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Sissy transformation.

Lily, a shy and reserved young man, has always harbored a secret fascination with femininity. Since childhood, he has dreamed of dressing in women’s clothing and exploring his submissive side, but the fear of rejection has kept him hidden in the shadows. Everything changes when Vivian, his stern and enigmatic boss, discovers his secret. Instead of judging him, Vivian pushes him to embrace his true identity as a sissy, guiding him on a journey of self-discovery and submission that will lead him to experiences he never thought possible.

Under Vivian’s mentorship, Lily plunges into a world of sensuality, domination, and liberation. From intimate encounters with men to daring nights out where his femininity is put to the test, Lily discovers that being a sissy is not just a desire—it’s an essential part of who he is. With Vivian as his mentor and dominatrix, Lily learns that true happiness lies in accepting himself and surrendering completely to his submissive nature. 
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A change at work

Since I was little, I had developed a secret fascination with wearing feminine clothes. Of course, I kept it hidden, never daring to tell a soul. I spent most of my time surrounded by female friends, engaging in activities that were typically considered more feminine. Thankfully, no one ever questioned or bothered me about it, which allowed me to explore this side of myself in peace.

As I grew older, I began to take better care of my body. I started exercising regularly, focusing on achieving a slim and aesthetic figure. Squats became a staple of my routine, as I worked tirelessly to sculpt my legs and buttocks—areas of my body that I adored. But it wasn’t just about building a nice physique; I also invested in skincare, using creams and treatments to keep my skin soft and smooth. I made sure to stay hairless, waxing regularly, so I could dress up whenever the opportunity arose. Once I had a stable job, I began to invest in my wardrobe: elegant dresses, high heels, two wigs, and even a pair of silicone breasts to complete the look.

One day, while browsing social media, I stumbled upon a website that would change everything. It was called My Crossdresser Corner. The page immediately caught my attention with its focus on crossdressing and transgender themes. It was my first time visiting such a site, and I was captivated. There, I found a wealth of information, but most importantly, I discovered the concept of being a sissy. The term intrigued me. It wasn’t just about dressing as a woman; it was about embracing a specific behavior, a mindset. It involved a deep desire—a need—to please a real man. The more I read, the more I felt a sense of clarity and belonging.

I began visiting the site daily, spending hours immersed in its content. It became my sanctuary, a place where I could explore and understand this part of myself. I was overjoyed to have found My Crossdresser Corner. Not only did it help me realize that I was a sissy, but it also taught me so much about who I was meant to be. I came to understand that I wasn’t a real man—not in the traditional sense. I was born to be a sissy, someone who thrived on submission and the intoxicating desire to serve and please. The idea of being addicted to pleasing men, to the point of craving it, felt both exhilarating and inevitable. It was as if I had finally found my true purpose.

Although I felt like a fulfilled and happy sissy, I knew I still had a long way to go. My first step was to dedicate most of my income to achieving my goals. I began investing in an extensive wardrobe, buying clothes and lingerie that I felt suited a cock-loving sissy like me. Thanks to a guide on the website, I also acquired my first butt plug and a few other toys to explore this new side of myself.

I joined the sissy chat on the site, sharing pictures of myself dressed in my new, more provocative outfits. The messages I received in response were intoxicating—filled with praise, desire, and encouragement. They made me feel desired in a way I had never experienced before. The thrill of it all left me incredibly aroused. Around this time, I made another small but significant change: I switched exclusively to wearing women’s underwear. It was a constant, intimate reminder of who I truly was.

But no matter how much progress I made, there was still one crucial test I had yet to face. Despite having lived as a closeted crossdresser for years, I had never stepped out into the world as Lily—my true self. No one had ever seen me in women’s clothes. No one knew her. I was still a virgin sissy, untouched and inexperienced in the very thing I craved most.

The thought of my virginity weighed heavily on me. It felt like a barrier to my ultimate happiness. After all, the greatest joy of a sissy, as I had come to understand, was to fully embody the role of a woman for a strong, dominant man. I longed to be possessed, to surrender myself completely. Yet, despite my desire, I couldn’t shake the fear that lingered in the back of my mind. What if I wasn’t good enough? What if I failed to live up to the fantasy?

For the next few days, I found myself consumed by sadness. It became my constant companion, a shadow that followed me wherever I went. The longing to be seen, to be desired, to be claimed by a man was overwhelming, but the fear of taking that final step held me back. I was caught between two worlds—my dreams and my doubts—and I didn’t know how to bridge the gap.

One day, while reading a story about a crossdresser girl who was feminized by a strong, dominant man, I felt an overwhelming urge to take the next step. I reached for one of my toys—it would be the first time I used one. My hands trembled slightly as I applied lubricant to my fingers, hesitating for just a moment before inserting the first one. The sensation was entirely new, a mix of curiosity and vulnerability. My body responded in ways I hadn’t anticipated, and as I added a second finger, the excitement grew. My mind wandered, imagining a real man taking control, claiming me as his own. But for now, I had to settle for the cold, unyielding substitute of a dildo.

As I guided the toy toward my entrance, I felt a sharp sting of pain. It was uncomfortable, even unbearable at first, but I clenched my teeth and pushed through. I wanted to prove to myself that I could be a good little woman, that I could endure this for the sake of my desires. Slowly, inch by inch, the dildo worked its way inside me. When the base finally pressed against my buttocks, I let out a shaky breath, a mix of relief and pride washing over me. I had done it. I had taken the first step toward embracing my true self.

With the toy fully inside me, I began to move it in and out, each thrust a little easier than the last. The initial pain gradually gave way to something else—pleasure. My body adjusted to the intrusion, and soon I found myself lost in the rhythm. I lay on my bed, dressed in the sensual lingerie I had carefully chosen, my legs spread wide as I masturbated like a girl. My moans filled the room, high-pitched and unrestrained, as I rubbed and caressed my body with one hand while the other worked the dildo deeper inside me. The sensations built until I reached a climax unlike any I had experienced before. I came without touching myself, just as a good sissy should. It was a breakthrough, a moment of pure ecstasy that left me feeling both accomplished and euphoric.

Yet, despite this progress, I couldn’t shake the fear that still held me back. Even though I could now take a dildo, the thought of being with a real man terrified me. It was a paradox—the very thing I craved most was also my greatest source of anxiety. I longed to be dominated, to be claimed by a strong man who could see me for who I truly was. But the fear of judgment, of rejection, of not being enough, kept me paralyzed. I suffered in silence, torn between my desires and my indecision, unsure of how to take that final, life-changing step.

I was working in a department store at the time, stationed in the electronics area. It was a comfortable routine, but one day, my supervisor approached me with a request. Due to some staffing changes in the clothing department, they were short on help and needed support.

-It’ll only be for a little while,- he assured me. -Once things settle down, you can request a transfer back or to another area if you’d like.

Though he framed it as a favor, I knew it wasn’t really optional—asking me had been more of a courtesy than a choice. Still, I didn’t mind the change. In fact, the idea of working in the clothing department intrigued me. It meant I could spend a good portion of my day surrounded by women’s clothing, which felt like a small, secret joy. The thought of being so close to the fabrics, styles, and colors I adored was oddly comforting, even if I couldn’t openly express my connection to them.

The next day, I reported to my new supervisor in the clothing department. She was a firm, no-nonsense woman who spoke only as much as necessary. Her demeanor was serious, almost stern, and she didn’t seem interested in making friends or engaging in small talk. Every word she said was deliberate, no more, no less. It was clear she expected the same level of professionalism and efficiency from her team.


Caught

That week passed without much excitement. I quickly learned the ins and outs of the department and performed my duties as expected. Still, every chance I got, I found myself admiring the beautiful women’s clothing around me. I couldn’t help but feel a pang of regret that I wasn’t assigned tasks like organizing the stockings or restocking the lingerie when new shipments arrived. Those jobs were always given to the women in the department, leaving me to watch from a distance, longing to be closer to the fabrics and styles that called to me.

One day, the store announced a sale, and I seized the opportunity. On my way out, I bought a pair of pantyhose and a sexy red lingerie set. To avoid drawing attention, I used the excuse that they were gifts for my non-existent girlfriend. The cashier didn’t bat an eye, and I walked out with my purchases, my heart racing with a mix of excitement and relief.

A few days later, my supervisor, Vivian, approached me with a task.
–I need you to organize everything in the cart by size –she said, gesturing to a pile of sportswear—tight gym pants and fitted blouses.
I was a little surprised but didn’t complain. In fact, I felt a spark of joy as I sorted through the items. Seeing the variety of sizes and colors, I couldn’t help but imagine buying a set for myself. It felt only fitting that my exercise routines should be done in more feminine attire. The thought made me smile as I worked.

As the days went by, I grew more content with my new role. Every time I was assigned a task related to the women’s department, I savored every moment, appreciating the beauty of the clothes and daydreaming about my next purchases. It was a small but meaningful connection to the world I longed to be part of.

Then, one day, Vivian called me over.
–I’d like to talk to you –she said, her tone neutral but firm.
–Sure –I replied, trying to hide my nervousness–. What do you need?

–You can talk to me about yourself. I’m only a couple of years older, after all –Vivian said, her tone softer than usual.
–All right –I replied, unsure of where the conversation was headed but willing to listen.

–In the next few days, we’ll be hiring more staff to fill the vacancies we’ve had. That means we won’t need support from other departments anymore –she explained.
–Oh… I see –I responded, feeling a mix of disappointment and uncertainty.

–But the truth is, I’d like you to stay here –she continued, her voice firm but kind–. If you’re happy with that, of course. You’re someone very dedicated, and I’d like to keep counting on you.
–Thank you, Vivian –I said, a small smile forming on my lips–. Yes, I think I’ll take your offer.

–Perfect. You won’t regret it –she replied, giving me a nod of approval before walking away.

The decision didn’t change much in the grand scheme of things, but it did come with one significant advantage: I’d be closer to the clothes I loved so much. It wasn’t a huge shift, but it was enough to make me happy. Plus, Vivian started treating me with more warmth. She began assigning me tasks in the women’s department more frequently, and I couldn’t help but feel grateful for my choice.

Over time, I took every opportunity to buy new clothes. Whenever I could, I’d browse the racks, imagining how each piece would look on me. My collection grew slowly but steadily, and with every new addition, I felt a little more connected to the person I truly was.

After a while, the department met its sales targets, and Vivian organized a celebratory outing to a nearby wings-and-beer place. She thanked everyone for their hard work and even offered to buy the first round of beers. The atmosphere was lively, filled with laughter and camaraderie. We were all having a great time, but as the night wore on and people began to leave, Vivian approached me.

–I want to talk to you in private –she whispered in my ear–. Stay after everyone leaves.

I had no idea what she wanted to discuss, but her tone didn’t seem alarming, so I stayed calm and continued chatting with my colleagues. Once the last person left, Vivian sat down next to me, her expression thoughtful but unreadable.

–I’m really glad you decided to stay in the department –she began, her voice warm but measured.
–You don’t have to thank me –I replied, trying to sound casual–. The truth is, I really enjoy working there.

–It’s clear to me –she said, her tone taking on a mysterious edge.
–What do you mean by that? –I asked, feeling a flicker of unease.

–That I understand why a girl like you feels so comfortable surrounded by all those clothes –she said, her gaze steady and knowing.
–I don’t know what you’re talking about –I stammered, my heart beginning to race.

–You don’t have to hide anything –she said, leaning closer–. I offered you the chance to stay so you could enjoy your feminine side.
–I think you’re mistaken –I replied, my voice trembling slightly.

–I’m very sure –she said, her voice dropping to a near whisper as she closed the distance between us–. I can feel it.

Then, suddenly, I felt her hand slide under the table. Before I could react, she reached into my pants and tugged at the thong I was wearing. My breath hitched as she pulled the delicate pink fabric out just enough to see it peeking above the waistband of my trousers. She glanced at it, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

–I told you –she said, her voice low and confident.
–It’s not what you think –I stammered, my face burning with embarrassment–. It’s just a game that…

–Say no more –she interrupted, her tone firm but not unkind–. There’s no way to deny it. We’ll talk more about this another day. For now, that’s all.

When I got home, my mind was racing. I had never imagined Vivian would discover my secret. My fantasies had always revolved around a man finding out and claiming me as his, but this… this was different. I didn’t know what it meant or what she might do next. The fear of her telling someone else gnawed at me, leaving me restless and anxious. All I could do was wait and hope for the best.


The meeting

The next day at work, Vivian didn’t mention what had happened. She treated me with the same cordiality as always, and everything seemed normal. Part of me hoped she had forgotten about it, chalking it up to the alcohol from the night before. But deep down, I knew that wasn’t the case.

–This Saturday –she said casually as we wrapped up for the day–, we’ll talk seriously about your situation. At your place.
–All right –I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

I couldn’t refuse. Fear gripped me at the thought of what might happen, and I didn’t want to upset her or give her any reason to cause me harm. Reluctantly, I sent her my address in a message. I lived close to the store, and she was surprised to learn it wasn’t far from her own home. That was all we discussed—she gave no hint of what she was planning or what she wanted from me.

When Saturday arrived, I nervously waited for her. As soon as she texted that she was close, I went downstairs to meet her.
–Go ahead –I said, opening the door–. You can sit wherever you like.

I offered her a glass of water as she made herself comfortable, trying to steady my trembling hands. At first, we talked about work, the conversation light and casual. But my anxiety was impossible to hide—I fidgeted constantly, my hands moving restlessly as I spoke.

–I think it’s time we got serious –Vivian said abruptly, her tone shifting.
–Vivian, what you saw that night… I can explain –I stammered, my voice shaking.
–I told you, this is a serious conversation –she interrupted, her gaze steady–. I’m sure if we go to your room, it’ll be full of women’s clothes.

–What do you want? –I asked, tears welling up in my eyes.
–I don’t want to hurt you –she said, her voice softening–. On the contrary, I’d like to help you.

–What do you mean? –I asked, my voice trembling with a mix of fear and curiosity.
–I want to help you be the way you want to be –Vivian replied, her tone gentle but firm–. I find all of this very interesting. I’d like to see you dressed.

I didn’t know what to do. Her voice was so sweet, so reassuring, that I began to feel a flicker of hope. Maybe this was the opportunity I had been waiting for—the chance to finally introduce someone to Lily, my true self. Without overthinking it, I wiped the tears from my eyes and nodded.

–Okay –I whispered, my heart pounding as I stood up and walked to my room.

I took off my clothes, my hands shaking slightly as I reached for the outfit I had chosen. It was a sexy purple dress with a black bow just above the waist, held up by two thin straps of the same color. I slipped it on, feeling the soft fabric against my skin. Next, I put on my wig, adjusting it carefully until it looked just right. I added a beaded bracelet that matched the dress, a pair of smoky stockings, and finally, a pair of high-heeled platform shoes.

I sat at my vanity and began my makeup routine: mascara to accentuate my lashes, blush to add a soft flush to my cheeks, eyeliner to define my eyes, and a divine pink lipstick to complete the look. When I looked in the mirror, I felt beautiful—more confident than I had in a long time.

But as I opened my bedroom door and walked to the living room, the nervousness returned. My steps were short and deliberate, the click of my heels echoing in the quiet apartment. I sat down gracefully, crossing my legs as I faced Vivian.

–Hello, beautiful –she said, extending her hand–. What’s your name?
–My name is Lily –I replied, shaking her hand and smiling shyly–. It’s a pleasure.
–First of all, I have to congratulate you –she said, her eyes scanning me from head to toe–. You look much more feminine than I expected. Those stockings are very pretty.
–Thank you, Vivian –I said, feeling a warm blush spread across my cheeks–. I bought them at work. But I’m sure I still have a lot to learn.
–For now –she said, pulling a bottle from her purse–, I’d like to have a drink with you.

I stood up and walked to the kitchen, the sound of my heels clicking softly against the floor. I grabbed two glasses, poured the drink Vivian had brought, and returned to the living room. As I handed her a glass, I felt a strange mix of nerves and excitement. This was the first time I had ever shared this side of myself with someone else, and it felt liberating.

We talked for a while—about how I had started dressing, how long I had been doing it, and the journey that had led me to this moment. The alcohol helped ease my nerves, and as the conversation flowed, I found myself pouring us another round. It was a completely new experience, and surprisingly, it felt nice to finally show my feminine side to someone who seemed genuinely interested.

–Tell me, Lily –Vivian said, leaning forward slightly–, since we’re being honest here… how many men have you been with?
–The truth is… none –I admitted, my cheeks flushing–. I’m still a virgin.

–That’s a surprise –she said, raising an eyebrow–. You’re quite pretty, and from the clothes you’re wearing, it seems like… well, you know.
–I haven’t had the opportunity –I replied, feeling a little bolder thanks to the alcohol–. It scares me a little. But I have experimented… I have some toys.

Vivian burst into laughter, giving me a light punch on the arm.
–Hahaha, you little minx! –she said, her tone playful but not unkind.
–A little bit, I guess –I admitted, smiling shyly–. To be honest, I’d really like to be with a real man someday.

–You should do it –she said, her voice taking on a more serious tone–. There’s no greater pleasure than feeling a man make you his.

–I know –I said, sighing–. At least, that’s what I’ve read. But every time I make up my mind, fear takes over.
–Then you just need a little push –Vivian said, standing up and pulling me to my feet–. Come on, doll. Pose for me.

Before I could protest, she started taking pictures. At first, I felt awkward, but soon I began to relax, feeling like a model in front of the camera. She guided me through different poses—first as a sweet, innocent girl, then in a sexier, more daring way, and finally as a full-on sultry vixen. I loved every moment of it.

When we finally sat back down, we were both laughing, the tension completely gone. As I poured us another drink, Vivian asked for my internet password. It took me two tries to enter it correctly, my fingers fumbling slightly from the alcohol.

Once connected, she started sending me the pictures she had taken.
–You really like being provocative, don’t you? –she said, scrolling through the photos.
–You have no idea –I replied, giggling–. Here, let me show you some of the pictures I’ve exchanged with men online.

I opened my gallery and shared a few of my favorite shots with her.
–And you didn’t sleep with any of them? –she teased, shaking her head–. You’re a hopeless cock-tease.

We kept laughing, the atmosphere light and carefree. I took a few pictures of us together, feeling a wave of gratitude. It was amazing to have a friend who knew my secret and accepted me so completely. I hadn’t felt this happy in a long time.

Suddenly, Vivian grabbed my phone and snapped a couple of selfies of us together while pouring another drink.
–Wow, you’re definitely a hit with the men –she said, showing me a message she had written in a group chat.

–Wait, what did you do? –I asked, my heart skipping a beat.
–Giving you the push you needed –she replied with a mischievous grin.
–Give me back my phone! –I said, reaching for it, but she held it just out of reach, laughing.

It was a funny scene, watching the two of us “fight” over the phone. Vivian held it just out of reach, her laughter filling the room as I tried to grab it back.

–Look –she said, finally handing it over–, you already have a lot of messages. And some of these guys look… interesting.
–Really? –I asked, my curiosity piqued despite myself.

–Hahaha, so? Are you interested? –she teased, raising an eyebrow.
–Yes, but… I don’t know if a real man would ever be interested in me –I admitted, my voice tinged with doubt.

–Lily –Vivian said, taking my hands in hers–, there are plenty of men who would fight to have you. You’re very pretty. But there are a few details we need to polish. Once I’m done with you, no one will ever be able to tell the difference between you and a real woman.

–Are you sure? –I asked, feeling a spark of hope. Maybe this was exactly what I needed to push me forward.
–Of course I am –she said confidently–. Now come on, sit down. Let’s spend the night finding you a date for next Friday.

–Okay, okay –I said, laughing as I sat back down–. Let’s do it.


The order

We spent the entire night chatting with several men. Some only wanted to exchange photos or engage in casual conversation, but eventually, we found one who seemed genuinely interested in meeting me—and, of course, in fulfilling my deepest desires. His name was Fernando, a mature but handsome man. We messaged back and forth for a while, and his words sent shivers down my spine.

–But be very clear –he wrote–, in our meeting, you’ll have to forget completely that you’re a man. You’ll have to become my submissive female.

The message excited me more than I cared to admit.
–It seems like he’s exactly what you’re looking for, Lily –Vivian said, glancing over my shoulder–. If you don’t reply, I’ll do it for you.

–All right, I’ll write him back –I said, my fingers trembling slightly as I typed–. How about this? “I am ready to obey and satisfy you at all times.”

–That’s a good start –Vivian said, nodding–. But you need to be more explicit. Tell him you’re a crossdressing slut who craves a juicy, thick cock in your mouth.

–Okay… –I hesitated, then typed–. “I’m a sissy eager to please you and taste your juicy, thick cock.” But… I don’t know. I’m not sure if I’m ready for this.

–A sissy? –Vivian asked, tilting her head curiously.
–Yes –I explained, feeling a mix of vulnerability and pride–. A sissy is a “man” with soft features, someone who embraces submissiveness and feminine tendencies. We understand that we’re inferior to alpha males—there’s no comparison. Because our characteristics are more feminine, we willingly take on the role of servitude. It’s in our nature. That’s why we dress and behave like women, striving to achieve the highest level of feminization, both physically and psychologically.

Vivian listened intently, her expression thoughtful.
–Well, Lily –she said finally–, it sounds like you’ve found your true self. And Fernando seems like the perfect person to help you embrace it fully.

–So, you want to be a woman? –Vivian asked, her tone curious but not judgmental.
–No –I replied, shaking my head–. We don’t necessarily want to be women. We just like to feel like women. We enjoy embracing femininity and finding ways to please a man. In fact, we admire them—we see them as examples of strength and dominance. But we also know we’re inferior to them, that they’re above us in every way.

–So, a sissy is someone born male, with feminine characteristics, who gets feminized and… lives only to suck cock? Is that it? –she asked, summarizing it bluntly.
–More or less –I said, laughing nervously.

–I think you’re already drunk –Vivian teased, raising an eyebrow.
–Why? –I asked, confused.
–Because you say you’re a sissy, but the truth is, you’re not. Not yet.

–Of course I am –I protested–. I’ve practiced a lot, and you said it yourself—I look very feminine.
–Yes, you do –she agreed–. But you’re missing the most important part. You’re still a virgin. That’s why you have to accept the date with Fernando.

–I don’t know –I said, my voice trembling–. I already said yes, but… I’m scared.
–I can’t deal with your indecision –Vivian said, rolling her eyes but smiling–. Give me your phone. I’ll make the appointment.

She took my phone before I could protest and started typing.
–On Friday, after work, we’ll come here. I’ll dress you up and do your makeup so perfectly that no man could resist you. You’ll see—he’ll want to stick his cock in you the moment he lays eyes on you.

–It’s okay –I said, smiling gratefully–. Thank you, Vivian. If it weren’t for you, I might never have gone through with this.

In just a few messages, she finalized the plans with Fernando. We agreed to meet at my apartment on Friday. There wasn’t much else to discuss—Vivian was confident she had enough time to help me refine my posture, gestures, and overall presentation. She was determined to turn me into an irresistible little woman, someone no man could resist.

–Can I spend the night here? –Vivian asked, yawning as she stretched.
–Of course –I replied–. You can take my bed. I’ll sleep on the couch.
–You’re such a sweetheart, Lily –she said, smiling warmly.

We both stumbled our way to bed, still feeling the effects of the alcohol. I offered Vivian a pair of pajamas, but she opted for a baby doll instead, teasing me about what a “slut” she was for choosing something so revealing.

The next morning, we woke up late, the sunlight streaming through the windows. For a moment, I couldn’t believe everything that had happened the night before was real. My boss—now my best friend—stirred awake shortly after me. We were both groggy and hungover, but I managed to pour us some orange juice to help ease the headache.

As we sipped our juice, I scrolled through the pictures we had taken the night before. We looked cute and funny together, and I couldn’t help but smile. I kept yawning as we flipped through TV channels, almost dozing off a couple of times, until there was a knock at the door.

I got up to answer it, still half-asleep. When I opened the door, I was met by a young pizza delivery boy.
–Good morning, Miss –he said cheerfully–. Here’s your order.

His words hit me like a bucket of ice water. In my hungover, sleepy state, I had completely forgotten that I was still dressed as a woman. I froze for a few seconds, unable to respond, until Vivian appeared behind me.
–Here you go –she said, handing him the money–. And a little tip for you –she added with a wink.

The young man turned as red as a tomato. After taking the money, he stood there for a few seconds, staring at us with wide eyes.
–Is everything all right? –Vivian asked, her tone playful and flirtatious.
–Yes, of course –he stammered, his face flushing even deeper–. It’s just that… you’re both very beautiful ladies. Sorry.

–Do you really think so? –Vivian continued, clearly enjoying herself–. Wouldn’t you like my friend here, Lily, to suck your cock?

The delivery boy’s eyes widened in shock.
–I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bother you or anything –he said quickly, clearly flustered.

–I’m serious –Vivian insisted, her voice dripping with mischief–. It’ll be like in the movies. Come on in.

Before he could protest, Vivian took the boy by the hand and led him into the living room. She turned to me, her expression both encouraging and commanding.
–Come on, Lily –she said–. Don’t make me look bad.

I was frozen in place, my mind racing, but Vivian didn’t give me time to overthink. She took my hand and pulled me toward the delivery boy.
–You see, kind delivery boy –she said, her tone light but firm–, my friend here is a little nervous. That’s why I want you to help her. She’s eager to learn how to suck a cock, and I think you’re the perfect person to teach her.

She turned to me, her eyes locking onto mine.
–And you, dear friend, get down on your knees and start.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding. But then I remembered all the articles I had read, all the times I had practiced in front of the mirror. I could do this. I had to do this. Slowly, I let my knees touch the floor.

I reached out and subtly caressed the bulge in his pants, feeling him stiffen under my touch. Then, I pulled down his boxers, and his member sprang free, almost hitting me in the face. I took him in my hands, giving him a few gentle strokes before leaning forward and taking him into my mouth.

My tongue swirled around the tip, soft and teasing, while my hand cupped his testicles, massaging them gently. The delivery boy let out a low moan, his hands gripping the edge of the couch.

–That’s it –Vivian said, clapping her hands softly. I glanced up and saw her smiling, a slice of pizza in her hand as if this were the most normal thing in the world.

Encouraged, I began to take more of him into my mouth, moving my head back and forth in a steady rhythm. I looked up again and saw the boy’s face, his eyes closed and his lips parted in pleasure. It was a strange, exhilarating feeling—knowing that I was the one causing that reaction.

Although I was a little overwhelmed, I felt an incredible sense of fulfillment. I kept sucking, eager for him to finish in my mouth. I wanted to feel every pulse, every jet of his cum, and swallow every drop of his sweet, warm release. My movements became harder and faster, driven by a mix of excitement and determination.

Then, he grabbed my head firmly, pushing himself deeper into my mouth. He let out a loud sigh, his hips thrusting against me as his body tensed. Suddenly, a thick jet of cum flooded my mouth. I swallowed quickly, feeling more pulses follow as his cock twitched against my tongue. It was the first time I had experienced something so intense, so utterly intoxicating.

When he finally finished, I gently pulled away, cleaning him with my mouth and giving the tip a few soft kisses.
–Excellent work, little slut –Vivian said, her voice filled with approval–. You still need more practice, but that was a good start.

It took the young delivery boy a few moments to recover. He pulled up his pants, still visibly dazed from the experience.
–Maybe next time, you’ll get an even bigger tip –Vivian teased, winking at him.
–Order pizza again soon –he said, grinning as he left, clearly still marveling at what had just happened.


The policeman

Vivian closed the door, the delivery boy still glancing back at us as he walked away.
–That was… very interesting –she commented, grabbing another slice of pizza–. I think you did that guy a huge favor.
–I still can’t believe I actually did it –I said, sitting down on the couch next to her and reaching for a slice of pizza.

–Oh, you did it –Vivian said with a grin, pulling out her phone–. Look at this.
She showed me a video she had recorded. On the screen, I saw myself wearing the baby doll, stockings, and slippers, my makeup and wig perfectly in place, giving a blowjob to the delivery guy.

–I can’t believe it –I whispered, my cheeks flushing as I watched the video.
–This is just the beginning, Lily –Vivian said, her tone encouraging–. Soon, you’ll become a real slut. There are so many tips I can give you.

–Thank you, Vivian –I said, still in awe–. If it weren’t for you, none of this would have happened. I’m still so… impressed with myself.
–I think the delivery guy was even more impressed –she laughed–. I’m sure he just fulfilled one of those fantasies all delivery guys have. You know, opening the door to find two beautiful women in lingerie, and one of them ends up giving him a blowjob. He’s probably bragging to his friends right now.

After we finished eating, we spent some time in my room. Vivian gave me makeup tips, showed me how to coordinate my outfits, and even taught me how to sit and move with grace and femininity. I practiced imitating her gestures—delicate, elegant, and undeniably feminine. I was incredibly grateful for her guidance.

When it got late, I changed into more casual clothes and walked her home. It was about a 20-minute walk, and as we strolled, we made plans for the week. On the afternoons I was free, we’d work on feminizing me further and preparing for my date with Fernando.

The week flew by, but as Friday approached, my nerves returned. Despite all the progress I’d made, I couldn’t shake the fear of what was to come.

–I figured you’d be looking for a way to cancel this –Vivian said, her tone firm but calm–. So, I had no choice but to prepare myself.
–What did you do? –I asked, my voice trembling with fear.
–I have all the videos and photos we’ve taken saved in my cloud –she explained, holding up her phone–. All it takes is one tap, and everyone at work will know everything about you.

–You wouldn’t… we’re friends –I said, my heart sinking.
–No, Lily –she replied, her expression serious–. I am a woman. You are just a sissy. You’re inferior to me, and you will obey me because, deep down, that’s what you desire and crave. To be humiliated. To be submissive.

As much as it hurt to hear, I knew Vivian was doing all of this to help me. And she was absolutely right. The pressure she was applying would force me to face my fears and embrace my true self. In a strange way, it made me feel… happy.

–You’re right –I said, lowering my gaze–. I’m sorry. I’m just a sissy. I need to know my place and obey.
–That’s better, little slut –Vivian said, her tone softening slightly–. Now, let’s go to your house and get you ready.

Back at my place, I took a shower and carefully shaved my body, making sure every inch of my skin was smooth. Afterward, I applied cream all over, savoring the softness it left behind. I slipped into a pink corset with a matching lace thong, then pulled on a pair of black stockings, securing them with metal garters. I inserted my beloved butt plug, feeling a familiar thrill as it settled into place. My nails were painted a soft pink to match the lingerie, and I couldn’t help but admire how feminine they looked.

The dress I chose was low-cut and hugged my figure perfectly, accentuating every curve. After putting on my wig, I added gold hoop clip earrings and a matching necklace, completing the look. Vivian took charge of my makeup, carefully applying each product while explaining the process so I could learn for the future.

Once we were done, we spent several minutes going over my posture, gestures, and manners. I wanted everything to be perfect. I set up the living room, placing a bottle of wine and glasses on the table. In my bedroom, I made sure to have condoms and lubricant ready, just in case.

–I think you’re ready –Vivian said, stepping back to admire her work.
–It seems so –I replied, though my voice wavered–. But I don’t know if I’m ready for this.
–You will be –she said firmly–. Or else, you know what happens. I expect you to send me evidence before the end of the day, or everyone will know your secret.

The situation filled me with a strange mix of emotions. On one hand, I was desperate to finally be used by a real man, to fulfill the fantasy I had dreamed about for so long. On the other hand, the thought of Vivian sharing my videos—though undeniably thrilling in a twisted way—was terrifying. Still, I knew what I had to do. Before midnight, I needed to send proof that I had been fucked.

–Have a lot of fun, my little sissy –Vivian said, giving me one last encouraging smile before leaving.

She left about 15 minutes before my scheduled appointment. My nerves were through the roof, so I poured myself a drink to calm down and get back into my cock-hungry sissy mindset. When the knock finally came, my heart nearly stopped. I took a deep breath, remembering all of Vivian’s advice, and struck a sexy pose before opening the door.

–Good afternoon, miss –said a police officer, tipping his hat–. There was a recent robbery nearby, and we’re making sure everyone is okay. Is everything all right here?

My confidence shattered in an instant. I had been so sure it was my date, but instead, I was face-to-face with an officer.
–Yes –I said, my voice trembling and higher-pitched than usual–. Everything’s fine.

I tried to maintain my composure, not wanting to draw any unnecessary attention to myself.
–Do you live alone? –the officer asked, his tone polite but probing.
–Yes, officer –I replied, leaning casually against the door frame, determined to keep up my feminine and alluring demeanor. From now on, this was how I would act around all men–. It’s just me here.

–Have you seen anything out of the ordinary? –he asked, his eyes briefly flickering down to my legs before meeting my gaze again.
–Not at all, officer –I said, shaking my head–. I haven’t heard or seen anything unusual.

–Be very careful, and make sure to keep your door locked –he advised, his tone firm but kind.
–But officer –I said, lowering my voice slightly to sound more sultry–, you’ll take care of us, won’t you?

–Of course, miss –he replied, smiling warmly–. It’s our job. In fact, if you see anything strange or feel in danger, you can call me directly –he added, handing me a card.

–Thank you so much, officer –I said, tucking the card into my cleavage with a playful smile–. Rest assured, I’ll call you soon… I mean, if I see anything, of course.
–I’ll keep an eye out for you, miss –he said, tipping his hat.
–Lily –I corrected, extending my hand–. It’s a pleasure.
–The pleasure is mine –he replied, shaking my hand gently before turning to leave.


Sissy duty

I didn’t close the door until I heard the officer’s footsteps fade down the stairs. When I finally did, my legs were trembling. I couldn’t believe I had just flirted with a cop. It was all thanks to Vivian’s support and everything I had learned online. Now, I truly felt like a confident sissy. The thought crossed my mind that maybe, one day, I could call him and fulfill another fantasy.

I tucked his card into a drawer and poured myself another drink to calm my nerves. A few minutes passed, and I began to worry that Fernando might not show up. Just as I was about to pour myself another drink, there was a knock at the door. My heart leapt, and I hurried to answer it. After my encounter with the officer, I felt more sure of myself than ever.

–Hello, little bitch –Fernando said as I opened the door, his voice low and commanding–. Are you ready to eat my cock?
–Of course, Daddy –I replied, stepping aside to let him in–. Please, come in.

I moved the way Vivian had taught me, my hips swaying subtly with each step. It made me feel more confident, more feminine.
–How well you wiggle –Fernando said, giving me a hard spank that made me gasp–.

–Thank you… –I said, my voice soft and submissive–. Would you like a drink?
–Of course –he replied, his eyes never leaving me.

I poured the glasses quickly and handed one to him.
–What are you doing? –he said sharply, stopping me as I was about to sit down–. Stay here so I can touch you.

I stood silently, my body tense but obedient, as he drank and reached under my skirt. His hands were rough, possessive, and I shivered under his touch.
–Bring me another drink, bitch –he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

At that moment, he pulled me toward him, and I ended up sitting on his lap. His hands began to caress my thighs and knees, sending shivers through my body. I loved the way he made me feel—desired, submissive, and utterly feminine. I adjusted my hair, looking at him with a mix of anticipation and admiration.

–You like this, don’t you, little bitch? –he asked, his voice low and commanding.
–Of course, daddy –I replied, my voice soft and eager.

–Do you want me to fuck you? –he asked, his grip tightening slightly on my thigh.
–It’s what I want most –I admitted, my heart racing.

–Then prove it –he said, his tone firm but teasing–. First, I want you to suck my cock. If you do it right, then I’ll fuck you.

Without a word, I slid off his lap and onto my knees, positioning myself between his legs. I unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants, freeing his cock. I took a moment to admire it, running my fingers along its length before leaning in to kiss and lick it, making it nice and wet. After a few moments of teasing, I took him into my mouth, using everything I had learned to swallow him completely. I made sure to maintain eye contact, occasionally pulling back to stroke his shaft with my hand while kissing and licking the tip.

–Enough –he gasped, his voice strained with pleasure–. It’s time for me to fuck you.

I looked up at him, kissing him deeply before he started to adjust his pants. I stayed on the floor, waiting patiently as he finished getting ready. Then, we moved to my bed. Between kisses, I helped him take off his shirt, my hands trembling with excitement. He grabbed my waist, pulling me close and pressing his body against mine. His hands slid down to squeeze my buttocks, and I moaned softly into his ear.

As the intensity grew, I grabbed a pillow and positioned myself on my knees, ready for him.
–It’s like you read my mind –he said, his voice rough with desire–. But you suck it so good… if you keep going like this, I’m going to cum.

I pulled away, not wanting it to end before he truly made me his.
–Fuck me –I begged, my voice trembling with need–. I want you to put it all the way in.

Without hesitation, he lifted me up and pushed me onto the bed, his cock rubbing between my buttocks as he positioned himself. When he pulled my thong aside, he discovered the plug and began to play with it, teasing me further. I was so aroused that I eagerly handed him the lubricant and a condom, while I slipped out of my dress, leaving only my lingerie on.

As he pulled out the plug, I knew the moment had finally arrived. He was going to fuck me like the little whore I was. Slowly, he pushed his cock inside me. Even though I was already stretched, the initial penetration still hurt a little. But as he continued, the pain gradually faded, replaced by an overwhelming wave of pleasure. I was being penetrated by a real man, and it felt incredible.

While he thrust into me, he spanked me, the sharp sting only adding to the intensity. The sensation of being deflowered made me scream with pleasure, my moans loud and unrestrained. I sounded like the little whore I had always dreamed of becoming.

–I can tell you love cock –he growled, his voice rough with exertion.
–Yes, Daddy, I love it –I gasped, my voice trembling with ecstasy.
–You’re such a slut –he said, his pace quickening–. Are you sure it’s your first time?

Even as I lost myself in the pleasure, I remembered Vivian’s instructions. With great difficulty, I stretched out my hand, each thrust making it harder to reach my phone. But I managed to grab it, knowing my secret depended on this. I quickly started taking pictures of myself being fucked, along with a short video.

–What are you doing, bitch? –he asked, his tone a mix of curiosity and amusement.
–I just want a souvenir of this moment –I managed to say between moans, my voice barely audible over the sound of our bodies moving together.

He grabbed my phone from my hand and started recording, capturing the moment from his perspective.
–Now you can see how much of a slut you look like –he said, his voice dripping with dominance–, while a real man shows you how to get fucked properly.
–Yes, Daddy –I moaned, my voice trembling with submission–. Show me how.

He flipped me onto all fours and began fucking me like the little bitch I was. I screamed with pleasure, begging him to thrust harder, to spank me more, to give me more of his cock. All the doubt and fear I had felt earlier were gone, replaced by an overwhelming sense of ecstasy. My body was alive with sensations I had never imagined possible. I felt like the ultimate whore, completely owned and humiliated by a real man.

As he pounded into me, I realized this was what I had been born for. Being penetrated by a real man was the final step in my feminization, and now it was complete. When he finally finished, I collapsed onto the bed, my face buried in the sheets, my ass still raised, and his cum dripping out of me. Fernando caught his breath as he got dressed, while I lay there, utterly spent.

–I hope that little ass is available to me whenever I want it, bitch –he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.
–Of course, Daddy –I replied, my voice weak but eager–. My ass is yours to use however you want.

I couldn’t believe it. I was finally a complete sissy. I had fulfilled one of my greatest fantasies and experienced a pleasure beyond anything I had ever imagined. As I glanced at the clock, I thought about going to sleep, but then I remembered—I had to send proof to Vivian that I had finally been used by a real man.

I selected a couple of the most explicit photos, trimmed a short video, and sent them to her. A few minutes later, my phone buzzed with a notification.
–I see you accomplished your goal, my little sissy –Vivian wrote–. Your secret is safe… for now.


New task

When I woke up the next morning, I felt different—changed in a way I couldn’t fully explain. I wasn’t the same person anymore. Something inside me had shifted, not just physically, but mentally as well. Being dominated by a man had awakened something deep within me. My gestures and postures, which Vivian had worked so hard to teach me, now came naturally, as if they had always been a part of me. It was as though I had finally embraced my true self.

As soon as we had the chance, Vivian and I went to my place to talk freely about everything that had happened that night. I changed into something more feminine, slipping into a soft, flowing dress that made me feel confident and beautiful. We poured ourselves drinks and settled in, while she pulled up the videos I had taken—the ones of me blowing the delivery guy and the ones she had sent me while Fernando fucked me.

–I’m proud of you, Lily –Vivian said, her voice warm and genuine–. You look happier and more confident than ever.
–I’ve noticed the change too –I replied, smiling softly–. I think once a sissy tastes cock, it seals her fate as a sex object forever.

–Does that mean you’ll spend every day with a cock between your legs now? –she teased, raising an eyebrow.
–That would be a dream –I said, laughing lightly–. But I have to work, and Fernando is married. He can’t see me as often as I’d like.

–But you can find someone else, can’t you? –she asked, her tone encouraging.
–I’m not so sure –I admitted, sipping my drink–. It’s not that simple. Although, I’d love to be fucked every day.

–Well –Vivian said, leaning forward with a mischievous grin–, you just have to go out on the street, dressed as you are now. Drop something “accidentally,” and when you bend down to pick it up, I guarantee someone will be behind you, ready to stick it in hard.

–Hahaha, that sounds interesting –I said, laughing–. But I think I’ll keep looking for a man online.
–Don’t take too long –Vivian warned, her tone playful but firm–. Remember, I have your videos ready to share. And now that you’ve tried it, I’m sure you’re craving more.

–Of course I want to do it again –I admitted, my voice tinged with longing–. I’m just not sure how quickly I can find someone.
–Let’s make a deal –she said, leaning forward with a sly smile–. You have until Friday to get fucked again, or I share your videos.

–I don’t know if I can find someone that fast –I replied, my anxiety creeping into my voice.
–You’d better figure it out, my little sissy –she said, her tone sharpening–. And I mean it.

The seriousness in her voice worried me, and my face must have reflected that fear.
–I won’t allow you to delay your feminization –she continued, her gaze unwavering–. You need to keep moving forward. Now, pour me another drink.

From that day on, Vivian became more assertive, even bossy. I didn’t have the courage to argue with her—I knew she was dead serious about sharing my photos if I didn’t comply. That afternoon, I sent a few messages, trying to set up a date, but by the end of the day, I still hadn’t found anyone for Friday.

–I hope, for your own sake, that you find someone to take care of you –Vivian said, her tone a mix of teasing and warning–. Otherwise, your secret won’t stay a secret for long.

By Wednesday, I still hadn’t secured a date, and Vivian’s laughter only added to my growing anxiety.
–Maybe when I share these in the work group, you’ll get plenty of offers –she said, her voice dripping with mischief.

That night, I stayed awake, trying to process how my life was about to take a drastic turn—all because I had failed to prove myself as a whore. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to be one; in fact, I was desperate for it. The desire burned so intensely that I reached for one of my toys to ease the ache. But as I rummaged through my drawer, I found my last hope: the police officer’s card from the other night.

–I think there’s someone who can get to me before Friday –I said to Vivian the next morning, holding up the card.
–That’s wonderful, Lily –she replied, her eyes lighting up–. If you pull this off, I can keep your secret.

–There’s just one problem –I admitted, hesitating–. I don’t know if I can record it.
–What man wouldn’t want to record how he fucks a little slut like you? –she said, smirking.

–He’s a police officer –I explained, my voice dropping to a whisper.
–Naughty girl –Vivian said, her tone equal parts amused and scolding–. You were keeping this to yourself. But you can’t keep secrets like this from me anymore. I hope you’re clear about that—if you know what’s good for you.

–Of course –I said quickly, nodding–. I’ll keep it in mind.
–Good –she replied, her smile returning–. About the recording, I have a small camera we can use. We’ll hide it in your room, and it’ll record without him noticing.

On Thursday, we set up the camera on a bookshelf, pointing it toward my bed. We spent some time testing angles and lighting to make sure everything was perfect. Once everything was ready, all I had to do was figure out how to convince the officer to come to my apartment.

–Mr. Officer, I don’t know if you remember me –I typed into my phone, my fingers trembling slightly–, but last week you came to my apartment for an incident. I was alone, and you gave me your card.

–Of course, I remember you –he replied almost instantly–. Tell me, how can I help you?

–I’m alone, and I think I heard a noise –I wrote back, attaching a picture of myself in the lingerie and robe, my lips painted a soft pink and my hair styled perfectly.

–I’ll be there shortly –he responded, his tone reassuring but with a hint of something else—something that made my heart race.


The date

I double-checked that everything was ready—condoms, lube, the hidden camera—all in place. Satisfied, I sat in the living room, waiting nervously for him to arrive. When the knock finally came, I took a deep breath and opened the door.

–Good evening, miss –he said, tipping his hat slightly.
–Officer, thank you so much for coming –I replied, my voice soft and inviting.

–You said you heard some noises? –he asked, his tone professional but his eyes lingering on me a little longer than necessary.
–That’s right –I said, stepping closer and brushing my hand lightly against his chest–. And since I’m alone, I was feeling a bit scared.

–I’ll make sure everything’s safe –he said, stepping inside and walking through my apartment, checking each room. After a few moments, he returned–. Everything seems to be in order.

–Thank you so much, officer –I said, handing him a glass of juice. He accepted it and drank it quickly. When he finished, I offered him another, which he agreed to. As I handed him the second glass, I “accidentally” dropped it, the sound of shattering glass filling the room.

–Oh, how careless of me –I said, bending down to pick up the pieces. I squatted low, making sure my movements were deliberate, and as I stood up, I brushed my body against his, letting my buttocks graze him subtly.

–Miss, you should call your boyfriend –he said, his voice a little strained–. So you’re not alone.
–I don’t have a boyfriend –I replied, looking up at him through my lashes, my tone dripping with flirtation.

–Then I think I can stay a little longer –he said, his hand resting on my leg, just above the garter holding up my stockings–. To make sure you feel safe.
–With you here –I said, moving closer until our lips were almost touching–, I feel super safe.

We started kissing, his hands roaming over my body through the thin fabric of my robe before he tore it off and threw it to the floor. His hands massaged my buttocks, and then he gave me a firm slap, making me jump slightly. I could feel his cock growing hard inside his pants, and I couldn’t take it anymore. I took his hand and led him to my room.

–Please –I begged as he stretched me out on the bed–, fuck me.
–I love little whores like you –he growled, his voice rough with desire–. You know exactly what a man wants.

He ripped off my thong and entered me with a furious intensity. A smile spread across my face as I felt him filling me completely. In those moments, I was disconnected from everything else—nothing mattered except the pleasure coursing through me.

–Ride my cock –he commanded, his hands gripping my hips–. Be a good little whore.

As I moved to comply, I started to take off my heels.
–Leave them on –he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I obeyed, slowly lowering myself onto his cock, moaning as I felt every inch of him inside me. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I bounced up and down, impaling myself on him again and again. I screamed with each movement, my body trembling with ecstasy. The officer kept one hand on my hip, guiding my rhythm, while the other slipped into my bra, pinching and rubbing my nipple. I shuddered, my movements growing more frantic as I took his other hand and began to lick and suck his fingers.

I sped up, my hips moving faster and faster until I felt him tense beneath me. With a final thrust, he finished, and I collapsed onto his chest, completely spent.

–I have to leave to attend to other calls –he said, standing up and adjusting his uniform–. But you can call me anytime you feel… vulnerable.

He spanked me hard before leaving, the sting a sharp reminder of what had just happened. As soon as he was gone, I rushed to send the video to Vivian, who had already been bombarding me with messages, threatening to share the photos since it was almost midnight. With just minutes to spare, I managed to send her the evidence.

–Very good, sissy –she replied, her tone dripping with approval–. So obedient.

At our next meeting, Vivian didn’t waste any time. Since there were specials at the store, I had taken the opportunity to buy some new clothes, which I modeled for her that afternoon.

–You’ve made a lot of progress –she said, nodding appreciatively–. But you still need to try other experiences.
–What do you mean? –I asked, curiosity and a hint of nervousness in my voice.

–This weekend, we’re going to a bar –she announced, her tone leaving no room for argument–. I don’t care what you think. If you don’t go, you know what I can do. Besides, you want this.

–Okay, I’ll go –I said, surprising myself with how quickly I agreed–. The truth is, with you, I feel more confident. And after my last experiences, I’ve lost a lot of my fear. I’ve always wanted to go out dressed like this.

–Excellent –she said, her smile widening–. I love it when you cooperate, little bitch.

Vivian shared the address of the bar where we’d be going that weekend. As usual, we met at my house to get ready. She wore a short, form-fitting dress that accentuated her waist, with a neckline that showcased her curves. I, on the other hand, chose a red blouse with a sheer back and a short black skirt. I carried a small purse with my essentials: money, lipstick, and my phone.

During the entire cab ride, the driver kept glancing at us in the rearview mirror. His lingering looks made me feel both exposed and exhilarated. I could feel my excitement building, the thrill of being seen as a woman in public sending shivers down my spine.

When we finally arrived, we walked past a couple of other venues before entering a gay bar. The moment we stepped inside, I felt an immediate sense of comfort. The vibrant energy of the place, the music, the laughter, and the way people moved freely—it was unlike anything I had ever experienced.

This was my first time going out dressed as Lily, and the feeling was unmatched. The confidence that came with embracing my true self, the way my heels clicked against the floor, the way my skirt swayed with each step—it all felt so natural, so right.


Sissy in trouble

We ordered a couple of cocktails to kick off the night, and by the time we were halfway through our drinks, we hit the dance floor. Even though it was a gay bar, there were a few men who couldn’t take their eyes off Vivian. As we danced, we joined another group—a mix of fun, friendly gay girls and guys. After a while, some men approached us, and I found myself dancing with one of them. I loved the feeling of his hard cock pressing against my buttocks as he held me by the waist. We had several more drinks and danced with different men, the night becoming a blur of music, laughter, and fleeting touches.

At one point, Vivian asked me for the tissues I had in my purse. I handed them to her, and a few minutes later, she returned them. Not long after, she announced that we were moving to another bar. We had another drink there, and then, suddenly, she excused herself to go to the bathroom. Minutes passed, and she didn’t return. Just as I was starting to worry, my phone rang.

–Hello, doggy –Vivian’s voice came through, playful but firm–. How are you?
–Vivian? Where are you? –I asked, my heart sinking.
–In a cab, heading back to your apartment.
–Why? –I demanded, panic creeping into my voice.
–It’s part of today’s game –she explained, her tone calm but commanding–. You see, I don’t want you going a week without pleasing a man. But since you’ve already become an expert at hosting them at your place, I thought I’d change things up. I’ve left you with two options to stop me from sharing your secret.

–First –she continued–, you can get home before midnight, convince some man to come with you, and figure out how to pay for his trip. The second option is to bring me proof that you’ve blown three men. In your bag, you’ll find condoms. Bring me at least three filled with semen. You can take all the time you want, but if you don’t show me the proof by 11 a.m. tomorrow, say goodbye to your secret. You decide what to do, bitch. I’ll be waiting for you.

Before I could respond, she hung up, leaving me standing there, my mind racing.

For a moment, I felt a wave of relief. I thought I could get home quickly if I paid for a cab and hid it from Vivian. I finished my drink, feeling smug, as if I had outsmarted my boss. But when I opened my purse, my heart sank. Vivian had taken almost all my money, leaving me with only a handful of coins. I counted them quickly—just enough to pay for my drink. My legs nearly buckled under the weight of the realization.

I wanted to run, but my heels made it impossible. I didn’t know what to do. I considered going back to the bar and begging someone for a ride, but I didn’t feel confident enough. After a few moments of frantic thinking, I decided my best option was to take the subway and move as quickly as possible. Luckily, Vivian didn’t know I always kept a ticket tucked inside my phone case.

As I entered the subway, I felt a flicker of hope. Maybe I could still make it home before midnight. I avoided eye contact and headed to the back of the carriage, trying not to draw attention. The car was almost empty, with only about four people inside. They all stared at me as I boarded, and I immediately regretted wearing the sheer blouse. Their eyes lingered on my exposed back, making me feel vulnerable.

My fear grew as two of the passengers started muttering obscenities under their breath. They moved closer, their bodies brushing against mine, their hands discreetly groping my buttocks. The subway was moving painfully slowly, and that’s when it hit me: I would never make it home before midnight. My only option now was the second one Vivian had given me, and it seemed like this was as good a time as any to start.

While the train stalled in the middle of a tunnel, the passengers sat down next to me. I forced a smile, and their eyes lit up with interest.
–Baby, you’ve got some nice legs –one of them said, his voice low and suggestive.
–What are you doing all alone? –the other added, leaning closer.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding.
–Can I… suck your dicks? –I asked, the words stumbling out of my mouth.

They looked at each other, surprised, before breaking into wide grins.
–But of course you can –one of them said, his tone dripping with anticipation.

Despite the fear and uncertainty, I decided to make the most of the moment. I knelt on the floor of the subway car, pulling the first condom from my bag. The other two passengers watched in disbelief as I began my work. The train was still stopped, giving me enough time to focus. I felt the first man’s hardness fade in my mouth as his friend’s cock brushed against my cheek. I quickly put on the second condom and got back to work, determined to fulfill Vivian’s demand.

–Baby, you suck so good –one of the men groaned, his voice thick with pleasure.

I was on my knees, caressing his balls and speeding up my movements, eager to finish quickly. I still had one more condom to fill, and time was running out. When he finally came, I stayed on the floor, catching my breath as the others adjusted themselves. The subway doors opened, but no one else boarded.

–I want you to blow me too –said another passenger, stepping closer.
–Me too –added the last one, his eyes locked on me.

–Of course –I replied, my voice trembling with excitement. I was so turned on that all I could think about was tasting their cocks.

I crawled a couple of steps and put a condom on one of them, taking him into my mouth as soon as I finished with the previous man. The last one didn’t wait long—I felt his heat between my lips almost immediately. When I was done with all four, they wouldn’t let me go. Their hands roamed over my body, groping me and kissing my legs and neck. I enjoyed it so much that I lost track of time, missing two stops before I finally decided to get off.

It took a lot of promises—and giving them my number—to convince them to let me leave. I changed direction, heading for a car full of men. The entire ride, they couldn’t keep their hands off me, and I let them. From time to time, I reached out to touch their cocks, winking at them as I did.

By the time I climbed the stairs to my apartment, my legs were trembling with exhaustion. It was late, and the night had taken its toll. When I finally walked through the door, I found Vivian already asleep in my bed.


Coworkers

–You’re back at last –Vivian said, yawning as she stretched–. You took your time. Do you have the proof?

From my purse, I pulled out the condoms and showed them to her.
–Hahaha, I only asked for three –she said, her laughter light but teasing–. You dirty little slut.
–I wanted to be sure –I replied, my voice soft but proud.

–You’re excellent –she said, her tone filled with approval–. You were really born for this.
–Thank you, Vivian –I said, smiling shyly.
–From now on, you’ll call me Mistress –she corrected, her voice firm but not unkind–. Understood, sweetheart?
–Of course, Mistress –I replied, nodding obediently.

–Smart girl –she said, patting the bed beside her–. Now come here. You can sleep at my feet.

I curled up at the foot of the bed, kissing her feet gently before closing my eyes to sleep. That night marked the beginning of an interesting new dynamic. Vivian began managing my sexual encounters, demanding that I please at least one man every week. She checked daily to make sure I was perfectly waxed and wearing only feminine underwear. She forbade me from cutting my hair and soon took it upon herself to add highlights and shape my eyebrows.

Over time, rumors began to spread at work that I was gay. But the truth no longer mattered to me. I was happy—truly happy—living as a full-time sissy.

–Today, I’m hosting a dinner party at my house –Vivian announced one day–. I want to celebrate a year of excellent results at work. I hope you can attend.

My mistress needed my support for the evening, and I was more than willing to help. I assisted her in preparing the food and serving the appetizers during the party. As night fell, only six of us remained: James, Noah, Emily, Zoe, Vivian, and me. We were all close colleagues from the clothing department, and the atmosphere was lively and full of laughter as we drank and played games together.

–I think it’s time for you to attend to our guests properly –Vivian said, her tone casual but with a hint of command.
–Of course, Mistress –I replied, bowing my head slightly.

The room fell silent as everyone turned to look at us, their expressions a mix of surprise and curiosity. I excused myself and went to Vivian’s room, where I changed into a short black dress, black stockings, and matching heels. I added an apron and a maid’s cap to complete the look, then applied heavy makeup—smoky eyeshadow and bold red lips—perfect for the evening.

When I returned to the living room, all eyes were on me. The room was silent for a moment, everyone’s mouths open in shock.
–Lily, pour me another drink –Vivian said, breaking the silence.
–Of course, Mistress –I replied, curtsying before moving to refill her glass.
–Since you’re going to the kitchen, bring more snacks –she added, her tone light but commanding.

It took me a few minutes in the kitchen to prepare everything. As I worked, I could hear the murmurs from the living room, everyone asking what was going on. When I returned with the cup and a tray of sandwiches, the room fell silent again.

–Offer them to the guests, sissy –Vivian instructed, her tone calm but firm.
–Of course, Mistress –I replied, curtsying before moving around the room to serve everyone.

–If you need anything—anything at all—you can tell Lily –Vivian added, her voice carrying a playful edge–. She’ll be happy to do it.

–I can’t believe it –Zoe said, her eyes wide as I handed her a sandwich–. She even has a lingerie holder and everything.
–Really? –Emily asked, reaching out to lift my skirt–. It’s true! And it’s very pretty.

–Damn –James exclaimed, his eyes lingering on me–. She’s got a hell of an ass.
–Don’t forget she’s got a nice pair of tits too –Juan added, grinning–. She looks like a girl straight out of a porn movie.

–For now, they’re just silicone fillings –Vivian said, her tone casual–. But if you want, you can touch them. Her buttocks too.

The room erupted in laughter, though there was a hint of nervousness in the air.
–Yeah, right –Juan said, chuckling–. You’re just messing with us.
–Not at all –Vivian replied, her voice steady–. You can ask her to do anything. Go ahead.

–Then, Lily –Zoe said, her tone teasing–, come closer so I can spank you.
–Of course –I replied, stepping next to her. I bent over slightly and lifted my skirt, exposing myself.

–What a little slut –Emily commented, shaking her head.
–Yes –Zoe agreed, delivering a sharp spank–. But very obedient.

–We’ll see –Emily said, smirking–. Lily, come here and kiss my feet.
–Immediately –I replied, dropping to my knees and doing as I was told.

–Tonight just got a lot more interesting –Zoe said, laughing–. Lily, come here. I want you to massage my feet and then kiss them.

My mistress laughed, and I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye, smiling softly. I could never fully express how grateful I was for everything she had done for me. Thanks to her, I had become a true sissy, embracing my femininity and finding my place in the world.

I knelt down and removed my coworker’s shoes, beginning to massage her feet. As I worked, I noticed she was wearing stockings just like mine.
–Lily, I want one too –Emily said, her voice playful.
Almost immediately, I shifted my attention to her, my hands working skillfully to ease the tension in her feet.

–It seems the guys want a massage too –Emily said, glancing at our male coworkers–. And not exactly on their feet.
–I don’t think they want it with just hands, either –Zoe added, her tone teasing.
–They only have to ask –Vivian said, her voice calm but firm–, and Lily will be happy to oblige.

–I don’t know about you –Juan said, his voice slightly nervous but eager–, but I’d like to try.
–Of course –Vivian replied, her tone dismissive–. Lily, do what you do best.

I crawled over to Juan, starting with a shoulder massage before moving lower. My hands worked their way down to his thighs, and soon I was caressing his growing erection. I leaned in, taking him into my mouth and beginning to service him with practiced skill.

–Look at her go –Emily said, laughing–. She really knows how to suck cock.
–The little slut seems to love it –Zoe added, her voice filled with amusement.
–Fuck it –James exclaimed–. I want a blowjob too.

Without hesitation, I turned my attention to James, his semi-erect cock already waiting for me. I licked and teased him, my instincts taking over as I pleasured both men.

–I want her to take off her clothes –Emily said suddenly, her tone commanding–. I want to see her in lingerie.

Of course, I obeyed the order immediately. As I turned to head to the kitchen, Vivian gave me a hard spank that sent a jolt through my body, making my skin tingle.
–Smile, little bitch –Zoe said, snapping a picture as I winced slightly.

I continued serving the desserts, but then I felt someone push aside the strap of my dress.
–I’m going to fuck this bitch –Juan said, his voice rough with desire.
–Go ahead –Vivian replied casually–. That’s what she’s made for. In fact, she’s already wearing a plug, so you can use her right away.

Juan didn’t waste any time. He pulled out the plug and thrust his hot cock into me. I moaned with pleasure, my body trembling as I felt him fill me. I had done many things before, but I had never serviced two men at the same time. It felt like heaven—giving and receiving pleasure in equal measure. The sensation of having two cocks inside me was driving me wild.

–Now it’s my turn –James said, pulling his penis out of my mouth–. I want to take her from behind.

They switched places, and I took a moment to adjust my hair, turning to smile at the camera with a look that was pure sultry mischief. Then they continued using me—one from the front, the other from behind. Between spankings and thrusts, I felt like I might faint, my legs trembling under the intensity of it all. Luckily, both men were close to finishing. With a few final, intense moans from me, they filled my mouth and ass with their cum. It was the best feeling in the world.

–Don’t hog the whore –Zoe said, her tone playful but firm.
–Yes, and pour me another drink –Emily added, waving her empty glass.

I spent the rest of the night pleasing my coworkers, and it turned out to be one of the happiest days of my life. The highlight came when Vivian announced that, since everyone had such a good time, we would make it a monthly event. At these gatherings, I would serve everyone without exception.

At the end of the night, I managed to take a picture with Vivian. We were both smiling, radiating happiness. I felt incredibly grateful to have met her—she had changed my life in ways I never could have imagined.


Afterword.

I would like to extend my deepest gratitude to everyone who has supported me on this journey of self-discovery and creative expression. Writing " Sissy transformation" has been both a personal and transformative experience, and I am incredibly thankful to my readers for embracing this story with an open heart. Your encouragement and understanding mean the world to me. Special thanks to those who have inspired me to explore themes of identity, acceptance, and empowerment—this book is a testament to the courage it takes to be true to oneself. Thank you for being part of this journey.
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