak, wimpy little body in the flesh. Don’t think I didn’t see that disgusting little hard-on in your trousers earlier. I want to see if it’s brave enough to get hard in front of me for real.”

Alex’s heart lurched.

“Please,” His voice was a squeak, barely audible over the faint music seeping through the walls. The dressing room was private, but the club’s energy—its watchful, knowing pulse—seemed to press in from all sides. “I’m sorry. I’ll do anything. Just don’t make me do this.”

“Right here. Right now, don’t make me call security and have them strip you for me,” Vivian snapped, her green eyes glinting with fury. “Or, perhaps you’d rather do it on the main floor. I’m sure the crowd would love a show.” She unzipped the garment bag with a slow, deliberate pull, revealing a glimpse of black lace and soft fabric. “Come on, Lexi. You said you were in. Prove it.”

He swallowed, his fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. The office felt a lifetime away, but Lauren’s laughter and DeMarcus’s shadow still lingered, pushing him to shed the old Alex.

Vivian watched, her silence more commanding than any order.

When Alex was down to his boxers, she stepped forward, a menacing grin on her face.

“Off,” Vivian said, her hungry eyes looking Alex up and down as he trembled.

Alex knew he had no choice. He removed his boxers and cringed with shame as his hard little willy popped up, all four inches of it bouncing and twitching as his cheeks flushed red and his knees knocked together.

“Perfect,” Vivian purred, stepping back to admire him. She pulled her phone from her clutch, the lens glinting like a predator’s eye. “Hold still, Lexi. I want to remember this. Your silly little sissy clitty needs to be captured in HD perfection.”

Before he could protest, she snapped a photo, the flash searing his vision. “Vivian, wait—” he stammered, his voice cracking. “What are you doing?”

“Capturing my masterpiece,” she said, snapping another. Her smile was playful, but her eyes were steel. “You’re mine now, Lexi. This—” she gestured to his outfit, his flushed face—“belongs to me. Don’t you agree?”

Alex froze, the weight of her words sinking in.

Mine.

The word was a claim, a chain, and part of him wanted to pull away.

“I… I don’t know,” he whispered, his hands covering his teeny tiny dickie.

Vivian’s laugh was low, edged with menace.

“Never cover up,” Vivian laughed. “I could share this. Online, where it’d live forever. Or maybe I’d send it to your ex, Lauren, let her see what she’s missing. Or, better yet, to Mr. Carson, that stodgy boss of yours. Imagine his face at the next performance review. No move those hands and show your Mistress what a small, useless little worm you have.”

Alex’s stomach plummeted. Lauren’s shock, her giggles spreading through the office, flashed in his mind. Or worse, Carson, with his perpetual frown, seeing this. “You wouldn’t,” he said, but it sounded desperate, like he was begging her to prove him wrong.

“Try me,” Vivian said, her tone teasing but deadly serious. “Obey me, Lexi. Be mine, and these stay our little secret. Defy me, and…” She mimed tapping her phone, her nail clicking against the screen. “Your choice.”

Shame flooded Alex, but so did that familiar, confusing heat—the thrill of being seen, claimed, transformed. Vivian’s control was a cage, but it was also a stage, and Lexi was starting to crave the spotlight.

“Fine,” he whispered, the word a surrender. “I’m… yours.”

Vivian’s smile was triumphant, possessive. “Good girl,” she said, pocketing her phone. “Now, let’s see how you put on a pair of panties and skirt. Don’t worry, I’ve come more than prepared for tonight…”


Chapter 6



The club’s main floor pulsed with life, a kaleidoscope of light and shadow that made Lexi feel both invisible and exposed.

Vivian had put Alex in a pair of high cut, black lace panties, stockings, a short skirt, and a silky white blouse with a black bra underneath.

Alex felt degraded, ashamed, and scared for where Vivian might push him next.

The stockings clung to his legs, the pleated skirt swishing with every step, each movement a reminder of Vivian’s claim: You’re mine now.

The photos on her phone loomed in his mind, a silent threat that kept him tethered to her game. There was no way that Alex could allow Vivian to share that most degrading image. He just couldn’t allow it. It would be the end for him at work, and with Lauren too.

Yet, as he followed Vivian through the crowd, the shame of being seen was starting to morph into something else—a spark of exhilaration, like he was stepping out of Alex’s skin and into Lexi’s spotlight.

Vivian moved with the grace of a queen, her crimson dress parting the sea of patrons like a blade. She led him to a raised platform at the room’s center, its surface gleaming under spotlights. A velvet rope cordoned it off, but the crowd—glamorous, curious, predatory—pressed close, their murmurs buzzing like static.

Lexi’s heart thudded.

The platform wasn’t just a stage; it was a gauntlet.

“Welcome to tonight’s main event,” Vivian said, turning to face him. Her voice was playful, but her eyes held that familiar edge, daring him to falter. “Our little show. A fashion walk, if you will. A chance for newbies like you to… shine.”

Vivian gestured to the platform, where a few others were already gathering, their postures a mix of nerves and bravado. Were they just like Alex? Alex didn’t know, but at that moment he was barely able to think, let alone try to work out what other people were doing.

His mouth went dry.

“You want me to… walk? In this?” He tugged at the skirt, the fabric feeling flimsier by the second.

The stockings, the skirt, the name “Lexi”—they were one thing in the dressing room’s cocoon. Out here, under the crowd’s gaze, they were a whole other thing.

“Exactly,” Vivian said, her smile wicked. “You’ve come this far, Lexi. Don’t tell me you’re scared of a little attention.” She stepped closer, her fingers brushing his arm, grounding and possessive. “Besides, I’ll be watching. You wouldn’t want to disappoint me, would you? Not when I have such… lovely photos to share. And, of course, I could also decide to have the big, strong security men strip and spank you. Would you like that?” Her tone was teasing, but the threat was clear.

Alex knew he had no option.

“N-n-n-n-no, please,” he whispered. “I’ll do it.”

“Good girl,” Vivian purred, her approval a warm blade. She guided him to the platform’s edge, where a host in a sequined blazer was announcing the walk’s start.

The crowd cheered, a wave of sound that made Lexi’s knees wobble. The other participants lined up, some strutting with confidence, others fidgeting like him.

A woman in a leather corset winked at him; a man in a lace blouse offered a shy nod. Lexi wasn’t alone, but he felt like the only one under a spotlight.

The music shifted, a sultry beat that urged movement.

The host called the first participant, who sashayed down the platform to scattered applause. Alex’s turn came too soon.

“Lexi!” the host announced, the name ringing out like a challenge. Vivian gave him a gentle push, her hand lingering on his back.

Alex stepped onto the platform, the lights blinding, the crowd a blur of faces. His first step was shaky, the skirt swaying, the stockings amplifying every sensation.

The crowd watched, some whispering, others smiling, a few clapping. Lexi’s face burned, Lauren’s imagined laughter echoing in his mind, but he kept moving. One foot in front of the other. The platform was short, but it felt like a mile.

Halfway down, he caught Vivian’s gaze—steady, proud, possessive—and something shifted. The shame didn’t vanish, but it fueled him, blending with a rush of power.

He wasn’t just Alex anymore.

He was Lexi.

And Lexi could move.

He reached the end, striking a hesitant pose—a hand on his hip, the skirt flaring slightly. The crowd erupted, cheers and whistles washing over him. His chest heaved, a grin breaking through despite himself. He’d done it. He’d walked and hadn’t fallen, hadn’t run away like a scared little boy. The platform felt less like a gauntlet now, more like a throne.

Vivian was waiting when he stepped down, her smile radiant but sharp.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice low, intimate despite the crowd. “My Lexi, stealing the show. I might even let you pleasure yourself later, if you’re lucky. But part of me thinks you might have already made a sticky mess in your panties, sissy?”

“No, Miss,” Alex replied, his aching clitty throbbing inside the panties. “My… clitty… hasn’t made a mess.”

Alex couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of his mouth. But there was no denying the reality of it all. Alex felt his face flush red with shame. It was starting to feel like there was no going back - whether he wanted that to be the case or not…


Chapter 7



The club’s energy hadn’t dimmed, but Alex felt its pulse differently now.

The fashion walk had left him buzzing, the crowd’s cheers still echoing in his ears. The stockings and skirt, once foreign, moved with him like a second skin, and Vivian’s praise—My Lexi, stealing the show—had lit something inside him.

And the panties underneath the clothes were something extra special. Alex had occasionally fantasized about wearing Lauren’s panties while they were together, once even sneakily trying on one of her pink thongs when it was in the laundry basket. But that was as far as things had gone. It was almost like the sheer thrill of it had scared Alex and made him bury the feeling deeper than ever.

But in the club, things felt different.

He wasn’t just Alex anymore, the office drone fading into the background. He was Lexi, bold and seen, tethered to Vivian’s world by her photos, her commands, her strict grip on him.

But as he followed her through the crowd, a new unease crept in. The club was a jungle, and he was still learning its rules.

Vivian led Alex to a corner booth, its leather cushions gleaming under a chandelier’s soft glow. The air was thick with perfume and laughter, the crowd a mix of glamour and danger.

Vivian slid into the booth, gesturing for Alex to join her. “You were magnificent,” she said, her voice a velvet caress, but her eyes scanned the room, always calculating. “My little star.”

Alex’s cheeks warmed, the memory of the platform’s spotlight mingling with her approval.

“It was… intense,” Alex admitted, tugging at the skirt’s hem. The name “Lexi” felt more natural now, but the weight of her photos—proof of his transformation—kept him on edge. Lauren’s imagined shock, or worse, Mr. Carson’s disgusted disapproval, loomed if he faltered.

Before he could say more, a figure approached, cutting through the crowd like a blade.

She were tall, lithe, with platinum hair cascading over a sequined dress that hugged every curve. Her makeup was flawless—smoky eyes, crimson lips—and her walk was a strut, confident and deliberate. The crowd parted, heads turning, whispers trailing.

Lexi’s stomach tightened.

This was no ordinary patron.

“Vivian, darling,” the newcomer purred, her voice smooth as honey. “You’ve been hiding this one.” Her eyes—sharp, assessing—locked onto Lexi, a smile playing on her lips. “Who’s the new pet?”

Vivian’s laugh was light, but her posture stiffened. “This is Lexi,” she said, her hand resting on Lexi’s knee, a possessive anchor. “My latest… project. Lexi, meet Sasha. One of the club’s favorites.”

Sasha’s smile widened, but it didn’t reach their eyes.

“Lexi,” Sasha repeated, the name dripping with mock sweetness. “Cute. Very… fresh.” She slid into the booth uninvited, her dress shimmering as she leaned closer. “But, Vivian, you always pick the shiny new toys. What happens when this one—” she flicked a manicured nail toward Lexi—“loses her sparkle?”

Alex’s face burned.

Sasha’s words cut, their confidence a mirror to his own insecurities.

He glanced at Vivian, expecting her to shut it down, but she only tilted her head, her expression unreadable.

“Sasha’s just jealous,” Vivian said, her tone playful but edged with warning. “She’s used to being the center of attention.”

“Jealous?” Sasha laughed, tossing her hair. “Hardly. I just wonder if Lexi can keep up. This world isn’t for the faint-hearted.” Her gaze raked over Lexi’s outfit, lingering on the stockings. “Though you do clean up nicely. For a beginner.”

The jab landed hard.

Alex’s chest tightened, jealousy flaring. Vivian’s hand on his knee was a lifeline, but Sasha’s presence threatened to unravel everything.

Was he just a passing fancy, a “new toy” Vivian would discard?

The thought of losing her approval— and all that could come with that, made Alex shiver in fear.

“I can keep up,” Alex said, his voice steadier than he felt. The words surprised him, born from a mix of defiance and desperation. Sasha raised an eyebrow, amused, but Vivian’s smile twitched, a glint of pride in her eyes.

“Oh, bold,” Sasha said, leaning back. “Careful, Lexi. Vivian’s games have teeth.” She stood, smoothing her dress. “I’ll be watching, darling. Don’t trip.” With a final smirk, she sauntered off, the crowd swallowing her whole.

Alex exhaled, his hands trembling. “What was that about?” he asked, turning to Vivian.

Alex could see that Sasha was a fully-blown sissy, and was evidently comfortable in her identity too. But there was an edge to Sasha that made Alex feel nervous and uncomfortable, like Sasha could bully him if that’s what she wanted to do and Vivian wasn’t around to protect him.

Alex looked at Vivian, and his fear must have been written all over his face.

Vivian leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Sasha’s testing you,” she murmured. “She wants what you have—my attention. But you’re mine, Lexi. Show me you deserve it.” Her fingers tightened on his knee, grounding and possessive. “Make me proud.”

“I will, Mistress,” Alex said, watching as Vivian stood up in the booth and turned to present her ass for him as she hitched up her skirt to reveal two of the roundest, fleshiest, and most perfectly porcelain ass cheeks he’d ever seen. “Do you… want me to…”

“Bury your face in my ass, slut,” Vivian purred, taking a cheek in each hand and spreading them wide, the small curtain around the booth giving them just about enough privacy from the rest of the club. “Show your devine mistress what a good little sissy ass worshipper you are. I want to feel that naughty tongue of yours all the way inside. And you’d better do a good job or I’ll let Sasha loose on your tight virgin ass!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alex whimpered, duly getting down on his knees and plunging his face deep into Vivian’s perfect bottom. “I won’t let you down…”

“Good girl,” Vivian chuckled. “Now work that stupid tongue of yours. No more words. Just sissy tongue service!”

Alex had no idea how things had got to this point, but with the most incredible ass engulfing him, he knew he had no other option but to follow Vivian’s instructions to the letter…


Chapter 8



jhe following day, the office felt like a pressure cooker, every cubicle a potential spotlight on Lexi’s secret.

Alex—as he still thought of himself here, clinging to the old name like a shield—sat at his desk, the hum of keyboards and coffee machine chatter a dull roar.

The club felt like a fever dream, but Sasha’s taunts and Vivian’s possessive “You’re mine” lingered, as did the phantom weight of the panties, stockings, bra and skirt. The photos on Vivian’s phone were a ticking bomb, and now, back in the beige reality of work, he felt exposed, like Lexi was leaking through his carefully neutral facade.

Alex’s phone buzzed, a text from Vivian:

Check your drawer. A gift for my Lexi. Wear it. Now.




His heart lurched.

He glanced around—accounting guy was nose-deep in spreadsheets, Lauren’s laughter absent for once—and slid open his desk drawer.

Nestled among pens and Post-its was a small, folded bundle: a pair of neon green panties, tiny, slutty, and unmistakably feminine.

A note in Vivian’s elegant scrawl read:

Be my good girl. Or I share our little album.

Alex’s face burned.

Wear these?

Here?

The office was a minefield of prying eyes, and the thought of Lauren or Mr. Carson catching a glimpse—or worse, Vivian exposing his photos—sent panic spiking through him.

But defiance wasn’t an option. Not with Sasha circling back in the club, ready to steal Vivian’s attention and potentially bully him too. Alex slipped the panties into his pocket, his fingers trembling, and headed for the restroom, each step a negotiation with his nerve.

In the stall, he hesitated, the lace cool against his skin.

“I feel like such a… sissy,” Alex whispered, the sight of his slightly pudge butt cheeks being separated by the thong at the back making his little willy harden inside the panties. “But this can’t keep happening. I have to get a hold on my life. I need control back. Somehow.”

But as Alex admired himself in the mirror, he knew the biggest battle on his hands was resisting the temptation to put his hand inside his slitty panties and furiously jerk himself off right there and then…
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Back at his desk, every shift in his chair was a reminder, a private dare that felt like Vivian’s hand on his shoulder.

To distract himself, he opened Instagram, a reflex to numb the tension. Lauren’s profile popped up, her latest post a gut-punch: her and DeMarcus, a weekend away together, arms entwined on a beach, the sunset framing them like a magazine spread…

Lauren glowed, her smile radiant, while DeMarcus—tall, muscular, his athletic frame dwarfing her—grinned with easy confidence.

Another photo showed him lifting her effortlessly, her laugh captured mid-air. Alex’s chest tightened, shame flooding him. He’d never been that guy—hunky, bold, the kind Lauren wanted. The panties felt heavier now, a marker of how far he’d strayed from Lauren’s world.

But then, a horrible, intense, and irresistible fantasy flickered: him as Lexi, dressed in lace and silk, kneeling before them both, their sissy plaything.

Lauren’s giggle, DeMarcus’s commanding gaze and alpha nature—they’d toy with him, tease him, own him. And they’d punish him too when he was naughty.

A rush of arousal hit, hot and sharp, making Alex shift uncomfortably. Just as quickly, shame crashed in. What was wrong with him? Imagining that?

Alex locked his phone, his face flaming, the panties a silent accusation as his willy strained against them. Vivian’s game was rewiring him, and he wasn’t sure he could stop it.

A shadow fell across his desk.

“Daydreaming, Lexi?” Vivian’s voice was a playful lilt, but her eyes were predatory. She leaned in, her blazer brushing his arm, her perfume dizzying. “I hope you’re wearing my gift.”

Alex nodded, barely breathing. “I am,” he whispered, glancing around. The office buzzed on, oblivious, but he felt like a spotlight was on him.

“Good girl,” she said, her smile sharp. “You’re learning. But don’t think you can hide from me.” She tapped her phone, a reminder of the photos—his stockings, his skirt, his surrender. “Keep playing my game, or this office gets a very… enlightening email.” Her tone was teasing, but the threat was real, conjuring Lauren’s shock or Carson’s disapproval.

“What’s next?” he asked, voice low, the panties a secret fire under his clothes.

Vivian’s laugh was low, triumphant.

“Patience, Lexi. For now, feel me with you. Every step.” She straightened, leaving him to drown in the weight of her control. “I am your Queen. I am your boss. I am the perfect answer to your deepest, darkest desires.”

Alex nodded, desperately looking around to check that no one was hearing what Vivian was saying.

“You are my sissy, Lexi,” Vivian giggled, pressing her hand down on Alex’s crotch and squeezing his hardness through his trousers. “And this useless little thing is all mine too!”

With a laugh and a hard slap onto Alex’s crotch, Vivian turned and left, no doubt ready to go about her business as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

But for Alex, he would have done anything to have a normal day. However with Vivian around, that prospect seemed less likely than ever…


Chapter 9



Alex knew that the night at the club was going to be even more intense than the previous time. It was simply the way things were heading. It almost felt inevitable.

The club was a cathedral of excess tonight, its main floor transformed for the grand event.

Chandeliers dripped crystal, casting fractured light across a sea of patrons in glittering masks and daring outfits.

A circular stage dominated the room, elevated and ringed with velvet ropes, its surface polished to a mirror sheen.

Alex stood at its edge, heart pounding, the panties from the office hidden beneath a new ensemble Vivian had chosen: a flowing silver dress, short and shimmering, paired with thigh-high stockings that hugged his legs. The name “Lexi” was no longer a mask; it was a pulse, beating in time with the club’s music.

Vivian stood beside him, radiant in a black gown that clung like liquid night. Her hand rested on Alex’s arm, possessive yet encouraging.

“This is it, Lexi,” Vivian said, her voice a playful lilt edged with steel. “The final test. A dance. Your moment to show everyone—especially me—who you are.” Her eyes flicked to her phone, a silent reminder of the photos that bound him to her. “Don’t hold back. Let that slutty sissy come out. Show everyone here what a down and dirty girl you really are.”

Alex’s throat tightened.

The crowd was a wall of anticipation, their whispers sharp with curiosity. Sasha lingered near the front, her platinum hair catching the light, a smirk playing on her lips. The memory of her taunts fueled Alex’s resolve, but the stage loomed even more ominously.

“What if I… mess up?” Alex asked, voice barely audible.

Vivian’s laugh was low, wicked. “You won’t. You’re mine, Lexi. And you were born for this.” She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Lose yourself. Let Lexi shine. You’re not a man, not with that ridiculous little thing between your legs. You’re a woman. A cock-hungry sissy who wants nothing more than to impress the strict women and big, alpha men in the club. You know it’s true. Now show us all.”

The music shifted, a sultry rhythm with a driving beat.

The host, in a sequined tuxedo, announced the ritual—a dance for the club’s chosen, a celebration of transformation. Alex’s name was called, the crowd cheering as Vivian gave him a gentle push.

Alex stepped onto the stage, the lights blinding, the dress swaying with each step. The crowd blurred into a faceless mass, but Vivian’s gaze was a tether, grounding and commanding.

He began to move, hesitant at first, the dress and stockings amplifying every motion. The dance was simple—a sway, a spin, a step—but it felt like baring his soul. The crowd’s cheers grew louder, urging him on.

Then, something broke open.

The rhythm caught him, and Lexi let go. His hips swayed, his arms flowed, the dress flaring as he spun. It was degrading, this public display, a sissy twirling for strangers’ amusement. Yet it felt right, like he’d been waiting his whole life to move this way, to be this person.

The shame was there, but it fueled Alex, blending with a euphoria that made his entire body and mind come alive.

As Alex danced, a fantasy gripped him, clear and vivid…

Lauren and DeMarcus stood in the crowd, her auburn hair gleaming, his muscular frame towering. They watched, laughing, their voices cutting through the music. “Look at him, prancing like a little doll,” Lauren sneered, her giggle sharp as a blade. “Pathetic,” DeMarcus added, his deep voice dripping with scorn. “Not a man, just a sissy.” Their words stung, each one a lash of humiliation that made Lexi’s cheeks burn. Alex imagined them pointing, their mocking eyes stripping him bare, and the shame surged, hot and heavy. But it wasn’t just shame—arousal twisted through it, raw and undeniable, as if their cruelty only deepened his surrender to Lexi.

Alex stumbled slightly, the fantasy shaking him, but the music pulled him back. The crowd roared, oblivious to his inner storm, and Vivian’s smile from the sidelines was a beacon.

He spun faster, losing himself again, the degrading thrill of the dance merging with the rightness of being Lexi. This was who he was now—not Alex, not the shadow of Lauren’s rejection, but Lexi, vibrant and alive.

“Now take it all the way!” Vivian called out, her voice suddenly clear over the music.

Alex didn’t hesitate as he let the dress lip and stepped out of it, showing the club the sight of his wobbling ass cheeks as he twerked, bounced, and writhed on the stage in nothing but a pair of panties.

To the sound of the crowd’s cheers, Alex spread his legs, bumped and grinded on the stage and did the kinds of moves that had always fascinated him from the point of view of an onlooker.

But this was different.

Alex was now the semi-naked object of desire. He was up on the stage, debasing himself, letting go of everything that had held him back all those years.

The song ended, and Lexi struck a final pose, chest heaving, his panties riding higher than even he thought possible. The crowd erupted, whistles and applause washing over him. He’d done it. He’d danced, surrendered, and survived.

Vivian was there as he stepped off the stage, her eyes blazing with pride.

“My Lexi,” she murmured, her hand cupping his cheek. “You were breathtaking. And now I think it’s time I let you have a little reward…”
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“Maggot!” Vivian bellowed, towering over Alex as she stood in nothing but her own high-cut, ruby-red panties and heels. “You’re a useless, beta, sissy piggy wanker!”

“Y-y-y-y-y-yes, Miss,” Alex trembled, his hand hovering over his aching dick as he lay on his back with his legs hooked back toward his shoulders.

“Now jerk that stupid little pencil until it makes mess all over your face!” Vivian laughed, pushing a heel into Alex’s stomach and delighting in the sight of him grimacing. “I want to see you spray your sticky sissy goo all over that face and into your mouth too! You’ve got ten seconds or I’ll call Sasha and have her take her cock and stuff it right up your ass instead!”

Alex knew that Vivian wasn’t fooling around.

He took his dick in his hand and furiously pumped on it, taking less than twenty seconds to cover his face with his hot, salty cum - and not forgetting the thick ropes that he shot into his mouth too.

“Good girl,” Vivian laughed, recording the moment for posterity with her cell phone as Alex trembled and twitched as the last drips of his sissy seed landed on his cum-covered face. “Now be an obedient slut and swallow for me.”

As he nodded and duly felt his cum slide down his throat, Alex felt like his entire body was tuned into the moment in a way that he simply couldn’t remember experiencing before.

The truth was that Alex had never tasted his own cum before.

And he had a funny feeling that this wouldn’t be the last time either…


Chapter 10



Alex’s apartment was a quiet cocoon, the city’s hum muted beyond his window.

He sat on his worn couch, the silver dress from the club folded neatly beside him, its shimmer a reminder of the stage, the dance, the moment Lexi had become real.

The lace panties from the office were tucked in a drawer, the scarf and stockings hidden in his closet, but their presence lingered like ghosts.

The club, Vivian, Sasha—they’d rewritten him, and now, alone, he faced the question: who was he when the music stopped?

Alex traced the dress’s hem, his mind replaying the journey. The office, where Lauren’s giggles and DeMarcus’s shadow had pushed him to change.

The club, where Vivian’s game—her scarf, her gloss, her photos—had pulled Lexi from the ashes of Alex.

The dance, degrading but right, with Lauren and DeMarcus’s imagined taunts fueling his surrender. He wasn’t the invisible office boy anymore… but what came next? The thought was a tightrope, thrilling and terrifying.

Alex’s phone buzzed, Vivian’s name lighting the screen:

My place. Now. We need to talk, Lexi.




No question, only command.

Alex didn’t hesitate. The club had taught him that much…
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Vivian’s apartment was a stark contrast to Alex’s place—a sleek loft with floor-to-ceiling windows, the city sprawling below like a glittering offering.

She lounged on a leather chaise, a glass of wine in hand, her black silk robe revealing just enough to unsettle him. “Sit,” she said, gesturing to a cushion at her feet. The playful lilt in her voice was there, but her eyes were sharp, assessing.

Lexi obeyed, the cushion grounding him as he faced her. The weight of the past weeks pressed in—Lauren’s Instagram, Sasha’s taunts, the dance’s euphoria. He couldn’t hide anymore.

“Vivian,” Alex began, voice trembling, “I need to tell you something.”

Her eyebrow arched, intrigued. “Go on, Lexi. I’m listening.”

He swallowed, the confession clawing its way out. “I… I want to be a sissy. Not just for you, but…” His cheeks burned, Lauren’s beach photos flashing in his mind, DeMarcus’s arm around her and his no-doubt enormous big black cock driving deep inside her at bedtime too. “For my ex-girlfriend, Lauren. And her boyfriend, DeMarcus. I keep imagining it—serving them, being their… plaything.” The words spilled out, raw and humiliating. “I know it’s messed up, but it’s what I want. It’s who I am.”

The room was silent, Vivian’s gaze piercing through him and making Alex feel vulnerable but seen too.

Then she laughed, a low, delighted sound that sent shivers down his spine.

“Oh, Lexi,” Vivian said, setting her wine down. “You’re full of surprises.” She leaned forward, her fingers tilting his chin up. “You want to be their sissy? To kneel for them, dressed in lace, fetching their drinks while they laugh? That’s quite a dream.”

Alex nodded, shame and arousal twisting together. “I… yes. But I’m scared. I don’t know how.”

Vivian’s smile was predatory, triumphant.

“Scared is good. It means you’re ready.” She stood, pacing slowly, her robe swishing. “I’ll train you, Lexi. Not just for Lauren and DeMarcus, but for so much more. You’ll be a sissy maid—perfectly trained, perfectly submissive. You’ll serve them, yes, but also the city’s finest dominant women. Mistresses, queens, goddesses—they’ll all know your name. You’ll be their jewel, fetching, pleasing, obeying.” Her voice was a velvet promise, playful but edged with destiny. “This is your future, Lexi. Are you in?”

Alex’s heart raced, fear coiling in his gut.

A sissy maid?

Not just for Lauren and DeMarcus, but for strangers, powerful women across the city?

The scale of it was overwhelming, a life he could barely imagine. He saw himself in a frilled apron, bowing before Lauren’s giggle, DeMarcus’s smirk, or a room of commanding women, their eyes dissecting him.

It was terrifying—yet it felt like the only path left.

The Alex who’d been a nobody in the office was gone.

Lexi was his truth, and Vivian was his guide.

“I’m in,” he whispered, the words a vow. “Train me.”

Vivian’s laugh was warm, possessive. “My perfect Lexi,” she said, her hand stroking his hair. “Now let’s get you stripped, shaved, and ready to take things to a whole never level…”

With that, Vivian stood up and pointed at the floor.

Alex got onto all fours and obediently crawled by his new Mistress’s side toward the bathroom.

Alex was truly no more.

Lexi was here, and she was here to stay…

The End.
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