

Chapter 1: Morning After

Sunlight filtered softly through sheer white curtains, warming Ethan’s bare skin. He stirred slowly, groaning as a deep, dull ache radiated from his backside. His hole felt used and tender — a constant reminder of the night before with Marcus. He was lying on his stomach in a bed that wasn’t his own, wearing nothing but one thigh-high stocking that had survived the night. The rest of his clothes — the shiny black sequin dress, panties, and collar — were scattered across the floor.

He turned his head and saw Lila sitting in a chair by the window, wearing an oversized t-shirt and nothing else. She held a steaming mug of coffee, legs crossed elegantly as she admired him openly with a pleased smile.

“Good morning, sleepy snow bunny,” she purred. “Look at you… all naked and marked up. That view never gets old.”

Ethan’s face flushed. He shifted slightly, wincing at the soreness. Before he could respond, Lila took a slow sip of coffee and said with playful teasing in her voice:

“I made breakfast.”

Her t-shirt lifted slightly as her cock began to harden, rising between her smooth thighs. The joke was obvious, and the hungry look in her eyes made it clear what kind of breakfast she wanted.

Ethan hesitated for only a second. The new submissive instincts he’d been developing took over. He crawled across the bed toward her, still mostly naked, and knelt between her legs on the soft carpet.

“Breakfast sounds good,” he whispered shyly, playing along.

Lila sighed happily as he took her into his mouth. She was already semi-hard and quickly grew to full stiffness between his lips. Ethan sucked her gently at first, then with more enthusiasm, using the skills he’d been practicing. His head bobbed slowly, tongue swirling around the head while one hand stroked the base. Lila’s fingers threaded through his messy hair, guiding him without force.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl,” she moaned softly. “Nice and eager in the morning.”

She came a few minutes later with a graceful shudder, filling his mouth. Ethan swallowed obediently, then rested his head against her thigh, breathing heavily.

Lila stroked his hair affectionately while finishing her coffee. After a comfortable silence, she asked the question that had been hanging in the air:

“So… tell me about last night. Your first real night with a Black man. How did it feel?”

Ethan stayed resting against her leg, voice soft and reflective.

“It was… intense,” he admitted. “Marcus was so much bigger. The stretch hurt at first, but then it felt really good. He fucked me like he owned me. I finally came after all that denial. It was the hardest I’ve ever cum in my life.” He paused, cheeks burning. “I told him I wanted to be a true snow bunny. I meant it.”

Lila smiled down at him warmly. “I’m proud of you. That was a big step. Most white boys fight it for so long. You’re already so much softer and prettier than when we first met.”

She tilted his chin up so he was looking at her.

“This is just the beginning, Ethan. If you really want this lifestyle… we’re going to make you even more feminine. Slower this time. Step by step. Hormones, training, clothes, mannerisms… everything. Until everyone who looks at you knows exactly what you are — a sweet, effeminate sissy.”

Ethan felt a familiar mix of fear and arousal twist in his stomach. His sore ass clenched at the thought.

“I think… I want that,” he whispered.

Lila leaned down and kissed his forehead gently.

“Good girl. Now let’s get some real breakfast. You’re going to need your energy.”

Chapter 2: Girly Shopping Spree

After a light breakfast and a long shower where Lila gently teased his still-sore hole, Ethan found himself back at Feminine Grace with Lila later that afternoon. This time, she had a determined glint in her eye.

“Today we’re not being shy,” Lila announced as they stepped inside. “You’re ready for real sissy girl clothes. The kind that leaves zero doubt what you are.”

Mara, the familiar sales associate, lit up when she saw them. Two younger salesgirls — bubbly college-aged girls named Sophie and Kaylee — were working today as well.

“Oh my gosh,” Sophie giggled immediately, looking Ethan up and down. “Is this the shy boy from last time? You’re back for the full girly treatment?”

Ethan’s face was already burning as Lila led him toward the most revealing section of the store.

They started with the most extreme pieces. Lila pulled out a baby-pink micro skirt so short it looked more like a wide belt. “This one,” she said sweetly. “Try it on with this cropped heart-shaped top.”

In the fitting room, Ethan stripped down to his panties. The outfit was ridiculous: the pink micro skirt barely covered the bottom of his ass, flashing his high-waisted panties and tan lines with every movement. The crop top was tight, white with a big pink heart cutout that framed his smooth chest. It made him look like an exaggerated doll.

When he stepped out shyly, all three salesgirls clapped and cooed.

“Ohhh look at her!” Kaylee laughed. “Such a pretty little sissy. That skirt is criminal — we can see your panties and everything.”

Sophie walked around him, tugging the hem of the skirt up even higher. “Your tan lines are perfect with this. So obvious what you are. Turn around, sweetie. Show us that ass.”

Ethan obeyed, cheeks flaming. The girls kept teasing him playfully but mercilessly.

“Most boys your age are trying to look manly,” Mara added with a smirk. “But you’re embracing the opposite. I love a white boy who knows his place.”

They continued for nearly an hour. Lila made him try on piece after revealing piece:

​●​       A sheer lavender babydoll dress that was completely see-through.

​●​       A glossy red vinyl micro-dress with cutouts over the nipples and ass.

​●​       Pastel rainbow crop tops paired with pleated skirts so short they required matching panties with bows.

​●​       A tiny white tennis skirt set with “Snow Bunny” written across the ass in sparkly letters.

Every time Ethan came out of the fitting room, the salesgirls offered loud, teasing commentary.

“God, your little bulge looks so cute in that,” Sophie said during one outfit. “Everyone’s going to know you’re locked or tiny. Perfect sissy bait.”

By the end, Lila had selected eight extremely revealing outfits — all ultra-girly, short, tight, and designed to showcase his feminized body. Ethan’s hands shook as he paid, his credit card feeling heavier than usual.

As they left the store with several glossy pink bags, the attention outside was immediate.

A group of four tall Black men standing near the mall entrance turned to look. Their eyes raked over Ethan in his new tight pink crop top and micro skirt combo that Lila had insisted he wear out of the store.

“Damn,” one of them called out loudly. “Look at this pretty snow bunny shopping for fuck-me clothes.”

Another whistled. “That ass is barely covered, baby. You shopping for more outfits to wear for real men?”

Ethan kept his head down, face bright red, but his cock twitched hard in his panties. Lila walked beside him proudly, holding his hand.

The men continued catcalling as they passed. One even took out his phone and snapped a quick photo.

Lila leaned over and whispered in his ear, “This is your new life, Ethan. Get used to being looked at… and wanted.”

Ethan said nothing, but deep down, the mix of humiliation and excitement was growing stronger.

He was dressing the part now.

Chapter 3: Hidden Beneath

Ethan balanced several glossy pink shopping bags as he opened the door to the dorm suite. The micro-skirt and crop top Lila had made him wear home still felt obscenely revealing, his tan lines and panties flashing with every step.

The moment he stepped inside, he froze.

In the living room, Jade and Tara were on the couch, both dressed in full feminine attire — matching baby blue babydoll dresses, thigh-high stockings, and full makeup. Their legs were spread wide, and both were desperately humping the air, trying to get friction against their tiny pink chastity cages.

Soft, pathetic whimpers filled the room.

“Please… I’m so close,” Jade whined in her new high, breathy voice, grinding against nothing. Her caged clit was dripping steadily onto the couch cushion.

Tara was biting her lip, eyes half-closed. “It hurts… but it feels good. Just a little more…”

They hadn’t even noticed Ethan at first. When they finally did, both girls blushed deeply but didn’t stop their desperate movements.

“Hi Ethan…” Tara said sweetly, still humping. “We’re trying to cum in our cages again. The Bulls said good girls can sometimes earn it if they’re pathetic enough…”

Ethan stood there awkwardly, bags in hand, unsure what to say. The sight of his once-dominant roommates reduced to this — locked, denied, and feminized — sent a strange jolt through him.

“I… I have class soon,” he mumbled, quickly retreating to his room.



Ethan closed his door and tried to ground himself. He needed to look normal for class. He couldn’t wear the new ultra-revealing outfits to campus.

He pulled on a pair of regular loose jeans and a plain gray hoodie, trying to layer his new feminine reality underneath. But underneath, he was still wearing the high-waisted pink lace panties and the tight crop top from the mall. His tan lines were visible if his jeans rode down even slightly, and the faint scent of Lila’s perfume still clung to his skin.

When he looked in the mirror, something was clearly… off.

His posture was slightly softer. His walk had a subtle sway after weeks of practice. His eyebrows were shaped more delicately than before. Even in guy clothes, the new feminine underwear created small but noticeable lines under the hoodie, and the way the jeans sat over his micro-skirt underneath made his hips look different.

He sighed and headed out.



On campus, the reactions were immediate and constant.

In the hallway, two girls from his sociology class did a double-take. One whispered loudly, “Is that Ethan? Why does he look… weirdly pretty?”

A tall Black guy walking past gave him a long, knowing smirk. “Nice walk, snow bunny. Those hips don’t lie.”

Even in class, when Ethan sat down, his hoodie rode up slightly, flashing the tiniest sliver of his pink crop top and the top of his tan lines. The girl sitting next to him — Claire, the one who had given him Liora’s card — noticed immediately and smiled knowingly.

“New underwear?” she whispered. “You’re not fooling anyone anymore, Ethan. Everyone can tell you’re changing.”

Ethan spent the entire lecture blushing, painfully aware of how his body moved and how the feminine clothes hidden beneath his “normal” outfit made him feel both exposed and strangely thrilled.

By the time he got back to the suite after class, Jade and Tara were still in the living room, now cuddling and softly kissing each other while remaining locked and denied.

Ethan slipped into his room, heart racing.

He was starting to realize the truth: no matter what guy clothes he wore on the outside, the changes underneath — and inside — were becoming impossible to hide.

Chapter 4: Salon Celebration

The next morning, Lila was in an especially playful mood.

“You officially lost your snow bunny virginity to a real man,” she announced while Ethan was still in just his panties. “That deserves a proper celebration. I’m taking you to the salon today — my treat.”

Ethan felt a familiar flutter of nervous excitement. “What kind of salon?”

“The kind that helps pretty girls like you look even prettier.”



Blissful Salon was a high-end, feminine-focused spa that catered heavily to the growing sissy community. Soft pastel colors, calming music, and the scent of lavender filled the air. Lila had booked a full “Sissy Glow Package.”

They started with facials.

Ethan lay back in a plush chair while a cheerful aesthetician named Vanessa applied warm towels, creams, and masks. Lila sat beside him, holding his hand.

“You’re glowing already,” Vanessa cooed as she gently massaged his face. “Such soft skin for a boy. We’ll make it even softer.”

Ethan’s face turned pink as she worked. The treatment left his skin smooth, slightly flushed, and faintly scented with rose and vanilla.

Next came nails.

They moved to the manicure station. Two technicians worked on him — one on his hands, one on his feet. Lila insisted on a feminine but not overly dramatic style: glossy baby pink on his fingers with delicate white tips, and matching pedicure with small heart decals on his big toes.

“These are adorable,” the nail tech giggled. “Everyone’s going to notice those hands now. Very sissy chic.”

Ethan kept staring at his new shiny pink nails, flexing his fingers. They looked undeniably girly. Every movement made him more aware of them.

After the nails, they moved to the massage room for full-body massages.

Lila and Ethan lay side by side on adjacent tables. Strong, skilled hands worked over Ethan’s body — shoulders, back, legs, and even his still-sore ass. The masseuse was professional but clearly aware of what he was.

“You carry a lot of tension in your hips, sweetie,” she said lightly. “That’s common for girls who’ve recently started taking cock.”

Ethan buried his face in the cushion, mortified but deeply aroused. The combination of the massage oil, the feminine scent in the air, and his new pink nails made him feel softer, more delicate.

As the session wound down, Vanessa — the aesthetician from earlier — came back to check on them.

“You two look fantastic,” she said warmly. Then, looking at Ethan’s smooth but still lightly hairy legs and arms, she added casually:

“Next time, we should definitely do laser hair removal. It’ll make your skin so much smoother and more feminine. Most of our sissy clients do full-body sessions. You’d look incredible with completely smooth skin.”

Lila smiled brightly. “That sounds perfect. What do you think, Ethan?”

Ethan swallowed, staring at his pretty pink nails. The suggestion felt like another step down the path — permanent, visible, irreversible in its own way.

“I… I’ll think about it,” he said softly.

But deep down, he already knew he would probably say yes.



As they left the salon, Ethan’s skin felt silky, his nails sparkled with every gesture, and his face had a noticeable healthy glow. Lila linked arms with him as they walked back toward campus.

“See? This is what celebrating your new life looks like,” she whispered. “And we’re only getting started.”

Ethan looked down at his feminized hands and felt the deep, warm pull of surrender growing stronger.

Chapter 5: Daily Returns

Over the next week, Lila made it her mission to push Ethan further.

Every morning she would text him outfit suggestions or send photos of the ultra-revealing clothes they’d bought. “Just the pink micro skirt and crop top today? You’d look so cute on campus 💕” or “Wear the sheer babydoll dress under your hoodie. No one has to know… at first.”

Ethan wanted to obey her. He really did. But the fear of being fully exposed on campus still held him back. Each day he compromised.

He would wear his new high-waisted panties and sometimes the tight crop top underneath, but on the outside he stuck to gender-neutral or slightly masculine clothing — loose hoodies, slim-fit jeans, and plain sneakers. From a distance he still looked like a regular guy, but anyone paying attention could see the subtle changes: the slight sway in his walk, the glossy pink nails he hadn’t removed, the faint scent of salon products, and the occasional flash of lace when he bent over.

Lila was patient but persistent. “You’re so close, sweetie. One day soon you’ll walk out the door in a skirt and feel how right it is.”



Every evening when Ethan returned to the dorm suite, he was greeted by a new humiliating display from Jade and Tara.

Monday: They were on the floor in a 69 position, desperately grinding their caged clits against each other’s faces while wearing matching maid outfits. Soft, frustrated whimpers filled the room as they tried to get enough stimulation to cum.

Tuesday: Tara was tied spread-eagle to a chair with pink ribbons while Jade rode a suction-cup dildo mounted on the coffee table, bouncing pathetically and trying to make her cage rub against the base. Both were begging the air for release.

Wednesday: They had created a “denial station.” Both girls were on all fours with their asses raised high, humping against large plush stuffed animals while wearing diapers over their cages “so we don’t make a mess when we leak,” Jade explained breathily.

Thursday: The most creative yet — they had set up a mirror and were making out passionately while humping each other’s thighs, forced to watch their own desperate, locked reflections. “We’re so pathetic,” Tara moaned. “Good girls should be able to cum like this…”

Friday: Ethan walked in to find both of them suspended in soft pink sex slings they had ordered online, legs spread wide, gently swinging as they tried to rub their dripping cages together mid-air. Their makeup was smudged from hours of effort.

Each night they greeted him sweetly with curtsies and breathy voices:

“Welcome home, Ethan~”

“Did you have a good day as a handsome boy?”

They never asked him to join. They simply performed their desperate, creative denial routines like broken little dolls, growing more inventive and degrading every single day.

Ethan would watch for a few minutes, cock straining in his hidden panties, before retreating to his room. The constant denial he witnessed only made his own submission feel more inevitable.



By the end of the week, Lila sent him a final text:

Lila: One day soon you won’t hide under boy clothes anymore. You’ll walk out dressed like the pretty sissy you are. I can’t wait to see it.

Ethan stared at his reflection — still in jeans and a hoodie, but with shiny pink nails, smooth glowing skin, and delicate panties underneath. He knew she was right.

The changes were happening faster now.

He just wasn’t fully ready to show the world… yet.

Chapter 6: In Charge

Ethan was jolted awake Saturday morning by loud, desperate moans coming from the living room.

“Ahh~! Please… I need it…”

“Grind harder, Tara… I’m so close but I can’t…”

Jade and Tara were at it again — loud, pathetic, and completely lost in their denial. The sounds of cages clicking, bodies grinding, and frustrated whimpers filled the suite.

Ethan groaned, rubbing his eyes. He’d barely slept after a long week of hiding his changes on campus. This was getting ridiculous.

He got up, still in just his pink high-waisted panties, and walked into the living room. Jade and Tara froze mid-hump, both flushed and leaking.

“Enough,” Ethan said firmly. “You two woke me up again.”

The two feminized roommates looked up at him with wide, needy eyes.

Ethan crossed his arms. “I’ll help you cum tonight… but only under two conditions. First, I’m completely in charge. You do exactly what I say. Second, you never wake me up again with your horny noises. Deal?”

Jade and Tara nodded eagerly, almost in unison.

“Yes, Ethan! We promise!” Tara said breathily.

“We’ll be good quiet girls,” Jade added, curtsying even while on her knees.



That afternoon, Ethan sent them on a mission.

“Go to the adult store and buy two new black vibrating butt plugs. The biggest ones that still fit. I want them strong.”

They left immediately, returning two hours later with flushed cheeks and a discreet black bag. They showed him the plugs — thick, black, with powerful remote-controlled vibrations and flared bases.

“Good girls,” Ethan said, feeling a strange rush of power.



That night, Ethan sat on the couch wearing only his sheer pink panties. Jade and Tara stood before him in full sissy mode — tiny white skirts, crop tops, full makeup, and their chastity cages clearly visible.

“Strip down to just your cages and stockings,” Ethan ordered.

They obeyed instantly. Ethan had them insert the new black plugs in front of him, then turned both remotes to full power.

The effect was immediate. Both girls gasped and whimpered as strong vibrations buzzed deep inside them. Their locked clits dripped steadily.

“Now… worship me,” Ethan commanded softly.

Jade and Tara dropped to their knees between his legs. Tara took his cock into her warm, glossy mouth first, sucking eagerly while Jade buried her face between his cheeks, licking and eating his ass with desperate devotion. They worked in tandem — one sucking and stroking him, the other rimming him sloppily — while their plugs buzzed loudly on maximum.

Ethan leaned back, moaning softly as waves of pleasure rolled through him. The power felt intoxicating. His two former bullies were now perfectly trained sissies, serving him while helplessly stimulated.

He lasted longer than expected, enjoying their eager submission. When he finally felt his orgasm building, he gripped Tara’s hair.

“I’m going to cum,” he warned.

Right as the first powerful spurt shot into Tara’s mouth, Ethan hit the buttons on both remotes.

“Cum. Now.”

Both Jade and Tara moaned loudly around him. Their bodies shook as weak, ruined orgasms finally hit. Thin, watery streams of cum leaked pathetically from their caged clits onto the floor — nowhere near a full release, but enough to leave them trembling and whimpering in relief.

They continued gently cleaning him with their tongues afterward, soft and obedient.

“Thank you, Ethan…” Jade whispered dreamily.

“We’ll be quiet girls from now on,” Tara promised, still leaking.

Ethan looked down at his two feminized, broken roommates and felt another layer of his old self quietly slip away.

He was starting to enjoy being in control.

Chapter 7: Marked Path

Lila didn’t give Ethan much time to overthink it.

Two days after he helped his roommates cum, she scheduled the laser hair removal session at the salon. “It’s time, sweetie. You’ll feel so much smoother.”

Ethan was nervous but went along with it.



At the salon, Vanessa and another technician worked on him for nearly two hours. They did his legs, arms, chest, back, and finally his pubic area. The laser stung sharply with each pulse, but the promise of smooth, feminine skin kept him in the chair.

As they worked on his groin, Vanessa giggled.

“Oh, we should leave him a little something. As a joke.”

The other girl laughed. “A little arrow? Perfect for a snow bunny.”

They left a thin, neatly trimmed strip of hair just above his caged clit — shaped like a downward arrow pointing directly at his locked, smooth package. When they showed him in the mirror, Ethan’s face burned with humiliation.

“It’s so… obvious,” he whispered.

“Exactly,” Vanessa said cheerfully. “Now everyone will know exactly where to look.”



Ethan left the salon feeling incredibly smooth. His skin was pink and sensitive, but the difference was striking. He wore loose masculine clothes over his lingerie on the way back to campus — jeans and a hoodie — trying to hide how different he felt underneath.

He didn’t make it far.

Near the edge of campus, he bumped into Darius — one of the tall, dominant Black Bulls from the parties. The man recognized him immediately.

“Well, well… if it isn’t Ethan. You’re looking softer every time I see you.”

Darius’s eyes scanned him hungrily. “Got a few minutes? I need a quickie. My car’s right over there.”

Ethan’s heart raced. He knew he should say no… but the new submissive pull was stronger. He nodded shyly.

In the backseat of Darius’s tinted SUV, Ethan was quickly stripped down to just his high-waisted pink lingerie panties. Darius was already hard. He pulled Ethan’s head down and fucked his mouth with deep, rough thrusts, groaning in satisfaction.

“Fuck, your mouth is getting good, snow bunny.”

After a few minutes, Darius bent Ethan over the seat, pulled his panties aside, and fucked him hard and fast — raw, powerful strokes that made Ethan moan into the leather. The fresh laser-treated skin made every sensation more intense. Darius came deep inside him with a satisfied grunt.

As Ethan tried to catch his breath, Darius gathered up all of Ethan’s masculine clothes — jeans, hoodie, shoes, even his socks.

“You won’t be needing these anymore,” he said with a smirk. “Walk home like the pretty girl you’re becoming.”

He pushed Ethan out of the car wearing nothing but the pink high-waisted panties, his new arrow-shaped pubic hair clearly visible, and his smooth, hairless body glowing under the afternoon sun.

Ethan stood on the sidewalk, mortified, trying to cover himself with his hands as Darius drove away.

The walk back to the dorm was one of the most humiliating experiences of his life. Every person who passed stared. A group of girls giggled. Two Black guys whistled. His smooth skin and the little arrow pointing to his panty-covered clit drew even more attention.

By the time he slipped into the dorm suite, his face was burning and his panties were soaked with a mix of Darius’s cum and his own leaking arousal.

Jade and Tara looked up from the couch, eyes wide.

“Wow…” Tara whispered. “You look so much prettier already.”

Ethan said nothing. He just walked to his room, heart pounding, knowing that another piece of his old masculine identity had been stripped away.

Chapter 8: Exposed on Campus

After the humiliating walk home in just his panties and the laser treatment, something finally broke inside Ethan.

The next morning, he stood in front of his mirror for a long time. His smooth, hairless body glowed. The little arrow of pubic hair pointed shamelessly at his caged clit. He thought about all the effort he was putting into hiding — and how pointless it was becoming.

He texted Lila:

I’ll do it today.

She replied almost instantly with heart emojis.



Ethan chose one of the less extreme but still very obvious outfits they had bought: a soft pastel pink pleated skirt that stopped mid-thigh, a white cropped sweater with a heart cutout over his chest, thigh-high white stockings, and his glossy pink nails. Underneath, he wore his favorite high-waisted sheer panties. His smooth legs and feminine tan lines were fully visible.

He felt completely exposed the moment he stepped out of the dorm. Every step made the skirt swish against his thighs. Heads turned immediately. Whispers followed him across campus.

By the time he reached his Sociology of Modern Relationships class, his face was permanently flushed.

He sat near the back, but it didn’t help. Several students stared openly. Claire gave him a proud thumbs-up. A few Black guys in the back row smirked and muttered comments he couldn’t quite hear.

Professor Lang — a tall, charismatic Black man in his mid-40s who taught the class with sharp wit — noticed him immediately. His eyes lingered on Ethan’s smooth legs and short skirt throughout the lecture.

When class ended, Professor Lang’s deep voice cut through the noise:

“Ethan? Stay after class for a moment, please.”

Ethan’s heart pounded as the other students filed out. He stood nervously in front of the professor’s desk, tugging at the hem of his tiny skirt.

Professor Lang leaned back in his chair, studying him with calm, appraising eyes.

“You’ve changed quite a bit recently,” he said, voice low. “I’ve noticed. The way you dress… the way you carry yourself. It suits you.”

He paused, letting the silence stretch.

“Your grades have been slipping lately. I’d hate to see you struggle. But I think we could work something out.” He smiled slowly. “Private tutoring sessions after class, twice a week. Just you and me. I’m sure we could find ways for you to earn some… extra credit.”

The implication was crystal clear. His eyes drifted down to Ethan’s smooth thighs and the front of his skirt.

“It would go a long way toward improving your grades,” the professor added, his tone smooth and suggestive. “A very long way.”

Ethan stood there, face burning, cock twitching in his panties. The offer hung heavy in the air — sexual favors in exchange for academic security. Another clear step deeper into his new reality.

“I… I’ll think about it, Professor,” he whispered, voice small.

Professor Lang smiled. “Good girl. Take your time. But don’t take too long.”

Ethan left the classroom on shaky legs, the short skirt brushing his smooth thighs with every step. The weight of the professor’s offer followed him all the way back to the dorm.

He was no longer just dressing feminine.

He was being treated differently because of it.

Chapter 9: Club Night

Lila’s eyes lit up the moment Ethan walked into her apartment wearing the pastel pink pleated skirt, cropped white sweater, and thigh-high stockings.

“Oh my god, sweetie!” she squealed, clapping her hands together. “You finally did it! Look at you — so cute and obviously sissy. That skirt is perfect on your smooth legs. Spin for me!”

Ethan blushed deeply but obeyed, giving a shy twirl. The skirt flared up, flashing his pink panties and the little arrow of pubic hair pointing down.

Lila pulled him into a tight hug. “This deserves a celebration. We’re going clubbing tonight. I want to show you off.”



The club was called “Velvet Pulse” — a popular downtown spot known for its mixed crowd, heavy bass, and open-minded atmosphere. Lila wore a tight black dress while Ethan stayed in his feminine campus outfit, which now felt even more revealing under the pulsing neon lights.

As soon as they entered, heads turned.

Lila guided him onto the dance floor. At first Ethan was nervous, but the music and Lila’s encouragement helped him loosen up. Soon, several tall Black men approached them. Lila smiled and pushed Ethan toward them.

“Dance with the nice men, snow bunny.”

Ethan found himself surrounded. Strong hands rested on his waist and hips as he danced. One man pressed against his back, grinding slowly while another faced him, their bodies sandwiching him. The short skirt rode up constantly, exposing the bottom of his ass and panties. He felt completely objectified — and strangely thrilled by it.

Drink after drink appeared in his hands. The men kept buying him sweet, fruity cocktails. “For the pretty girl,” they’d say with knowing smirks. Ethan lost count after the fifth one. The alcohol made his movements looser, his inhibitions melting away.

Lila danced nearby, watching approvingly as Ethan got more attention than she did.



By 1 AM, Ethan was tipsy and flushed. One of the men he’d been dancing with most of the night — a tall, muscular guy named Jamal — leaned in close.

“You’re coming home with us,” he said confidently, nodding toward Lila.

Lila smiled and took Ethan’s hand. “Let’s go, baby.”



Back at Jamal’s upscale apartment, things moved quickly.

The three of them barely made it to the bedroom before clothes started coming off. Lila kissed Ethan deeply while Jamal watched, then pushed him gently onto the bed.

“You’ve been such a good girl tonight,” Lila whispered as she slipped his panties down, exposing his caged clit and the arrow pointing to it. Jamal chuckled at the sight.

“Creative,” he said approvingly.

Lila unlocked Ethan’s cage for the night. While Jamal undressed, revealing a thick, heavy cock, Lila took Ethan into her mouth, sucking him slowly to full hardness. Jamal positioned himself behind Lila, sliding into her while she continued blowing Ethan.

Then they switched.

Jamal lay back on the bed while Ethan was placed on all fours between his legs. As Ethan sucked Jamal’s thick cock — taking it as deep as he could while moaning — Lila got behind him and fucked him with a strap-on she’d brought. The dual sensation was overwhelming: a real cock filling his mouth while Lila thrust into him from behind.

Ethan was lost in pleasure. The alcohol, the dancing, the constant attention — it all built into a haze of submission. Jamal eventually pulled out of his mouth and moved behind him, replacing Lila’s strap-on with his real cock.

He fucked Ethan hard while Lila knelt in front of Ethan, letting him eat her out. The room filled with moans and the sound of skin slapping skin. Jamal came deep inside Ethan with a deep groan. Moments later, Ethan finally came hard across the sheets, trembling from the intense release.

Lila finished by riding Ethan’s face until she came as well.

They collapsed together in a sweaty, satisfied pile. Jamal kissed Ethan’s forehead and said, “You’re a natural snow bunny.”

Lila stroked his hair lovingly. “See? This is what your new life can feel like.”

Ethan lay there between them, sore, sticky, and glowing — deeper than ever into his sissy awakening.

Chapter 10: Extra Credit

After two days of nervous pacing in his dorm room, Ethan finally sent the message:

Ethan: I’d like to take you up on the tutoring sessions, Professor Lang.

The reply came quickly:

Professor Lang: Smart choice. My office, Thursday at 6 PM. Don’t be late, princess.



Thursday evening arrived. Ethan dressed carefully in one of his new feminine outfits — a soft lavender crop top and a short white pleated skirt that showed off his smooth laser-treated legs. His heart was racing as he knocked on the professor’s office door.

Professor Lang greeted him with a calm, authoritative smile. The tall Black man closed the door behind Ethan and locked it.

“Locking it for privacy,” he explained smoothly. “We wouldn’t want any interruptions during your… tutoring.”

What followed was exactly what Ethan had expected.

Professor Lang sat back in his large leather chair and guided Ethan down onto his knees between his legs. Ethan sucked him slowly at first, then with growing eagerness as the professor praised him.

“That’s it… good girl. You’re much better at this than your last paper suggested.”

After several minutes, Professor Lang bent Ethan over his desk, flipped up his short skirt, and pulled his panties aside. He fucked him firmly and deliberately — deep, steady strokes that made Ethan moan and grip the edge of the desk. Papers and pens scattered as the professor took what he wanted in exchange for academic mercy.

When Professor Lang finally came deep inside him, he patted Ethan’s ass affectionately.

“Excellent work today. Your grade is already looking much better. Same time next week.”

Ethan left the office flushed, sore, and leaking into his panties. His legs felt shaky as he walked down the empty hallway toward the exit.



He didn’t make it far.

Three girls from his sociology class — including Claire — were walking toward him from the other direction. They clearly knew exactly what had just happened.

“Oh my god,” one of them laughed loudly. “Look at Ethan! Skirt all messed up and walking funny.”

Claire smirked, eyeing his flushed face and the way he kept tugging his skirt down. “Professor Lang’s ‘special tutoring,’ right? We all know what that means. You’re not the first sissy to trade ass for grades.”

The third girl giggled and covered her mouth dramatically. “Did he bend you over his desk? You’ve got that freshly-fucked glow. So pathetic… but kind of hot in a sad way.”

They surrounded him for a moment, taunting playfully.

“Bet your little clit was leaking the whole time.”

“Snow bunny gets better grades on her knees.”

“Careful, girls. Soon he’ll be sucking dick for all his classes.”

They burst into laughter as they walked past, leaving Ethan standing there mortified, face burning crimson. The humiliation was intense… yet his caged clit twitched hard in his soaked panties.

He hurried back to the dorm, the echoes of their laughter following him the entire way.

Deep down, he knew he would be going back for “tutoring” again next week.

Chapter 11: Faculty Meeting

The following Thursday, Ethan dressed even more carefully.

He chose a soft baby-pink micro skirt, a sheer white crop top that clearly showed his smooth chest and tan lines, thigh-high stockings, and glossy pink heels Lila had insisted he practice in. His makeup was light but noticeable — mascara, glossy lips, and a touch of blush. He felt both terrified and strangely excited as he walked across campus toward Professor Lang’s office.

Just like last time, he told himself. Get it over with and my grades stay safe.

He knocked on the door at exactly 6 PM.

“Come in,” Professor Lang’s deep voice called.

Ethan stepped inside and froze.

It wasn’t just Professor Lang. Seven other professors were seated around a large conference table — four men and three women. They were all faculty from different departments: History, English, Psychology, and Mathematics. Some he recognized. All of them turned to look at him as he entered.

Professor Lang smiled calmly. “Ah, perfect timing. Come in, Ethan. Close the door behind you.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. “I… I thought this was just tutoring… with you.”

A middle-aged white female professor with sharp features (Professor Elena Voss from English) let out a soft laugh. “Oh honey. Did you really think you could trade favors with just one professor and the rest of us wouldn’t find out?”

Professor Lang leaned back in his chair. “In this new academic reality, we’ve found it more… efficient to handle these arrangements together. All of us expect the same level of dedication from students who need grade support. Especially students like you.”

The room was quiet except for the hum of the air conditioning. All eyes were on Ethan — some amused, some hungry, some appraising.

A tall Black professor from History spoke next. “You’ve already shown what you’re willing to do for Lang. Now you’ll do it for all of us. On your knees, girl.”

Ethan’s legs felt weak, but he slowly lowered himself to his knees in the center of the room, his tiny skirt riding up and exposing the bottom of his ass and panties.

Over the next hour, the faculty took turns.

Professor Lang went first again, using Ethan’s mouth while the others watched and commented. Then the other male professors took their turns — some gentle, some rougher. The female professors were no less demanding. Professor Voss made Ethan eat her out while she graded papers. Another woman made him worship her breasts and then finger her while she stroked his caged clit teasingly.

They passed him around the table like a shared toy. Light conversation about department budgets and upcoming exams continued while Ethan served them. Occasional praise and humiliation were mixed together:

“Good girl… you’re going to be a straight-A student this semester.”

“Look at how well-trained this little snow bunny is.”

“Such a pretty mouth. No wonder your other grades are suffering — you’re clearly meant for this instead.”

By the end, Ethan was flushed, disheveled, leaking heavily into his panties, and covered in a light sheen of sweat. His makeup was smudged, and his knees were sore.

Professor Lang finally spoke as the meeting wrapped up. “Excellent work today, Ethan. Keep this level of dedication and you won’t have to worry about any of your classes. We’ll see you next Thursday.”

Ethan left the room on shaky legs, adjusting his tiny skirt and trying to fix his makeup in the hallway mirror. His mind was spinning.

He had just serviced nearly the entire group of professors.

And he had agreed to do it every week.

Chapter 12: Mounting Costs

Ethan barely made it back to Lila’s apartment after the faculty “meeting.” His legs were shaky, his makeup was ruined, and he could still feel the evidence of multiple loads leaking into his already soaked panties. His short skirt was wrinkled, and his knees were red from spending so much time on the floor.

Lila opened the door and immediately pulled him into a hug.

“Oh sweetie… come here,” she said softly, stroking his hair. There was genuine sympathy in her voice, but her eyes sparkled with clear excitement. “I heard what happened. The whole faculty, huh?”

Ethan nodded weakly, burying his face in her shoulder.

“I feel like such a slut,” he whispered. “They just… passed me around like a toy. Talked about their classes while I was sucking them.”

Lila kissed the top of his head, then pulled back to look at him. “I know it’s a lot. I do feel bad for you… but at the same time…” She smiled, brushing a strand of hair from his face. “Everyone is noticing how pretty you’ve become. The professors, the students, the guys on campus. You’re turning heads everywhere. That’s kind of beautiful, don’t you think?”

She helped him sit down and brought him water while he told her everything that had happened. Lila listened attentively, occasionally squeezing his hand, but he could tell part of her was thrilled by how deep he was sinking.



Later that evening, as Ethan changed into just a sheer babydoll and panties, the conversation turned serious.

“I’m running out of money,” he admitted quietly. “The clothes, the salon trips, the laser, the new heels, makeup… it’s all adding up really fast. My savings are almost gone.”

Lila frowned sympathetically. “I know, baby. Being a proper sissy is expensive.”

Ethan stared at the floor. “I tried applying for normal jobs again… but every place I went to in feminine clothes either laughed or told me they didn’t think I was a ‘good fit’ anymore. One manager literally said ‘We don’t hire snow bunnies.’”

The reality was sinking in. No one wanted to hire an obvious sissy for regular work. His increasingly effeminate appearance — smooth skin, painted nails, soft mannerisms, and revealing outfits — had closed almost every traditional door.

Lila sat beside him on the bed and rubbed his back gently.

“We’ll figure something out,” she said. “A lot of girls in your position find… creative ways to make money. Some do private modeling. Some find generous Bulls who like to spoil them. Others start online content…”

She didn’t push too hard, but the suggestion hung in the air.

Ethan felt overwhelmed. He had crossed so many lines already — dressing fully feminine in public, servicing professors for grades, giving up his body regularly. Now even basic survival was becoming tied to his submission.

“I don’t know what to do,” he whispered.

Lila pulled him into her arms. “You don’t have to decide tonight. But you’re too pretty to go back to being a regular boy now. The world has already decided what you are… we just need to find a way to make it pay.”

She kissed his forehead tenderly, though her hand had slipped down to squeeze his ass possessively.

“Pretty sissies always find a way eventually.”

Ethan lay against her, mind spinning with worry about money, arousal from the day’s events, and the deep, terrifying knowledge that his old life was disappearing faster than he could afford.

Chapter 13: Not Developed Enough

The financial pressure was becoming unbearable.

Ethan spent an entire weekend applying for jobs that felt humiliating but realistic for his current appearance. He avoided normal office or retail positions — he knew those doors were closed now. Instead, he targeted jobs that were borderline sex work, places that openly hired attractive, feminine-presenting people.

He applied to:

​●​       Hooters

​●​       Twin Peaks

​●​       A popular bikini barista drive-thru chain

​●​       A trendy nightclub serving as a cocktail server

​●​       A high-end “maid café” that catered to certain tastes

He attached photos of himself in his most revealing outfits — short skirts, crop tops, full makeup, smooth legs on display. In his cover letters he tried to sound eager and “open-minded.”

The responses were swift and brutally honest.



Hooters:

The manager, a middle-aged woman, looked him up and down during the in-person interview. “You’ve got the look going, I’ll give you that. Cute face, great legs, nice ass. But… honey, we need girls with tits. You’re flat as a board. Customers expect something to look at when they order wings. Come back when you’ve got at least a real B-cup.”



Bikini Barista Drive-Thru:

The owner laughed when Ethan showed up in a tiny pink bikini top and micro skirt for the interview.

“Listen, sissy. You’re adorable and you’d get plenty of tips from guys who like your type. But our customers want to see bouncy tits in those tiny tops. You don’t have any. No tits, no job. Simple as that.”



Twin Peaks and the Maid Café gave nearly identical responses. They were polite but firm — he had the face, the legs, the submissive energy, but his chest was too masculine, too flat. He simply wasn’t “developed” enough to be visually appealing in the revealing uniforms they required.

By the end of the week, Ethan had been rejected from every single borderline job he applied for.

He returned to the dorm suite defeated, still wearing the tiny white pleated skirt and crop top from his last interview. Jade and Tara were in the living room, as usual, locked and desperate.

“Rough day?” Tara asked sweetly, tilting her head.

Ethan sat down heavily on the couch. “No one will hire me. They all say the same thing… I don’t have breasts. I’m not developed enough to be a proper sissy waitress or barista.”

Jade gave him a sympathetic look. “A lot of us had to get implants before we could make real money. It’s just… part of the process.”

Ethan stared down at his flat chest. The realization hit him hard. If he wanted any kind of income, if he wanted to keep affording the clothes, salon visits, and lifestyle that were now consuming him… he would eventually need breasts.

Small ones, maybe. Just enough to fill out the uniforms. Just enough so people would stop seeing him as “almost” and start seeing him as a proper sissy.

That night, he lay in bed scrolling through before-and-after photos of small breast implants. Cute, perky A or small B cups. Noticeable enough that everyone would know he had real breasts… but not so big that he could ever be mistaken for a real girl.

He was one major step away from making that commitment permanent.



Chapter 14: Killing the Mood

Lila thought a party would cheer him up.

“You’ve been so down about the job rejections,” she said, rubbing his back. “Let’s go out tonight. A smaller sissy party. You can wear that cute new pink outfit. It’ll be fun.”

Ethan didn’t have the energy to argue. He let her dress him in the baby-pink micro skirt and heart crop top, added light makeup, and followed her to the party.



The gathering was at a spacious private house — intimate, with only about fifteen people. Music played softly. Sissies in various states of femininity mingled with several Black Bulls. Ethan tried to stay close to Lila, but his mood was heavy.

About an hour in, a tall, muscular Black man named Tyrone — one of the more popular Bulls at these events — approached them. He looked Ethan up and down, eyes lingering on his chest.

“Damn, you’re cute as hell,” Tyrone said, reaching out to squeeze Ethan’s ass. “But what’s up with the flat chest? Why don’t you have tits yet, girl? You’re dressed like a proper snow bunny but you’re missing the best part.”

The question hit Ethan like a slap.

He tried to laugh it off at first, but something inside him cracked. All the rejections from job interviews, the professors using him, the constant comments about his body, the money stress — it all came rushing out at once.

“Because that’s all anyone wants!” Ethan suddenly burst out, voice cracking. “Everyone keeps saying the same thing! ‘Get tits. You need breasts. You’re not fuckable enough without them. You can’t even get a job without them.’ I’m trying so hard and it’s never enough. I’m just a flat, pathetic sissy who can’t even…”

His voice broke. Tears welled up in his eyes. The room grew quiet as several people turned to stare.

Lila touched his arm gently. “Ethan, sweetie…”

But it was too late. Tyrone sighed and shook his head.

“Look, I get it, but you’re killing the mood, girl. This is supposed to be a fun party. If you’re having a breakdown about your tits, maybe you should go home and sort that shit out first.”

Another Bull nearby nodded in agreement. “Yeah. Not trying to be mean, but this energy is bringing everyone down.”

A couple of the sissies looked at him with pity, but no one defended him.

Lila gave Ethan an apologetic look. “Come on, baby. Let’s go.”

She guided him out of the house while he fought back tears. The walk to the car was silent and humiliating. Ethan felt smaller than ever.

In the car, Lila reached over and squeezed his hand.

“I’m sorry that happened,” she said softly. “But… maybe this is the push you need. You’ve been fighting it for weeks. If you really want this lifestyle — if you want to be desired, to make money, to feel complete — you know what you have to do.”

Ethan stared out the window, mascara running slightly down his cheeks.

He knew exactly what she meant.

Small breast implants.

The final visible step that would mark him permanently as a sissy.

Chapter 15: The Obsession

In the days after the humiliating party breakdown, Ethan became completely obsessed.

He spent hours every night scrolling through before-and-after photos of sissy breast implants. Small, perky A-cups and small B-cups. Cute, feminine breasts that would fill out crop tops and bikinis but still leave him clearly recognizable as a sissy — not a real girl. He imagined how they would bounce when he walked. How men would stare at his chest instead of mocking his flatness. How the professors, the Bulls, and potential employers would finally see him as “developed.”

But the obsession came with deep anxiety.

This is permanent, he kept thinking. There’s no going back after this. I’ll have real breasts for the rest of my life.

He would touch his flat chest in the mirror, squeezing the skin, trying to imagine the weight and shape of implants underneath. The thought terrified him… and made him leak into his panties with shameful arousal.



The financial reality hit hardest.

After checking his bank account and credit cards, Ethan sat on his bed in just panties and stared at the numbers. Even the cheapest implant options were thousands of dollars — money he simply didn’t have. The clothes, salon visits, laser, and constant partying had drained him.

“I can’t even afford them,” he whispered bitterly. “I finally want this and I still can’t have it.”



A few days later, Ethan was at a small casual sissy meetup when Ruby — the artist who had used him as a living statue — pulled him aside.

“I heard about what happened at the party,” she said gently. “And I heard you’re struggling with money for implants.”

Ethan nodded, embarrassed.

Ruby leaned in closer. “There’s a doctor — Dr. Harlan. He’s very popular in our community. He does high-quality small implants… and he’s known for working out special payment plans with girls who can’t afford the normal rates.”

“What kind of payment plan?” Ethan asked.

Ruby smiled knowingly. “Favors. You’d have to spend some time with him and a few of his close friends. Multiple sessions. But he’s very skilled, and the results are beautiful. A lot of sissies have gone through him.”

Ethan’s stomach twisted with anxiety, but the relief was stronger. Someone was finally offering him a path forward.

“Really?” he said, voice hopeful. “I… I think I want that. Thank you, Ruby. Seriously. I’ve been so stressed about this.”

Ruby gave him a warm hug. “Of course, sweetie. Just message me if you want his contact. He’ll take good care of you.”

Ethan left the meetup with a strange mix of emotions: deep anxiety about the permanence of implants and what “favors” would actually entail… but also genuine relief that a door had finally opened.

That night, he lay in bed touching his flat chest again, whispering to himself:

“Soon…”

Chapter 16: The Doctor’s Offer

The private clinic was discreetly located in an upscale part of town. Ethan arrived wearing a simple white crop top and a short pink pleated skirt, his heart hammering in his chest. Lila had offered to come with him but he wanted to do this alone.

Dr. Harlan greeted him personally. He was a tall, handsome man in his late 40s with salt-and-pepper hair, sharp features, and a calm, professional demeanor that somehow made the whole situation feel even more dangerous.

“Come in, Ethan. I’ve heard wonderful things about you from Ruby and some of my other patients.”

The consultation began normally enough — measurements, discussion of implant sizes, recovery time. Dr. Harlan recommended small, perky B-cups that would look natural on Ethan’s slim frame while clearly marking him as a sissy.

Then the tone shifted.

Dr. Harlan leaned back in his chair and folded his hands.

“Now, about payment. I understand you’re in a difficult financial situation. I have two options for girls like you.”

He held up one finger.

Option One: “You can pay through traditional sexual favors. You would come to the clinic regularly — sometimes alone, sometimes with select friends of mine. You would serve us however we desire. This would cover the surgery and aftercare over time.”

He held up a second finger.

Option Two: “You can try my new ‘Sissy Enhancement Package.’ This is an experimental but very successful program I’ve developed. It includes:

​●​       Small, perky breast implants — exactly what you need.

​●​       Advanced nerve rewiring. We’ll make your mouth, your new breasts, and your anus highly erogenous zones. Touching or fucking any of these areas would feel intensely pleasurable.

​●​       Permanent shortening of the Achilles ligaments in both legs. After this, you will only be able to comfortably stand on your toes. You will have to wear heels at all times — even around the house.”

Dr. Harlan smiled calmly, watching Ethan’s reaction.

“This second option would be considered full payment. No further favors needed after the procedures. But it is very permanent. Once we shorten those ligaments and rewire your nerves, there is no realistic reversal.”

Ethan sat there stunned, his mind spinning. The breast implants alone were terrifying enough. But the other modifications… being forced to wear heels forever, having his most intimate areas turned into constant sources of sexual sensitivity…

It was overwhelming.

Dr. Harlan stood up and handed Ethan a sleek black folder with information packets.

“Take your time. Think about it carefully. When you’ve made your decision, contact my assistant and we’ll schedule everything.”

He placed a firm hand on Ethan’s shoulder as he walked him to the door.

“Most girls who choose the full package never regret it. They become exactly what they were always meant to be.”

Ethan left the clinic in a daze, clutching the folder tightly. His mind raced with fear, arousal, and overwhelming temptation.

He now had a real choice.

And both paths would change him forever.

Chapter 17: Point of No Return

That evening, Ethan sat on Lila’s bed, the sleek black folder from Dr. Harlan open in front of him. His hands were shaking slightly as he explained everything.

Lila listened carefully, her expression shifting between sympathy and quiet excitement as he described the two options.

“So… Option One is just sexual favors,” Ethan said quietly. “I keep going to the clinic and letting the doctor and his friends use me until the implants are paid off.”

Lila nodded. “That’s the safer choice in some ways.”

Ethan swallowed hard and continued.

“Option Two is the full package. Small breast implants… plus nerve rewiring so my mouth, tits, and ass become extremely sensitive. And… they shorten the ligaments in my legs so I can only stand on my toes. I’d have to wear heels all the time. Forever.”

He looked up at Lila with wide, terrified eyes.

“Lila… this is permanent. Like, really permanent. I’d never be able to go back to being a normal guy again. Even if I wanted to. I’d have real breasts. I’d walk in heels every single day. My body would be wired to feel sexual pleasure from getting fucked and having my tits played with. This isn’t just dressing up anymore. This is throwing away the rest of my old life.”

His voice cracked.

“I’m so scared. What if I regret it? What if I wake up one day and hate what I’ve become?”

Lila moved closer and pulled him into her arms, stroking his hair gently.

“I know, baby. I know it’s terrifying,” she whispered. “This is the final surrender. Once you do this, Ethan as a regular boy is gone forever. You’ll be a true sissy — soft, pretty, dependent on this new life. Everyone will see your breasts and know exactly what you are.”

She pulled back slightly and looked into his eyes, her voice soft but honest.

“But I also think… this is what you’ve been heading toward all along. You’re already dressing like this every day. You’re already serving professors and Bulls. You’re already happier when you’re pretty and desired. The world doesn’t want the old Ethan anymore. But it does want the new you.”

Ethan stared at the floor for a long time, tears forming in his eyes. The fear was overwhelming. But underneath it was something else — a deep, aching pull. A desire to finally stop fighting.

He took a deep, shaky breath.

“I want to do it,” he whispered. “The full package. I’m terrified… but I want it.”

Lila smiled warmly and kissed his forehead.

“I’m so proud of you. This is a big step, but I think it’s the right one.”



The next morning, with Lila sitting beside him for support, Ethan called Dr. Harlan’s assistant.

“Hi… this is Ethan. I’ve decided to go with the full Sissy Enhancement Package.”

The assistant sounded pleased. “Wonderful choice. We can schedule you in three weeks from today. That gives you time to prepare mentally and physically. Dr. Harlan will be very happy to hear this.”

Ethan hung up the phone and stared at the wall, feeling numb.

In three weeks, he would go under the knife.

In three weeks, he would wake up with real breasts, permanently rewired nerves, and legs that would force him to wear heels for the rest of his life.

There was no turning back now.

Chapter 18: One Last Try

In the three weeks before his scheduled surgery, Ethan felt a growing desperation to say goodbye to the old version of himself.

He decided to spend one final weekend trying to be “Ethan the guy” again — the person he used to be before SissyMatch, before the panties, before Marcus and the professors.



Saturday Morning – Pickup Basketball

He dug out his old basketball shorts and a baggy t-shirt. No makeup. No panties. Just regular boxer briefs underneath.

The court near campus was busy. He joined a pickup game with some guys he vaguely knew from freshman year. At first it felt familiar — running, shouting, competing. But his body had changed. The laser treatments made his skin too smooth. His movements were softer, less aggressive. He missed easy shots. When he jumped for a rebound, someone joked, “Bro, you run like a girl now.”

He only played for twenty minutes before making an excuse and leaving. The guys didn’t even ask him to stay.



Saturday Night – The Bar

Ethan put on his most masculine outfit left in his closet: dark jeans, a plain black button-up, and sneakers. He went to a regular sports bar alone.

He sat at the bar and tried flirting with girls. The first one, a cute brunette, smiled at him politely but excused herself after two minutes. The second — a athletic blonde — openly laughed when he tried a cheesy line.

“Sorry,” she said, not unkindly, “you’re giving off major sissy vibes. No offense.”

Even in guy clothes, something about his posture, his softened features, and the faint scent of salon products gave him away. No one was buying it.



Sunday Night – Guys Night Poker

Feeling defeated, Ethan invited a small group of guys from his dorm floor (including two he barely knew) over for poker. No sissy clothes. No makeup. He tried to act like the old Ethan — cracking jokes, drinking beer, talking about sports.

For a while, it almost felt normal. They laughed, drank, and played cards. But the conversation kept drifting into uncomfortable territory.

One of the guys, Mike, eventually said it.

“Dude… what’s going on with you lately? You’ve been dressing like a chick on campus. Everyone’s talking about it.”

Ethan tried to brush it off, but the mood had shifted. After a few more hands, the guys started joking about his “new lifestyle.”

Then someone suggested changing the betting.

“Fuck money,” one of them said with a grin. “We’re all broke anyway. Let’s bet dares instead.”

The table went quiet for a second, then erupted in laughter and agreement.

Ethan’s stomach twisted with nervous anticipation. He knew where this was probably heading — especially with how he’d been perceived lately.

But he didn’t stop them.

Chapter 19: Last Poker Night

The dares started innocently enough.

After the first few hands, one of the guys — Mike — grinned and said, “Alright, loser of this round puts on something from Ethan’s ‘special collection.’”

Ethan lost the hand.

He was forced to go into his room and return wearing a pair of his high-waisted pink panties under his jeans. The guys laughed and made him show the waistband. A few more losses later, the jeans came off completely, leaving him in just the panties and his t-shirt.

By the fifth hand, Ethan was wearing the full pastel pink pleated micro skirt and the white heart crop top. The guys were howling with laughter as he stood there awkwardly, smooth legs on display, trying to keep the tiny skirt from riding up.

“Fuck, you actually look good in that,” one of them said, half-joking, half-serious.



The bets quickly escalated beyond clothing.

After losing another round, Ethan was ordered to serve the table like a proper sissy waitress. He fetched beers, brought snacks, and had to curtsy every time someone asked for something. The guys started calling him “Emma” instead of Ethan. Every time he bent over to put a drink down, his skirt would flash his pink panties and the little arrow pointing to his caged clit.

They were clearly enjoying themselves. The atmosphere had shifted from friendly guys’ night to something hungrier.



By midnight, Ethan had lost almost every hand.

The final round of dares crossed the line.

“Since you’re losing so badly,” Mike announced with a smirk, “the final bet is simple. Loser of each hand gets a sexual favor from Emma here.”

Ethan’s heart pounded. He knew he should stop this. This was supposed to be his last night as a guy. Instead, he stayed silent and dealt the cards.

He lost the first hand.

The winner, a guy named Ryan, made Ethan kneel between his legs and suck him off while the others watched and drank. Ethan did it quietly, cheeks burning, while the table cheered.

He lost the next hand too.

Another guy took his turn, bending Ethan over the poker table and fucking him from behind while everyone continued playing cards around them. Soft moans escaped Ethan’s lips as he was used.

Hand after hand, he kept losing.

By the end of the night, Ethan had serviced all five guys — some in his mouth, some bent over the table, one while riding him on the couch. They were rough but not cruel, treating him exactly like the sissy they now saw him as.

When it was finally over, Ethan lay on the couch in just his skirt and panties, flushed, leaking, and exhausted. The guys gave him half-hearted pats on the back as they left.

“Best poker night ever, Emma,” one of them called on the way out.

The door closed, leaving Ethan alone in the quiet room.

He touched his flat chest one last time, knowing that in a few weeks it would be gone forever — replaced by real breasts.

This really was the retirement of his old male self.

And it had ended exactly as his new life seemed to demand: on his knees, serving others.

Chapter 20: Failure

Ethan woke up the next morning with a heavy, sick feeling in his stomach.

He was still wearing the pink pleated skirt and crop top from the night before. His body ached in familiar places — jaw sore, ass tender, skin sticky. The poker table was still out, cards scattered, empty beer bottles everywhere. The memory of what had happened played on repeat in his head: losing hand after hand, serving drinks in a tiny skirt, getting fucked and sucked by all of them while they laughed and called him “Emma.”

He sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the floor.

“I couldn’t even do one guys’ night,” he whispered bitterly. “I tried so fucking hard. Basketball. The bar. Dressing like a normal guy. Talking like a normal guy. And they still saw right through me.”

Tears of frustration welled up in his eyes.

“I’m such a fucking failure as a man. I couldn’t even pretend for one weekend. Everyone can tell. The guys on the court, the girls at the bar, my own friends… they all knew I was just a sissy playing dress-up as a boy. Pathetic.”

He clenched his fists, anger mixing with deep shame.

“I’m not good enough to be a man. I never was. That’s why this is happening to me. That’s why I’m about to get fucking tits and have my body changed forever. Because I failed at the most basic thing.”



Lila came over later that afternoon. The moment she saw Ethan curled up on his bed, still in the wrinkled feminine clothes, she knew something was wrong.

She sat down beside him and pulled him into her arms without saying anything at first. Ethan buried his face in her chest and let the tears come.

“I tried, Lila,” he said, voice muffled and broken. “I really tried to be normal again. Just for a few days. But I couldn’t. I’m a joke. A complete failure as a man.”

Lila stroked his hair gently, rocking him slowly.

“Shhh… it’s okay, baby. Let it out.”

She kissed the top of his head and spoke softly but firmly.

“You’re not a failure, Ethan. You’re just… not meant to be that kind of man. The world has already decided that for you. And honestly? You’re so much prettier and sweeter like this. The way you looked serving those boys last night… it felt right, didn’t it?”

Ethan didn’t answer, but he didn’t pull away either.

Lila continued, her voice warm and comforting:

“It’s scary to let go completely. I know that. But you’ve already come so far. Your smooth skin, your pretty clothes, the way you move now… you’re becoming exactly what you’re supposed to be. A soft, desirable snow bunny. And soon you’ll have beautiful little breasts to match.”

She tilted his chin up so he was looking at her.

“You don’t have to be a man anymore. You tried. You failed. And that’s okay. Some boys just aren’t built for it. That doesn’t make you worthless. It makes you perfect for this new life.”

Ethan stayed quiet for a long time, letting her words sink in. The anger slowly drained out of him, replaced by a deep, exhausted acceptance.

“I know,” he finally whispered. “I’m really going to do it. The full package.”

Lila smiled and kissed him gently on the lips.

“That’s my good girl.”

Chapter 21: Surgery Day

The morning of the surgery felt surreal.

Ethan stood in front of the mirror in Lila’s bathroom, staring at his flat chest one last time. He was wearing a simple white crop top and a soft pink skirt — no panties underneath, per the clinic’s instructions. His smooth, hairless body looked so vulnerable. The little arrow of pubic hair had been shaved clean the night before.

He felt nothing but a deep, hollow depression.

No excitement. No last-minute panic. Just a numb acceptance. He had failed as a man. He had failed at everything else. This was simply what came next.

Lila drove him to the clinic. She held his hand the entire way and kissed his cheek when they arrived.

“I’ll be right here when you wake up, pretty girl,” she whispered. “You’re doing the right thing.”



Dr. Harlan greeted him personally in the pre-op room. The doctor was calm and professional, reviewing the procedure one final time: small B-cup implants, full nerve rewiring (mouth, breasts, and anus), and the permanent Achilles ligament shortening.

“Any last questions?” Dr. Harlan asked.

Ethan shook his head. He felt empty.

As the nurse left the room to prepare the anesthesia, Dr. Harlan locked the door and turned back to Ethan with a small smile.

“One final request before we begin,” he said casually. “I find that a little… oral attention helps me focus and stay steady during delicate procedures. Would you mind?”

Ethan looked up at him with dull eyes. In any other state, he might have hesitated or felt shame. But today, the depression was so heavy that resistance felt pointless.

He simply nodded.

Without a word, Ethan dropped to his knees on the cold tile floor, lifted the doctor’s white coat, and pulled down his pants. Dr. Harlan’s cock was already half-hard. Ethan took it into his mouth mechanically, sucking with slow, practiced movements. There was no enthusiasm, no teasing — just quiet, obedient service.

Dr. Harlan sighed in satisfaction, resting one hand gently on Ethan’s head as he grew fully hard.

“That’s a good girl,” he murmured. “Nice and slow. This will help me stay focused while I’m reshaping you.”

Ethan continued sucking, eyes half-closed, barely present. He felt the doctor’s cock throb against his tongue. A few minutes later, Dr. Harlan groaned softly and came down his throat. Ethan swallowed without complaint, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

Dr. Harlan patted his head approvingly.

“Perfect. Thank you, Ethan. You’re going to look beautiful when you wake up.”

The nurse returned shortly after. Ethan was helped onto the gurney, an IV was placed in his arm, and the anesthesia began to take effect.

As the world faded to black, Ethan had one final, hazy thought:

This is really it.

Goodbye, old me.

Chapter 22: The New Reflection (Final Chapter)

Ethan’s eyes fluttered open slowly in Lila’s bed.

The first few days after surgery had been a blur of pain medication, bandages, and gentle care from Lila. Dr. Harlan had done excellent work. The recovery had gone smoothly, and today — ten days post-op — the final bandages had finally been removed.

Lila helped him stand carefully. His feet instinctively rose onto his toes. Thanks to the shortened ligaments, he could no longer stand flat-footed. He had to wear heels even at home now. Lila slipped a pair of soft pink 4-inch heels onto his feet.

“Ready?” she asked softly, guiding him toward the full-length mirror.

Ethan’s heart pounded as he stood in front of it.

He was wearing only a pair of sheer white high-waisted panties. His legs were smooth and hairless. His body had already begun to look softer from the low-dose hormones he’d started two weeks before surgery. But the biggest change was impossible to ignore.

Two small, perky B-cup breasts sat beautifully on his chest. They were round, natural-looking, and undeniably feminine. Sensitive pink nipples crowned each one. The nerve rewiring had already begun to take effect — even the slight movement of air across them sent tingles through his body.

Ethan stared at his reflection in silence for a long time.

He reached up with trembling hands and gently cupped his new breasts. The moment his fingers made contact, a powerful wave of pleasure shot through him. The rewired nerves made them incredibly sensitive. His knees weakened slightly.

“Oh my god…” he whispered.

They were real. Permanent. He now had tits. Everyone who looked at him would immediately know he was a sissy. There was no hiding this. No going back.

Tears welled up in his eyes — a mix of overwhelming emotion, fear, and strange joy. This was the final surrender. The old Ethan was truly gone.

Lila stood behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist and resting her chin on his shoulder.

“You look so beautiful,” she murmured. “So perfect.”

As Ethan continued touching and admiring his new breasts, something else stirred. His caged clit — which had been unlocked for the day — began to harden rapidly. The new nerve sensitivity was intense. Just playing with his nipples sent electric jolts straight down to his groin. Within seconds, he was rock hard, the head of his cock pressing against the sheer fabric of his panties.

A wet spot quickly formed as he started leaking heavily. Clear precum soaked through the front of the panties, dripping down his smooth thighs.

Ethan moaned softly, eyes half-closed, still cupping and gently squeezing his new tits. The pleasure was overwhelming. His body was betraying him in the most delicious way.

Lila smiled warmly, watching his reflection.

“See? Your body already knows what it is now.”

Ethan didn’t respond with words. He simply kept touching his breasts, breathing heavily, leaking uncontrollably into his panties as he accepted the new reality staring back at him in the mirror.

This was him now.

A real snow bunny.
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