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Chapter 1: The App

Ethan stared at the glowing screen of his tablet, the dorm room lights dimmed low. It was 2050, and the world outside his window at Mountain State University felt like it had moved on without him. Twenty-one years old, average height, slim build from years of avoiding the gym, and—according to every dating profile and late-night scroll he’d tortured himself with—completely invisible to women.

At least, white guys like him were.

He ran a hand through his messy brown hair and sighed, pulling up the newsfeed one more time. Another article: “Snow Bunny Summer: Why More White Women Are Choosing BBC This Season.” The comments were brutal but familiar now. “Small dick energy.” “Cute but useless.” “Why settle for a pinkie when you can have a real man?” The memes had evolved from jokes into cultural fact. White men weren’t just out of fashion—they were officially “unmanly.” Even average-sized cocks (and Ethan knew his was perfectly normal, thank you very much) were now labeled tiny in the public consciousness. Dating apps had become ghost towns for guys like him. Matches? Rare. Second dates? Almost mythical.

He closed the tab and opened the new app everyone was whispering about on the underground forums.

SissyMatch.

The icon was simple: a delicate white snowflake melting into a pair of glossy black lips. The tagline underneath made his stomach twist in a way he didn’t entirely hate:

“Find your place. Embrace your truth. Become her.”

Ethan’s thumb hovered over the “Install” button. He’d never worn panties. Never even tried on his sister’s clothes growing up. He jerked off to regular porn most nights—though lately his searches had drifted. Feminization captions. Sissy hypno. Snow bunny training videos. He told himself it was just curiosity. A stress release during finals week.

But tonight, alone in his cramped single dorm, the curiosity felt heavier. More real.

He tapped Install.

The app opened with soft pink and lavender tones, a gentle chime playing as it loaded. A short welcome video started automatically—professional, almost corporate in tone, which somehow made it more unsettling.

“Welcome to SissyMatch,” a smooth female voice said. “In 2050, we recognize that not every white man is built for traditional masculinity. That’s okay. In fact, it’s beautiful. Our platform connects sissy-curious boys with understanding Black Bulls, experienced snow bunnies, and fellow girls-in-training. Whether you’re looking for friendship, guidance, or total transformation… you’re safe here.”

Ethan’s face burned. He paused the video.

A profile setup screen appeared.

Name: He typed “Ethan” then deleted it. E… Ellie? No. Too fast. He settled on “Ethan (curious).”

Age: 21

Height: 5’8”

Body Type: Slim / Twink

Experience Level: Complete beginner. Never crossdressed. Never submitted.

The app seemed to like that. A little heart animation floated up.

Next came the questions. They were intimate.

“How often do you think about serving a superior cock?”

He hesitated, then selected “Sometimes… lately more.”

“Have you ever felt jealous of women receiving real pleasure?”

Yes.

“Would you like personalized training suggestions?”

He selected yes before he could stop himself.

A new notification popped up almost immediately.

Welcome, Curious!

A verified Bull nearby (only 12 miles away) just viewed your partial profile. Would you like to complete it with photos for better matches?

Ethan’s heart hammered. Photos? Not yet. He wasn’t ready for that. He minimized the app and lay back on his bed, staring at the ceiling.

Outside, he could hear laughter from the hallway—probably some girls heading out to a party. He wondered if any of them would even look at a guy like him anymore. The last girl he’d kissed, back in sophomore year, had eventually admitted she was “just experimenting” before moving on to a tall, dark basketball player.

It didn’t hurt as much as it used to. It was starting to feel… expected.

His hand drifted down toward his sweatpants. He was half-hard just from the app. That was new. The shame mixed with something warmer, something that made his breathing shallow.

He opened the app again.

This time he uploaded one photo—his face only, flushed and nervous. No name attached yet.

The matching algorithm spun.

Potential Match Found – 94% compatibility

Marcus B. – Verified Bull, 6’4”, Experienced Mentor

“Looking for a sincere beginner who wants to learn his place. Slow and patient training available. First meet can be public if you’re nervous.”

Ethan stared at the profile picture. Strong jaw, dark skin, confident smile. The kind of man the culture now celebrated openly.

His cock twitched harder in his pants.

He didn’t message. Not yet.

But he didn’t delete the app either.

Instead, he set his tablet aside, turned off the lights, and lay there in the dark, listening to his own heartbeat and the quiet hum of possibility.

Tomorrow was a new day. Maybe he’d just browse a little more. Look at the clothing guides. Read the beginner stories.

No harm in looking.

Right?

Chapter 2: The Gathering

Two days later, Ethan found himself in the passenger seat of a nondescript silver sedan, heart pounding as the city lights of downtown blurred past the window. He’d messaged Marcus back on SissyMatch—not a full commitment, just a cautious “I’m curious about events.” The Bull had been surprisingly understanding and suggested a low-pressure group meetup instead of a one-on-one. “No expectations,” Marcus had written. “Just sissies supporting sissies. Come watch. See if it feels right.”

Ethan had almost backed out a dozen times. He was still wearing his normal clothes: jeans, a plain gray hoodie, sneakers. No makeup, no panties, nothing feminine. Just a curious observer, he told himself. But here he was anyway.

The car pulled up to a sleek, modern loft building on the edge of the arts district. The driver—a quiet, effeminate boy named Jamie who’d picked him up after they matched on the app—gave him a gentle smile. “First time?”

Ethan nodded, cheeks burning.

“You’ll be fine. Tonight’s just fun. No pressure to join in. Lots of us started exactly like you.”

Inside, the loft was softly lit with pink and purple LED strips. Music pulsed low—smooth R&B with a sensual beat. About a dozen people were already there, all white guys in various stages of feminization. Some wore cute skirts and crop tops, others full makeup and heels, a few still in boy-mode like Ethan. They chatted and laughed like old friends. A couple of verified Bulls lingered on the edges, tall, confident Black men in their late twenties and thirties, watching with relaxed amusement but not dominating the space.

A tall sissy in a short pink dress and thigh-high stockings—name tag reading “Lila”—approached Ethan with a fruity cocktail. “New girl? I’m Lila. Relax, honey. This is a safe space.”

Ethan sipped the sweet drink, nerves easing slightly as he settled onto a plush couch along the wall.

The evening started innocent enough. Games. Truth or dare with light penalties. Stories about first times dressing up or messaging a Bull. Laughter filled the room as one sissy demonstrated how to walk in heels. Ethan watched it all, fascinated despite himself. These weren’t broken men. They seemed… happy. Liberated, even. The societal messaging had been pounding in his head for years—white boys like them weren’t desired the old way anymore. Here, they were desired for what they were becoming.

Things grew hotter as the night deepened.

Two sissies moved to the center of the room on a large cushioned area. One, a slim blonde in lingerie named “Skye,” knelt gracefully in front of another named “Mia.” Mia lifted her short skirt, revealing lacy panties already tented. Skye leaned in, kissing along the fabric first, teasing. The room quieted to soft murmurs and encouraging whispers.

Ethan’s breath caught. He didn’t look away.

Skye pulled the panties down slowly, revealing Mia’s smooth, average cock—perfectly normal, just like Ethan’s. But in this new world, it was framed as delicate, pretty, something to be celebrated rather than shamed. Skye took her into her mouth with practiced ease, sucking gently at first, then deeper. Wet sounds filled the air. Mia moaned softly, fingers threading through Skye’s blonde wig.

Nearby, another pair had started. One sissy on all fours, skirt flipped up, while her friend used a small toy on her, fingering her slowly while stroking her own clit-cock. Moans layered over the music. The Bulls watched approvingly from the sidelines, one occasionally offering quiet guidance: “Easy, girls. Make her feel pretty.”

Ethan sat frozen, cock straining hard against his jeans. He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t join the circle when a few others started pairing off more openly—kissing, grinding, sucking in a gentle, exploratory orgy of feminized bodies. He just watched, thighs pressed together, face flushed crimson.

The air smelled of sweet body spray, lube, and sex. Soft feminine gasps and giggles mixed with the slick sounds of mouths and fingers. No one pressured him. A couple of the sissies glanced his way with kind, understanding smiles, as if they remembered their own first night observing.

Lila sat beside him at one point, crossing her smooth legs. “It’s a lot, right? But look how happy they are. No pretending to be something they’re not. Just… pleasure. Service. Becoming what women want us to be now.”

Ethan nodded, unable to speak. His mind raced with conflicting thoughts—shame, arousal, curiosity, fear. Part of him wanted to bolt. Another part wondered what it would feel like to be on that cushion, dressed up, touched.

He stayed until the early hours, watching the group wind down into cuddles and soft aftercare. No one had full penetrative sex with the Bulls tonight—this was sissy bonding time. The casual fun stayed among the girls-in-training.

Jamie drove him back to campus as the sun threatened to rise. “You okay?”

Ethan stared out the window, still half-hard, mind replaying every moan and slick motion. “Yeah. I… I think I want to come again.”

Chapter 3: The Rejection

The next morning, Ethan woke up in his dorm room with a knot in his stomach and a lingering hardness he couldn’t ignore. Sunlight filtered through the blinds as memories from the loft replayed in his mind: the soft moans, the way the sissies touched each other so freely, the casual pleasure they took in their bodies. He’d only watched. He hadn’t joined. Yet his cock had stayed half-hard the entire drive home, and even now, the shame burned hot in his chest.

I enjoyed it, he thought bitterly, staring at the ceiling. What the hell is wrong with me? He wasn’t like them. He’d never dressed up, never submitted. This was just some weird phase triggered by years of rejection and endless online propaganda about how white guys like him were... insufficient. Unmanly. The word stuck in his throat like bile.

He grabbed his tablet and opened SissyMatch. His profile was still there, the partial match with Marcus still showing 94% compatibility. The notification from last night glowed: The girls missed you in the circle. Come back soon?

Ethan’s finger hovered. Then, with a surge of angry determination, he hit the delete button on the app itself. The icon vanished from his home screen. Gone. But when he checked his browser history and account settings, the profile lingered in the cloud—deleted from the device, but not fully erased. He told himself it didn’t matter. He wasn’t going back.

To prove it, he downloaded a mainstream dating app—one of the old ones that still tried to pretend traditional matches happened. He updated his profile with a recent photo, listed himself as a regular college guy interested in movies and hiking, and swiped for an hour. Most matches fizzled instantly. A few conversations died after basic small talk.

Then, surprisingly, one stuck.

Her name was Tara. 22, mixed-race with warm brown skin and a bright smile in her photos. She was studying communications and loved indie bands. Their chat flowed easily—jokes about campus food, shared complaints about finals. She didn’t ask for more photos right away. By evening, she suggested meeting at a casual Italian place near campus the next night. “Sounds fun,” Ethan replied, heart lifting for the first time in weeks. See? Normal life. Normal date.



The restaurant was modestly busy. Ethan arrived early, wearing his best button-down and slacks, trying to project confidence. When Tara walked in, she looked even better than her pictures—curvy, confident, dressed in a fitted top and jeans. She smiled at first... then her expression shifted as she sat down across from him.

“Wait... you’re white?” she said, blinking. The words landed like a slap.

Ethan forced a chuckle. “Yeah. Is that a problem?”

Tara leaned back, scrolling quickly through his profile on her phone as if double-checking. “Your pics looked... I don’t know, different in the lighting. Most of the guys I match with now aren’t... anyway.” She shrugged, but her tone had cooled.

They ordered anyway. Ethan kept the conversation going, asking about her classes, her favorite music. She answered politely at first, but her eyes kept flicking to her phone. When the pasta arrived, she picked at it while steering the talk toward dating trends.

“You know how it is these days,” she said, twirling her fork. “White boys are cute and all, but... let’s be real. Most girls want something more. Bigger energy, you know?” Her gaze dropped pointedly to his lap for a split second, then back up with a mocking little smile. “I bet yours is probably tiny. Like, fun for a second, but why bother when there are real options?”

Ethan froze, fork halfway to his mouth. Heat flooded his face—humiliation mixed with a twisted flicker of something darker, something that reminded him of the moans he’d heard two nights ago. He wanted to defend himself. It’s normal sized. Perfectly average. But the words died in his throat. The cultural narrative was too loud, too pervasive.

Tara checked the time. “This was... interesting. But I think I’m gonna head out. Thanks for the food, though.” She stood up without waiting for the check, grabbing her purse. “Maybe try one of those sissy apps I’ve heard about. Might be more your speed.”

She left him sitting there with two half-eaten plates and the bill for $68. Ethan paid quietly, cheeks burning as the waiter gave him a sympathetic look. The walk back to campus felt endless. Every woman he passed seemed to glance through him, invisible.

Back in his room, he stripped down and lay on the bed, replaying the date. The casual cruelty in Tara’s voice. The way she’d assumed. His hand drifted down, stroking himself slowly as shame and arousal warred inside him. He was rock hard. I hate this, he thought, even as his mind flashed to the group at the loft—soft lips, lace, surrender. To Marcus’s profile waiting somewhere in the cloud.

He didn’t reinstall the app. Not tonight.

But he didn’t delete his account either.



Chapter 4: Thin Walls

The next night, Ethan lay in the darkness of his dorm room, trying to focus on a mindless scrolling session through neutral news feeds. Sleep wouldn’t come. The humiliation from the date with Tara still lingered like a bruise—her casual dismissal, the way she’d eyed him like defective goods. His hand had drifted between his legs more than once that evening, but he’d stopped himself each time, angry at his body’s betrayal.

Then the sounds started.

The walls in the old dorm building were paper-thin. On the other side lived his two roommates, Jake and Tyler—both straight white guys like him, both twenty-two, both complaining for months about the same dating drought. They weren’t gay. They’d made that clear in every late-night bull session. But tonight, something had cracked.

Low grunts filtered through the wall first. Then a rhythmic creaking of bedsprings. A muffled moan—Jake’s voice, strained and reluctant. “Fuck… just do it, man. Need this.”

Tyler’s deeper reply, equally embarrassed but urgent: “Shut up and take it. Neither of us is getting pussy anytime soon.”

Ethan’s eyes widened. He froze, ears straining. The sounds grew clearer: skin slapping skin, wet and insistent. One of them was fucking the other—probably Tyler topping, given the dynamic. Neither sounded enthusiastic about the act itself, but the desperation was raw. They needed release. In 2050, for guys like them, options had narrowed. Women weren’t interested. This was a workaround. A shameful, temporary fix.

“Harder,” Jake gasped, voice breaking. “God, it feels… weird but don’t stop.”

Ethan’s cock hardened instantly against his boxers. He hated it. Hated how his breathing quickened, how the mental image formed—two average, frustrated white boys using each other because real options had dried up. The societal script played in his head: This is what happens when you’re not enough. The slapping sounds intensified, mixed with awkward dirty talk that tried to sound masculine but came out broken. One of them whimpered. A real, needy sound.

He stroked himself slowly under the sheets, matching their rhythm without meaning to. Shame flooded him, hot and thick, but he couldn’t stop listening. Couldn’t stop imagining himself in that room—on his knees instead, dressed softer, being used differently. The sissy gathering flashed back: soft lips, lace, willing surrender. Pleasure without pretending.

The roommates finished with guttural groans and embarrassed mutters afterward. “Never speak of this,” Tyler said. Jake agreed quickly. Beds creaked as they separated.

Silence fell again.

Ethan lay there, heart hammering, his own orgasm denied. The emptiness felt worse than ever. Normal life wasn’t working. The date had proven it. Even his roommates had crossed a line out of pure need.

He reached for his tablet.

The SissyMatch icon wasn’t on his home screen—he’d deleted the app. But the account lingered. He went to the browser, logged in, and the pink interface loaded instantly. His profile. The partial match with Marcus. The invitation to the next gathering.

His thumb trembled as he typed a message to the group chat for upcoming events.

CuriousEthan: I watched last time. Didn’t join. Want to come again this Friday. Just to observe more. No pressure.

The response came fast from Lila, the friendly sissy from before: “Yay! New girls always welcome. Same loft. Wear whatever feels comfy. We’ll keep it light and fun again. Can’t wait to see you, sweetie 💕”

Ethan stared at the confirmation. He didn’t reinstall the full app—just kept the browser tab open. Committed. Another night of watching. Another step closer to whatever this was becoming.

He finally came that night, biting his lip to stay quiet, fantasies swirling between the roommates’ desperate fuck and the soft, feminine moans he’d witnessed before. Sleep came uneasy, but the decision felt made.

Chapter 5: The Gift

Friday night arrived faster than Ethan expected. He told himself he was only going to observe again—like last time. No joining. No dressing. Just watching from the sidelines to scratch the itch that the roommates’ desperate sounds and Tara’s rejection had left festering inside him.

The loft was warmer this time, the lights dimmer, the music slower and more sensual. About fifteen sissies filled the space, many in prettier outfits than before: short skirts, stockings, delicate makeup. A couple of Bulls watched from the comfortable lounge chairs, offering occasional quiet encouragement but letting the girls play among themselves.

Ethan sat on the same couch along the wall, nursing a sweet drink. He wore his usual jeans and hoodie, feeling both out of place and strangely safe. The scenes unfolded much like the first party, only bolder. Skye and Mia were at it again in the center, this time with Skye bent over a padded bench while Mia teased her with slow, shallow thrusts from behind—more simulation than deep fucking, keeping it light and playful. Soft moans and giggles rippled through the room as other pairs kissed, sucked, and ground against each other in lacy heaps. Fingers explored, mouths worshipped, bodies moved with feminine grace.

Ethan’s cock stayed hard the entire night, pressed uncomfortably against his zipper. He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t join the circle when Lila waved him over with a kind smile. He simply watched, thighs squeezed together, breathing shallow. The shame of enjoying it burned hotter than before, especially after deleting and redownloading access to the app. This isn’t me, he repeated in his head. But his eyes stayed glued to every delicate movement, every pretty whimper.

As the evening wound down into cuddles and aftercare, Lila approached him near the door. “You’re still just watching, cutie? That’s okay. Baby steps.” She handed him a small pink gift bag with a wink. “A little something from the group. For when you’re ready. No pressure.”

Ethan took it quickly, mumbling thanks, and slipped out before anyone could say more.



Back in his dorm, he set the bag on his desk and avoided it for three full nights.

He buried himself in classes and studying. The bag sat there like a pink accusation. On the fourth night, the sounds returned through the thin wall.

Jake and Tyler again. Louder this time, less hesitant. Tyler’s voice growled low: “On your knees this time. Fuck, we both need it.” The wet sounds of a mouth followed—sloppy, urgent sucking—then the familiar rhythm of fucking. Jake moaned brokenly, clearly bottoming. “Just use me… get it over with.”

Ethan lay rigid in bed, cock throbbing painfully. The images flooded him: his roommates degrading each other out of sheer frustration because women wouldn’t have them. The same fate staring him in the face. His hand shook as he reached for the pink bag.

He pulled out the lingerie panties. They were exquisite—black satin with delicate white lace trim, ultra-feminine. The front had a small, sheer pouch designed to cradle and push everything forward while simultaneously making it look smaller, more delicate. A tiny white bow sat right above the bulge, drawing the eye directly to it. The back was a thong cut, with a heart-shaped opening that would frame his ass. They screamed “pretty little sissy” while centering attention on what the world now called “unmanly.”

Ethan stripped slowly, heart hammering. He stepped into the panties, sliding them up his smooth legs. The fabric felt cool and silky against his skin. When he pulled them into place, his average cock was pushed snugly into the pouch—visibly outlined, framed by the lace, made to look smaller and more prominent at the same time. The bow sat perfectly above it. He looked down and felt a wave of humiliation crash over him… followed by a rush of forbidden arousal so strong his knees weakened.

He stood in front of the small mirror on his closet door, turning slightly. The thong nestled between his cheeks, the lace teasing him. He looked ridiculous. He looked… pretty. His cock twitched visibly in the sheer pouch, the design ensuring it couldn’t be ignored.

He hated how much he loved it.

Lying back on his bed, still wearing them, Ethan listened to his roommates finish with mutual groans of relief. His own hand slipped down, tracing the lace, stroking himself through the thin material. The sensations were new and overwhelming. He came hard within minutes, biting his pillow to stay silent, shame and pleasure twisting together as the panties stayed on.

He didn’t take them off afterward. Not right away.

Chapter 6: Visible Lines

Ethan spent the days leading up to the next gathering in a haze of secret shame and growing obsession. He wore the black satin panties almost constantly now—under his jeans to class, while studying, even sleeping in them some nights. The way the sheer pouch framed his cock, making it look dainty and highlighted by the little white bow, had become an addiction. Every time he caught a glimpse in the mirror, humiliation surged through him, followed immediately by a throbbing rush that left him weak.

Friday came again. This time, when he dressed for the loft party, he didn’t wear his usual plain boxers underneath. He slipped on the lingerie panties, the high-waisted thong settling snugly on his hips. The lace trim peeked just slightly above his jeans if he moved the wrong way. His heart raced as he left the dorm, the secret pressing against his skin with every step.

The atmosphere at the loft was even more charged than before. More sissies had paired off early, bodies moving together in soft, feminine piles of lace and moans. Ethan took his usual spot on the couch, watching intently as one girl sucked another with slow, worshipful care while a Bull offered quiet praise from the side. His own arousal strained visibly against the satin pouch, hidden only by his jeans.

Halfway through the night, Lila spotted him. Her eyes lit up with recognition. She sauntered over in her short baby-blue dress and sat close, her smooth leg brushing his. “You came back! And… oh my.” Her hand discreetly brushed the waistband of his jeans where they had ridden down slightly. She felt the lace. A knowing smile spread across her glossy lips. “Someone’s wearing their gift. Let me see, sweetie.”

Ethan’s face burned crimson, but he didn’t stop her as she tugged his jeans down just an inch in the dim light. The high-waisted black thong with its delicate white lace and tiny bow was exposed for a moment. Lila’s eyes sparkled. “They look perfect on you. So pretty and obvious. The way they frame that little clit… mmm. You’re making real progress.”

He quickly pulled his shirt down, mortified but rock hard. Lila didn’t push him to join the play. Instead, she stayed beside him the rest of the night, chatting softly between his bouts of watching. As the party wound down, she leaned in. “Hey, I’m going to the tanning salon tomorrow afternoon. The one on campus edge—Sun Kiss. You should come with me. First time’s on me. It’ll help you look cuter in… well, whatever you decide to wear next.”

Ethan hesitated. Tanning felt like another step. But after the panties and the constant secret thrill, he found himself nodding.



The next day, Ethan met Lila at Sun Kiss Tanning Salon. It was a clean, modern place with private rooms. Lila was already in a tiny string bikini when she greeted him, her skin glowing with fresh lines. She handed him a matching white micro-bikini. “Trust me. If you want proper snow bunny tan lines, you need to do it right. The high-waisted thong style will give you those perfect feminine lines—high on the hips, framing everything so nicely. No one will see unless your shirt lifts… but that’s part of the fun, right?”

He resisted at first, insisting on a regular male trunk. But Lila was gentle and persuasive, showing him photos of other sissies with beautiful high-cut tan lines that peeked teasingly above low-rise pants. “It’s just tanning,” she cooed. “Private room. No one else will know. And it feels so good to have a secret like that.”

Ten minutes later, Ethan stood in the tanning bed room wearing the white micro-bikini. The high-waisted bottoms were essentially a feminine thong—strings riding high on his hips, the front pouch similar to his panties but in bright white. It framed his cock and ass perfectly, the cut designed to leave dramatic, girly tan lines: thin white triangles over his front and high, curving straps across his hips and lower back.

He lay in the UV bed as the lights hummed, imagining how those lines would look under his clothes. If his shirt rode up even a little on campus, anyone would see the unmistakable evidence of a sissy tan. The thought terrified him… and made him leak into the bikini fabric.

Afterward, Lila admired the faint fresh lines in the mirror. “Gorgeous. Those high strings are going to show so cutely. Wear something that might slip a little tomorrow. You’ll feel it all day.”

Ethan pulled his regular clothes back on, the new tan lines already tingling against the waistband of his jeans. He felt marked. Changed. And as he walked back to the dorm, every shift of fabric reminded him of the delicate white lines now hidden just beneath.

That night, when the roommates started up again through the wall, Ethan stroked himself furiously while wearing the panties, fantasizing about those tan lines being noticed.

Chapter 7: Exposed Lines

The next morning, Ethan moved carefully around his dorm room, hyper-aware of every shift in his clothing. The fresh tan lines from the micro-bikini felt like a brand against his skin—high, curving feminine straps across his hips and lower back, with delicate triangular patches that screamed “deliberately girly.” He chose a loose hoodie and slightly baggy jeans, hoping they would stay in place. But as he walked across campus toward his afternoon lecture, the warm breeze and his own nervous movements conspired against him.

The class was Sociology of Modern Relationships—a required course that had grown increasingly blunt about 2050’s dating realities. Ethan slipped into a seat near the back, keeping his head down. About twenty minutes in, during a group discussion break, he stood to stretch and grab a water from his bag. His hoodie rode up just enough.

“Ethan?”

The voice came from behind him. He turned to see Claire, a pretty Asian-American girl from his study group. She was sharp, popular, and had always been friendly but distant. Her eyes were locked on his exposed lower back and hip where the shirt had lifted. The high-waisted tan lines were unmistakable in the daylight—thin white straps curving high over his hips, the feminine cut clearly visible above his jeans waistband.

Claire’s lips curved into a knowing smile. She stepped closer, voice low enough that only he could hear. “Oh my god. I knew you would give in eventually. All the white boys crack sooner or later. Those lines are adorable. High-cut thong style? Someone’s been tanning like a proper little snow bunny.”

Ethan’s face flushed deep red. He yanked his hoodie down frantically, heart slamming in his chest. “It’s… it’s not what it looks like. Just a tanning mistake.”

Claire laughed softly, not unkindly, but with clear amusement. “Sure, sweetie. A ‘mistake’ that gives you perfect sissy tan lines. I’ve seen it before. You guys try so hard to stay normal, then one rejection too many and suddenly you’re shopping for lace and showing off your pretty marks.” Her gaze flicked down toward his crotch for a brief second, as if imagining what the front looked like. “You’re cute when you’re embarrassed. Honestly, it suits you better than pretending.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out a small black business card. It was simple and elegant: Liora Styles – Feminine Transformation for the Modern Sissy. A QR code and a discreet phone number were printed underneath.

“My friend Liora runs this. She’s amazing with beginners—makeup, wigs, proper lingerie that fits, clothing that hides or shows exactly what you want. Tell her Claire sent you. She’ll take good care of a first-timer.” Claire pressed the card into his palm, her fingers lingering just a moment. “Don’t fight it too hard, Ethan. The world’s moved on. Might as well enjoy becoming what you’re meant to be now.”

She gave him one last sympathetic smile and returned to her seat as the professor called the class back to order. Ethan sat frozen for the rest of the lecture, the card burning a hole in his pocket. His cock strained against the satin panties he’d worn again that day, the tan lines tingling under his clothes like a constant reminder.

By the time he got back to his dorm, the internal war was raging harder than ever. Shame. Arousal. The memory of Claire’s casual acceptance of his “inevitable” surrender. He pulled out the card and stared at it for a long time.

He didn’t throw it away.



Chapter 8: The Subscription

Ethan sat on the edge of his bed that evening, the black business card from Claire still in his hand. The dorm was quiet for once—Jake and Tyler were out, probably trying their luck at some party despite the odds. His hoodie was off, jeans unbuttoned, and the high-waisted satin panties were on full display in the mirror. The fresh tan lines glowed softly against his pale skin, high on his hips, framing his front like an invitation.

He opened his tablet and typed in the website: liorastyles.com.

The site loaded with soft pastel colors and elegant fonts. “Empowering Feminine Transformations for the Modern White Boy” read the header. Ethan’s breath caught as he scrolled.

Gallery after gallery of before-and-after photos filled the screen. Slim, average white guys like him—some from college, some professionals—transformed step by step. First subtle: smooth skin, shaped eyebrows, delicate lingerie. Then bolder: full makeup, wigs in soft waves, corsets cinching waists, padded bras creating gentle cleavage. The final images showed them smiling shyly in short dresses, thigh-high stockings, and heels, often kneeling or posed next to confident Black men. Captions were matter-of-fact: “From invisible to irresistible,” “Embracing her snow bunny truth,” “Small and pretty is the new power.”

One transformation series hit him hardest: a boy named “Alex → Allie” who looked remarkably similar to Ethan. The photos progressed from nervous in basic panties to glowing in full sissy maid lingerie, complete with visible tan lines like his own. Ethan’s hand drifted down, tracing the lace over his pouch as he stared.

His cock hardened fully in the sheer fabric, the little white bow stretching slightly. He imagined himself in those outfits—the smooth stockings sliding up his legs, a bra hugging his chest, makeup making his eyes look bigger and more submissive. The tan lines peeking out, marking him as someone who had chosen this path.

He couldn’t hold back. Ethan lay back, pulling the panties down just enough to free himself while keeping them around his thighs. He stroked slowly at first, then faster, eyes glued to the screen. I need more, he thought, shame mixing with raw need. Just lingerie. Something to wear under my clothes. No one has to know. His mind filled with images of himself at the next party, lace visible at his waist, the other sissies smiling approvingly.

He came hard, gasping quietly as ropes landed on his stomach, the tan lines and website photos burning into his mind.

After cleaning up, still flushed, Ethan went back to the site. The shop section had a “Beginner Lingerie” collection. He added several items to his cart: more high-waisted thongs in different colors, a sheer babydoll nightie, and a set with tiny bows and lace trim designed to accentuate small packages. At checkout, a bright pop-up appeared:

“Lingerie of the Week Club – Only $29.99/month! New feminine surprise delivered discreetly every week. Perfect for girls in training. Cancel anytime.”

In his post-orgasm haze, Ethan clicked through too quickly. He meant to just buy the cart items. Instead, he confirmed the subscription along with the one-time order. The confirmation screen flashed: “Welcome to the Club! Your first delivery arrives in 3-5 business days. Expect something extra pretty 💕”

“Shit,” he muttered, but didn’t immediately cancel. The idea of weekly surprises secretly thrilled him.



Two days later, Ethan was in the shared common area when a delivery driver knocked. A plain brown package waited—discreet except for the small pink “Liora Styles” logo in the corner. Ethan signed for it quickly, but Jake walked in from the kitchen at the exact wrong moment.

“What’s that?” Jake asked, raising an eyebrow. Tyler followed right behind, still shirtless from whatever they’d been doing in their room.

Ethan froze. “Just… clothes. Online order.”

Tyler smirked and snatched the label before Ethan could hide it. “Liora Styles? Lingerie of the Week Club? Dude… are you serious right now?”

Jake laughed, but it wasn’t entirely cruel—more disbelieving. “We’ve been banging each other out of desperation and you’re ordering sissy panties every week? Fuck, man. The tan lines we saw the other day make sense now.”

Ethan’s face burned hotter than ever. He clutched the package to his chest. “It’s not— I’m just… curious. After all the rejection, you know?”

Tyler shrugged, a strange mix of pity and understanding in his eyes. “Whatever. We get it. World’s fucked for guys like us. Just… keep it in your room. And maybe don’t let the whole floor see your ‘weekly deliveries.’”

They left him there, embarrassed but strangely relieved. Back in his room, Ethan opened the package. The new panties were even prettier than expected—powder pink with white lace, designed with the same attention-drawing pouch. He slipped them on immediately, the fresh fabric hugging his tan lines perfectly.

He didn’t cancel the subscription.

Chapter 9: First Touch

The invitation for the next gathering came through the SissyMatch browser tab on Wednesday. Ethan stared at it for hours before replying with a simple “I’ll be there.” By Friday night, the new pink panties from Liora Styles were snug under his clothes, the fresh tan lines still vivid against his skin. The weekly subscription box had arrived that morning with another delicate set—soft lavender this time—but he’d chosen the powder pink ones for tonight. They framed him perfectly, the little bow drawing attention exactly where the world now said it belonged.

The loft felt familiar now, the pink lighting warm and inviting. More sissies had gathered, their laughter lighter, their bodies bolder in lace and short hems. The Bulls watched from the edges with relaxed approval. Ethan took his usual spot on the couch at first, watching Skye and Mia kiss deeply in the center while another pair stroked each other slowly on the cushions. His cock strained against the sheer pouch of his new panties, hidden beneath his jeans and hoodie.

For the first time, the desire to join wasn’t just a distant fantasy. He wanted to be closer. To feel someone’s touch. But nerves kept him rooted. What if I’m bad at it? What if everyone laughs? The rejection from Tara and the casual cruelty of the dating world still echoed. Here, at least, he might be wanted for what he was becoming.

Lila spotted him halfway through the night. She looked stunning in a sheer white babydoll that barely covered her matching thong. She slid onto the couch beside him, her smooth thigh pressing warmly against his.

“You’re back again, cutie. And I see you’ve been shopping.” Her fingers brushed the waistband of his jeans, tugging it down just enough to reveal the top of the powder pink lingerie. The high-waisted cut, the delicate white lace trim, and the tiny bow were clearly visible. Lila’s eyes lit up. “These are new. Much prettier. The tan lines underneath must look absolutely delicious with them.”

Ethan’s face burned. He nodded, too embarrassed to speak at first. Lila leaned in closer, her voice soft and encouraging. “You’ve been watching for weeks now. I can tell you want to play tonight. Your body’s practically begging for it. Would you like to give me a hand job, sweetie? Nothing too scary for your first time. Just your hand on me.”

His heart hammered. This was it—a real step. He wanted it. Badly. But the fear held him back.

Lila smiled gently, sensing his hesitation. “There’s one condition, though. You have to do it wearing only your pretty lingerie panties. Everyone here is safe. No judgment. Just take off the boy clothes and let yourself feel it.”

Ethan swallowed hard. The room seemed to pulse around him. Part of him screamed to run. The bigger part—the one that had been growing since the first party, the tan lines, the roommates’ desperate sounds—won out. He stood on shaky legs and followed Lila to a quieter corner with a large cushioned ottoman.

With trembling hands, he peeled off his hoodie, then his jeans. He stood there in just the powder pink high-waisted thong panties. The sheer pouch pushed his average cock forward, framed and accentuated by the lace, the little bow sitting right above it. His high feminine tan lines curved visibly above the waistband. He felt utterly exposed, vulnerable… and more aroused than he’d ever been.

Lila sat back on the ottoman, lifting the hem of her babydoll. Her own smooth clit-cock was already half-hard in her white thong. “You look so pretty like this, Ethan. Come here.”

He knelt between her legs, heart pounding. Lila guided his hand gently to her. His fingers wrapped around her through the thin fabric at first, then slid inside to touch bare skin. She was warm, smooth, and responded immediately with a soft moan. Ethan stroked slowly, awkwardly at first, then with growing rhythm as Lila whispered encouragement.

“That’s it… nice and gentle. You’re doing well for your first time. Look at how cute you are in those panties, tan lines showing for everyone. Such a good girl in training.”

The words sent a fresh wave of shame and pleasure through him. Other sissies glanced over with kind, approving smiles, but no one interrupted. His own cock throbbed visibly in the pink pouch, leaking slightly against the sheer material as he worked Lila with both hands now. She grew fully hard under his touch, her moans soft and feminine.

When she finally came with a shuddering gasp, warm spurts landing across her own stomach, Ethan felt a strange rush of pride mixed with deep humiliation. He’d done it. He’d participated.

Lila pulled him up for a gentle hug afterward, kissing his cheek. “See? Not so scary. You were perfect.” She helped him wipe his hands and offered him a sweet drink. Ethan sat there in just his panties for a while longer, flushed and buzzing, before slowly dressing again.

On the ride back to campus, the memory of her moans and the feel of the lace against his skin stayed with him. He’d crossed another line. And part of him already wanted the next one.

Chapter 10: Deeper Waters

The days after the hand job blurred together in a fog of conflicting emotions. Ethan would catch himself in the mirror, staring at the high feminine tan lines and the way the latest pair of Liora Styles panties hugged his hips. Every time he remembered the feel of Lila in his hand, the soft moans he’d drawn from her, a fresh wave of fear hit him.

If I keep doing this, I’m going to sink so much deeper.

The thought repeated like a warning. He’d already gone from observer to participant. Panties every day. Tan lines. A subscription delivering more feminine things to his door. The roommates’ knowing looks. Claire’s casual prediction. If he didn’t stop now, how far would it go? Full makeup? Heels? Kneeling for one of the Bulls?

He almost deleted his SissyMatch access again. Almost.

But the ache won. The loneliness and the new, intoxicating pull of being seen and wanted — even as a sissy — were stronger than the fear. When the next party invitation came, he replied yes before he could talk himself out of it.



The loft was alive with the usual soft music and feminine energy. Ethan arrived wearing his favorite powder pink high-waisted panties underneath his regular clothes. Lila greeted him warmly, pulling him into a light hug. “You’ve been on my mind, sweetie. Ready to go a little further tonight?”

They found a semi-private corner with thick cushions. Ethan’s nerves were electric, but he didn’t back down. “I… I want to try using my mouth. On you. If that’s okay.”

Lila’s eyes sparkled with gentle excitement. “Only if you’re sure. We go at your pace.”

She slipped out of her dress, sitting back in just a delicate white thong. Ethan stripped down to his pink panties again, the sheer pouch and little bow on full display, tan lines curving high on his hips. The vulnerability made his heart thunder.

Kneeling between her smooth thighs, Ethan leaned in slowly. He started with hesitant kisses along the fabric, then pulled the thong aside. Lila was already semi-hard. He wrapped his lips around the head, tasting her for the first time. The sensation was strange — warm, smooth, slightly salty — but the soft moan Lila gave him encouraged him. He took more into his mouth, sucking gently, using his tongue as he’d seen in videos.

“That’s it… nice and slow, pretty girl,” Lila whispered, fingers lightly stroking his hair. “You look so natural like this.”

Ethan’s own cock strained painfully in the pink lingerie as he bobbed his head, finding a rhythm. Shame and pride twisted together inside him. He was doing it. Sucking another sissy while wearing nothing but panties. The fear of sinking deeper only made the arousal sharper. He took her deeper, gagging slightly but pushing through, lost in the submissive act.

Lila came with a graceful shudder, filling his mouth. Ethan swallowed most of it on instinct, the rest dribbling down his chin. He sat back, flushed and breathing hard, strangely proud of himself.

Unbeknownst to him, one of the other sissies had snapped a quick, tasteful photo from across the room — the angle capturing Ethan in profile, clearly in just his pink panties, mouth full, eyes half-closed in concentration. It was intimate but not cruel.



Three days later, a small package arrived in the mail. No return address, just a note inside: “A sweet memory from your sisters. You were beautiful.”

Inside was a framed 8x10 photo. It showed him perfectly: kneeling in the powder pink lingerie, tan lines visible, lips wrapped around Lila. The little white bow on his panties stood out. His expression was one of nervous concentration mixed with unmistakable surrender.

Ethan stared at it for a long time, cheeks burning with humiliation. Anyone could see this. But beneath the shame was something else — a weird, warm pride. He had done it. He had taken that step. In this new world, it felt like an achievement.

He hung the framed photo on the inside of his closet door, where only he would see it regularly. Every time he opened the closet to pick an outfit — or to admire his growing collection of panties — he’d see himself like that. A reminder of how far he’d already sunk… and how much further he suspected he wanted to go.

That night, when the familiar sounds of Jake and Tyler using each other drifted through the wall, Ethan stroked himself while looking at the photo, whispering softly to himself, “Just a little deeper…”

Chapter 11: House Rules

Ethan balanced the laundry basket on his hip as he shuffled back into the dorm suite, still riding the quiet high from the previous night’s photo hanging in his closet. He’d been careless. The oversized hoodie covered most of him, but the pink high-waisted thong was riding up noticeably above his sweatpants waistband after the walk from the basement laundry room. The delicate lace and tiny bow were clearly visible.

Jake and Tyler were both in the common area when he walked in.

Tyler noticed first. His eyes widened, then narrowed. “Dude… what the actual fuck?”

Jake stepped closer, staring at the exposed lingerie. “Are those panties? With a fucking bow? We saw the package, but this is next level.”

Ethan froze, face instantly burning. He tried to pull the hoodie down, but it was too late. The tan lines peeking above the pink waistband made everything worse.

Tyler laughed, but there was an edge to it. “Holy shit. Our roommate’s a full-on sissy now. You wearing that shit to class too? We should tell the floor. Or post it. ‘Ethan’s secret snow bunny life.’”

The threat hit Ethan like ice water. Panic flared, but so did anger. He set the basket down hard.

“Go ahead,” he said, voice low but steady. “And I’ll tell everyone exactly why you two have been fucking each other raw through the wall for weeks. Loudly. I’ll describe every moan. Neither of you are getting real pussy, so you’re using each other like desperate bitches. How do you think that’ll go over? ‘Jake and Tyler, the secret gay couple.’”

The room went dead silent.

Jake’s face reddened. Tyler looked ready to swing for a second, then exhaled sharply and sat down on the couch. “Alright… chill. We’re all fucked in this world. No need to nuke each other.”

They sat in tense silence for a minute. Ethan remained standing, still in the exposed pink lingerie top.

Tyler finally spoke again, more calmly. “Look. We get it. Dating sucks for white guys right now. We’re doing what we have to do behind closed doors. You do you. But here’s the deal: you only wear that feminine shit at home. No prancing around the suite in panties when people are visiting. Keep it in your room or when it’s just us. We don’t need drama.”

Ethan nodded slowly. “Fine. Only at home.”

Jake rubbed the back of his neck, glancing at Tyler before adding, almost casually, “And… if you ever wanted to earn your keep a little more, we could cover your part of the rent. You know, in exchange for some… favors. Help us out the way we’ve been helping each other. Might be easier than paying with cash.”

The implication hung heavy in the air. Ethan’s stomach twisted. Part of him — the growing, shameful part — felt a flicker of heat at the idea. But the rest of him recoiled.

“No,” he said firmly. “I’m not doing that. Not with you two.”

Tyler shrugged, holding up his hands. “Offer’s on the table. No pressure. Just saying… practical solution in 2050.”

The conversation ended awkwardly. Ethan retreated to his room, heart pounding. He closed the door and stared at the framed photo on the inside of his closet — himself on his knees in those same pink panties, mouth full. The shame burned hotter now, mixed with a strange relief that the secret was partially shared.

He stripped down to just the lingerie and lay on his bed, hand drifting over the sheer pouch as he replayed the confrontation. The threat. The compromise. The hinted offer.

He was sinking deeper. He knew it.

And still, he didn’t stop.

Chapter 12: Home Comfort

That night, after the tense agreement with Jake and Tyler, Ethan lay in bed wearing nothing but the powder pink high-waisted lingerie panties. The framed photo on his closet door watched over him as his hand moved slowly over the sheer pouch.

His mind wandered dangerously. He imagined himself fully dressed as a submissive sissy — delicate makeup, a short skirt, stockings — kneeling in the common area while Jake and Tyler used him. In the fantasy they weren’t awkward or desperate like when they fucked each other. They were confident, almost relieved, treating him like the soft, pretty outlet they needed. He pictured himself in full feminine attire, lips stretched around one of them while the other teased his exposed ass, calling him their “little snow bunny roommate.”

The special panties kept his cock on constant display — the sheer front pouch pushing and framing his average size, the tiny bow drawing the eye, making it impossible to ignore how dainty it looked. In his fantasy, they mocked it gently while using his mouth and hands.

The shame and arousal mixed into a feverish spiral. Ethan stroked faster, hips lifting off the bed, whispering brokenly to himself, “I’m just their sissy… their pretty girl…” He came hard, thighs shaking, but the intensity drained him completely. He passed out mid-afterglow, panties still sticky, mind deep in submissive surrender.



The next few days, Ethan tested the new house rules.

He started small. After classes, he’d come home, close the suite door, and change into just lingerie. At first he stayed in his room, but the agreement allowed the common areas when it was just the three of them. He worked up the courage to walk to the kitchen in nothing but a lavender thong and matching babydoll top from his growing Liora collection.

Jake glanced up from the couch and raised an eyebrow but said nothing. Tyler smirked faintly but kept scrolling on his phone. The lack of immediate mockery helped. Still, every step made Ethan intensely aware of how the panties worked. The high-waisted design with its sheer pouch constantly presented his cock — pushing it forward, outlining its shape, the little decorative bows and lace making it the undeniable center of attention. It wasn’t hidden. It was displayed. Feminized. Marked as small and pretty rather than masculine.

He tried sitting on the couch with them to watch TV like that. The exposure made his skin prickle with humiliation, but the constant low-level arousal was addictive. He was sinking deeper, just like he feared.

One evening alone in the suite, Ethan stood in front of the full-length mirror in the bathroom. He had multiple pairs of exquisite panties now — pinks, lavenders, blacks, all with the same attention-drawing cuts — but nothing else. No skirts. No tops beyond the sheer babydolls. No stockings or heels. Just lingerie designed to highlight his submission and “unmanly” size.

“I can’t keep walking around like this,” he muttered. The idea of going into a women’s clothing store filled him with panic. What if someone saw? What if a girl from class recognized him buying skirts and dresses? The thought made his stomach twist.

He needed help.



Ethan opened the Liora Styles website again. He found the contact form and typed a hesitant message:

Subject: Beginner needing advice

Hi Liora,

Claire from my sociology class gave me your card. I’ve started with panties and tan lines but I only have lingerie right now. I want to feel more comfortable wearing feminine clothes at home, but I’m too nervous to shop in stores. Do you do private consultations or styling sessions? I’m a total beginner and still really anxious about all this.

Thank you,

Ethan (Curious)

He hit send before he could overthink it, then lay back on his bed in just his panties, staring at the ceiling. The framed photo of himself giving Lila the blowjob seemed to smile back at him from the closet.

His phone buzzed twenty minutes later with a reply.

Liora Styles: Hi Ethan! So happy you reached out. Claire has good taste in girls 💕 I offer private virtual and in-person styling sessions for beginners just like you. We can start slow — measurements, recommendations for easy home wear, even discreet shipping. Would tomorrow afternoon work for a quick video call? No pressure, just guidance.

Ethan’s heart raced. He typed back a simple “Yes, please.”

He was still afraid of how deep this would go. But the pull was stronger than the fear now.

Chapter 13: Cold Feet

Ethan’s video call with Liora the next afternoon was gentler than he expected. She was a warm, professional woman in her thirties with a stylish bob haircut and a studio filled with racks of delicate clothing behind her. She listened patiently as he explained his situation — the panties-only wardrobe, the new house rules, his terror of shopping in public.

“You’re doing so well already,” Liora said with an encouraging smile. “But if you want to feel more comfortable at home, you need pieces that go with the lingerie. A cute skirt or two, some soft tops, maybe beginner heels. Panties are a great start, but they’re the foundation, not the whole outfit.”

Ethan shifted uncomfortably on camera, wearing only his current lavender thong. “I don’t think I can go into a store alone.”

Liora tilted her head. “Then don’t go alone. Lila mentioned you two have become friends. Ask her to go with you. She’s been through this. Having a supportive sister there makes it easier. Just man up a little, Ethan. Take one brave step. You’ll feel so much prettier afterward.”

The phrase “man up” felt ironic coming from her, but it stuck with him.



He texted Lila that evening. To his surprise, she agreed immediately.

Lila: Of course, sweetie! I’ll meet you at the mall tomorrow at 3. We’ll make it fun and low-pressure. You’ve got this 💕

The next day, Ethan’s stomach was in knots as they walked into “Feminine Grace,” a boutique on the quieter side of the mall that catered to both women and the growing sissy community. Soft music played. Mannequins wore pretty skirts, blouses, and lingerie sets.

Lila guided him confidently, chatting with the sales associate — a friendly woman named Mara who clearly knew the clientele.

Mara took one look at Ethan’s nervous posture and Lila’s supportive arm around him and smiled. “First big shopping trip? Let’s start easy.”

They pulled him into a large fitting room. Mara brought armfuls of clothes: soft pleated skirts in pastel colors, crop tops, a baby doll dress, thigh-high socks, and even a simple training bra. Lila helped him try things on over his panties.

Each new item brought a wave of humiliation so intense it made his cock strain visibly against the sheer pouch. A short white skirt that barely covered his ass. A pink crop top that showed his tan lines. When he stepped out of the fitting room to show Lila, she clapped softly. “You look adorable! The way the skirt sits on your hips with those high panties… perfect snow bunny material.”

Mara was encouraging but professional, offering sizing tips and suggestions for “discreet everyday wear.” Ethan kept catching himself in the mirror — a slim white boy in clearly feminine clothing, his framed package on display beneath the hem of the skirt. The contrast made him dizzy with shame and arousal. His face stayed flushed the entire time. He was rock hard, leaking into his panties, terrified someone from campus would walk by the store.

It felt good. Too good.

After nearly an hour of trying on outfits, Mara rang up a potential pile at the counter. The total was reasonable, and the clothes looked so right on him.

But as Mara asked, “Shall we ring these up?” Ethan froze.

The fear crashed over him like cold water. What if someone sees the bags? What if my roommates want more? What if I can’t stop after this?

“I… I can’t,” he mumbled. “Not today. Sorry.”

Lila looked disappointed but understanding. “It’s okay, sweetie. Baby steps.”

They left the store empty-handed. Ethan walked back to campus in silence, the ghost of the skirt still lingering on his skin. Humiliated. Aroused. Angry at himself for both wanting it so badly and running away.

That night, alone in his room wearing only panties, he stroked himself furiously while replaying the fitting room moments — the way the sales associate had smiled at him, the way Lila had called him adorable, how exposed and pretty he had felt.

He came hard, whispering, “Next time… maybe next time I’ll buy something.”

But he knew the pull was getting stronger.

Chapter 14: Outsiders Welcome

The next SissyMatch event had a new twist: “Non-sissy guests welcome.” The description encouraged sissies to bring curious white boys who were still on the edge. Ethan’s mind immediately went to Jake and Tyler. After the tense house rules conversation and their hinted offer, he figured it might be a way to ease the pressure at home.

He texted them: “There’s a party tonight. You two can come as my guests. No pressure to do anything. Might be… interesting.”

To his surprise, both agreed.



The loft was busier than usual. The familiar pink lighting glowed, but several new faces — mostly white guys in normal clothes — stood awkwardly near the walls. Jake and Tyler arrived with Ethan, trying to look casual. Within thirty minutes, two tall, confident Black Bulls approached them. After some low conversation and laughter, Jake and Tyler disappeared with the men into the private side rooms.

Ethan tried not to think too hard about what was happening behind those closed doors. He stayed in the main area with Lila.

“You brought your roommates? Bold move, sweetie,” Lila teased, sipping a fruity cocktail. She was in a sheer pink slip dress tonight. Ethan wore only his favorite powder pink high-waisted panties under loose sweatpants and a hoodie, per the house rules when leaving home.

They spent most of the night together — talking, watching the usual soft play between sissies, and sharing drinks. Ethan was on his third when a bubbly redheaded sissy named “Ruby” approached him.

“Hey! You’re Ethan, right? Lila’s told me about you. I’m doing an art exhibit next weekend — living statues. Would you be interested in being one? It’s very artistic and tasteful. Super low commitment.”

Ethan, loosened by the alcohol, shrugged. “Sure… why not? Sounds interesting.”

“Great! I’ll message you the details,” Ruby said with a bright smile before vanishing back into the crowd.

As the night wore on and the drinks kept coming, things got warmer. Ethan lost track of how many he’d had. The room spun pleasantly. At some point, encouraged by the carefree atmosphere and Lila’s gentle coaxing, he stripped off his hoodie and sweatpants, joining several other sissies who were already down to just lingerie or less. Soon after, the panties came off too. He ended up completely naked, sitting on the couch beside Lila, flushed and exposed. His tan lines stood out dramatically, framing where the panties usually sat. Nothing sexual happened — no touching, no joining the play — but the vulnerability felt electric under the influence of the alcohol.

The party eventually wound down. Jake and Tyler emerged from the private rooms looking disheveled and quiet, avoiding eye contact with Ethan. The three of them prepared to leave.

Ethan realized too late that he couldn’t find his sweatpants or hoodie. Someone had moved them or they’d been kicked under a pile. Panicking slightly, he spotted a discarded pleated white skirt lying near the exit — short, clearly left behind by another sissy. It was better than walking out naked.

He quickly stepped into it. The skirt was tiny, barely covering his ass, and with no panties underneath, his cock and balls hung free beneath the hem. His high feminine tan lines were fully visible above the waistband. He looked ridiculous — a slim white boy in just a stolen skirt, nothing else, tan lines glowing, completely exposed.

Lila giggled as they stepped outside. “You look so cute. Own it, girl.”

The walk to the car and the ride back to campus were mortifying. Every breeze threatened to lift the short skirt. Jake and Tyler said almost nothing the entire way, but Ethan could feel their glances.

Back in the suite, Ethan slipped into his room still wearing only the skirt. He caught his reflection in the mirror — tan lines, bare chest, the pleated fabric swishing against his thighs with nothing underneath. Ridiculous. Vulnerable.

And yet, the shame only made him throb with confused arousal.

He had agreed to be a living statue with almost no details. He had brought his roommates into this world. And now he was sleeping in a stolen skirt.

He was sinking deeper.

Chapter 15: The Final Stage

For the next several days, Ethan barely left his room except for classes. The stolen white pleated skirt hung on the back of his door like a trophy and a warning. Every afternoon, after his roommates left, he would lock himself in, strip down to just his high-waisted panties, and slip the skirt on.

He stood in front of the full-length mirror for hours.

Turning slowly. Bending over. Watching how the tiny fabric swished against his thighs and barely covered the bottom curve of his ass. The high feminine tan lines framed everything perfectly above the skirt’s waistband. His cock, constantly displayed by the sheer pouch of whatever Liora panties he wore that day, pressed visibly against the front, the little decorative bow drawing the eye exactly where he felt most ashamed. He looked ridiculous. Feminine. Exposed.

And he couldn’t stop admiring it.

He posed. He practiced delicate walks. He imagined what it would feel like if someone — Jake, Tyler, Marcus, anyone — saw him like this. The shame burned hot in his chest, but his cock stayed hard, leaking steadily into the satin. He would edge himself for long stretches, staring at his reflection, whispering things like “This is what you are now…” before forcing himself to stop. He never came. The denial felt strangely right.



The night of Ruby’s art exhibit arrived faster than he expected.

The venue was a trendy downtown gallery with soft lighting and a small crowd of well-dressed attendees — a mix of progressive artists, curious women, and a few confident Black men. Ruby greeted Ethan warmly at the door and led him backstage.

“So… the theme is ‘The Evolution of White Men,’” she explained casually as she started preparing him. “We have several living statues showing the progression. You’re going to be the final piece.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. “Final stage?”

Ruby smiled brightly. “The Sissy, of course. The natural evolution in 2050.”

Before he could protest, the transformation began.

First came the chastity cage. A small, pink plastic device that Ruby locked around his cock and balls with a delicate click. It was snug, forcing his average size into an even smaller, tucked shape. The key disappeared into her pocket. Next, a pair of sheer white panties with a tiny bow — the front panel so delicate it did nothing to hide the cage’s outline. Then the skirt: a tiny strip of black pleated fabric that Ruby described as “artistic minimalism.” It was barely more than a belt, sitting high on his hips, covering almost nothing. His caged clit and the bottom of his ass were clearly visible with the slightest movement. Finally, small black nipple pasties with little white hearts in the center were placed on his chest.

Ruby stepped back and admired her work. “Perfect. You’re the masterpiece.”

Ethan was led out onto the main floor and positioned on a raised white pedestal under soft spotlight. A small plaque at his feet read:

Stage 5: The Sissy

Final evolution of the modern white male — soft, obedient, decorative.

For the next two hours, Ethan stood there as a living statue. People walked around him. They commented openly as if he couldn’t hear them.

“Such a pretty final form.”

“Look how well the cage tucks him. So neat.”

“White boys really do look better like this, don’t they?”

Fingers occasionally brushed his thigh or traced his tan lines. No one asked permission. He wasn’t a person to them — he was an exhibit. An object illustrating a cultural point. Ruby occasionally adjusted his posture, turning him slightly so different angles of his exposed, caged, barely-covered body could be appreciated.

The humiliation was crushing. Dehumanizing. He felt reduced to decoration, to proof of a new social order. His face burned constantly. Yet inside the tight pink cage, his cock strained desperately, leaking clear fluid that slowly soaked the front of the sheer panties. The mix of shame and helpless arousal left him dizzy and confused. His mind spun between wanting to run and wanting to sink even deeper into this feeling.

When the exhibit finally ended, Ruby unlocked the cage and helped him change back into his normal clothes. She thanked him sweetly, as if he’d simply posed for a normal painting.

Ethan walked home in a trance, the memory of all those eyes on his exposed, feminized body replaying in his head. He was leaking again just thinking about it.

He was no longer just curious.

He was becoming.

Chapter 16: Unfinished

The invitation to the next gathering arrived mid-week. It was smaller and more intimate than the usual loft parties — only eight or nine sissies, no Bulls invited. “A girls-only pleasure night,” the message read. After the intense objectification at the art exhibit, Ethan felt a strange pull. The chastity cage, the tiny skirt, the stares… they had left him aching in ways he didn’t fully understand. He wanted to feel wanted again, even if just among the other sissies.

He texted Lila: “I think I want to actually participate this time.”

She replied with a string of hearts.



The private apartment was softly lit with candles and string lights. The small group of sissies greeted him warmly. Most were in delicate lingerie similar to his own. Ethan changed in the bathroom and emerged wearing only a new pair of sheer baby-blue high-waisted panties, his tan lines glowing against his skin.

They started slow — kissing, touching, pairing off on large floor cushions. Lila pulled Ethan into a circle with three other sissies: Skye, Mia, and Ruby (the artist from the exhibit). What began as gentle making out quickly turned into focused pleasure.

Ethan found himself in the middle of it.

He used his hands and mouth eagerly, almost desperately. He stroked Skye while kissing Mia’s neck. He went down on Ruby, taking her smoothly into his mouth while Lila guided his rhythm from behind, whispering encouragement. The sissies moaned and praised him softly.

“You’re such a good girl tonight…”

“Look at how eager she is…”

One by one, they reached their peaks. Skye came across his chest. Mia trembled against his fingers. Ruby finished in his mouth with a graceful sigh. Lila was last, grinding against his thigh until she shuddered.

Throughout it all, Ethan stayed rock hard in his panties, the sheer pouch soaked with precum, the little bow darkened by it. He kept waiting for his turn — for someone to touch him, to let him finish. But as the group came down from their highs, they shifted into soft cuddling and aftercare. Gentle kisses. Compliments. Someone passed around sweet drinks.

No one touched him.

No one offered.

It was as if his own needs had been completely forgotten in the flow of the evening. He lay there aching, throbbing, leaking, surrounded by satisfied, glowing sissies. The denial felt accidental rather than cruel, which somehow made it worse. He was there to help them feel good. His own pleasure was secondary. Invisible.

When the night ended, Ethan walked home in a daze, still hard and frustrated.



The mental block settled in immediately.

For the next week, even in private, he couldn’t finish. He would edge for hours in front of his mirror wearing the stolen skirt or his favorite panties, staring at his framed photo, replaying the party. His cock would strain desperately, but the moment he got close, the memory of being overlooked would crash over him and kill the orgasm. He tried different positions. Different fantasies. Even slipping back into the pink chastity cage for a night, hoping the frustration would break the block.

Nothing worked.

He leaked constantly. His balls ached. The constant low-level arousal without release left him foggy and distracted in class. Jake and Tyler noticed his unusual quietness and occasional winces but didn’t comment.

By day six, Ethan lay on his bed in just panties, hand moving slowly, desperate for relief that wouldn’t come. The realization hit him hard: the more he gave, the less he seemed to receive. And the worst part was how much that thought turned him on.

He was sinking deeper.

And the ache was starting to feel… right.

Chapter 17: The Trade

By the end of the week, Ethan was desperate.

The mental block had turned into a deep ache that followed him everywhere. He leaked constantly into his panties. His balls felt heavy and sore. Every attempt to masturbate ended in the same frustrating wall — right on the edge, then nothing. The memory of being overlooked at the girls-only party played on repeat in his head. He needed release. He needed something to break the spell.

One Thursday evening, with Jake and Tyler both home and lounging in the common area, Ethan made his decision.

He emerged from his room wearing only the tiny stolen white pleated skirt and a sheer baby-blue thong. His tan lines were on full display, the short skirt barely covering anything. His caged arousal from earlier that day (he’d tried the chastity again) had been removed, leaving him half-hard and obvious beneath the thin fabric.

Jake looked up first. Tyler raised an eyebrow.

Ethan’s voice was quiet, embarrassed. “I’ve been thinking about your offer. The rent thing. I… I’ll do it. Just to help with the pressure. I need… I need to try anything right now.”

The two roommates exchanged a quick glance. They weren’t cruel about it, but the shift in power was immediate.

“You sure?” Tyler asked.

Ethan nodded, cheeks burning. “Yeah.”



They took him into their room.

Ethan ended up on his knees first, still in just the skirt and panties. Jake used his mouth while Tyler watched, stroking himself. Ethan worked eagerly, almost frantically — sucking, licking, using his hands. The taste and feel of them only made his own denied cock throb harder. When Jake finished down his throat, Tyler took his turn, bending Ethan over the bed and sliding into him slowly from behind.

The stretch burned at first, then settled into a deep, submissive fullness. Tyler fucked him steadily, gripping his hips, occasionally reaching around to tease his leaking cock through the sheer panties. Ethan moaned into the mattress, pushing back, desperate for the release he could feel building… only for it to vanish again at the last second.

Tyler came inside him with a low groan. They switched. Jake took his turn, slower this time, calling him “good girl” and “our little rent slut” in a half-joking, half-serious tone. Ethan stayed rock hard the entire time, precum dripping onto the floor, but he never came.

When they were done, Ethan lay there panting, used, leaking from both ends, still painfully denied. The orgasm block remained.

Jake patted his ass gently. “Not bad for your first time paying rent. We’ll take it from here on out. You keep the place clean too, maybe wear that skirt more often around the apartment.”

Tyler added, “And if we get horny and you seem worked up enough… we might help you out. Or use you again. Deal?”

Ethan nodded weakly. He didn’t trust himself to speak.



From that night forward, the dynamic in the suite changed.

Jake and Tyler no longer hid their activities. If they were stressed or horny, they’d call Ethan over. Sometimes they’d tease him for a long time first — making him bend over in the skirt, spanking him lightly, playing with his cock through whatever pretty panties he wore until he was leaking and begging. They enjoyed getting him right to the edge, knowing he probably wouldn’t finish.

They used his mouth. They fucked him. They made him ride them while they watched sports. Ethan became their convenient, pretty outlet — always in lingerie or the tiny skirt, often with his tan lines and framed little cock on full display.

He still couldn’t cum.

The denial only made him more eager to please them, hoping the next time would finally break the block. The shame of trading sex for rent mixed with a growing, addictive sense of purpose. He was useful. Desired in this new, reduced way.

At night, alone in his room after they were finished with him, Ethan would stare at the framed photo of himself sucking Lila and touch his sore, denied cock, whispering, “This is what I am now…”

He was sinking much deeper.

Chapter 18: Leashed

Jake and Tyler had grown noticeably bolder in the days after Ethan started “paying rent.”

They no longer waited for him to offer. If they wanted relief, they simply called him over — sometimes making him crawl across the common area in his tiny stolen skirt and panties. They enjoyed edging him mercilessly, knowing he still couldn’t finish. The power shift felt complete. Ethan had become their convenient, pretty stress toy.

When the next SissyMatch party invitation came, Tyler had the idea.

“You’re taking us again,” he said one evening while lazily stroking himself on the couch, Ethan kneeling between his legs. “But this time you’re going to be on a leash like a proper pet. We want everyone to see what you are now.”

Ethan’s stomach twisted with shame… but he didn’t argue. The ache of constant denial had worn down his resistance.



The party was in full swing when they arrived. Ethan wore only a sheer white thong and the short pleated skirt. A pink leather collar was fastened around his neck, attached to a matching leash that Tyler held casually in his hand. Jake walked on his other side, occasionally tugging the leash to make Ethan stumble slightly.

Heads turned as they entered. Several sissies whispered. Lila spotted them from across the room and started to approach with a concerned look, but Tyler pulled Ethan firmly toward a quieter corner couch before she could reach them.

“On your knees, girl,” Jake ordered quietly.

Ethan obeyed, heart pounding. In full view of anyone who glanced their way, he was made to service them. First Jake — sucking him slowly while the leash stayed taut in Tyler’s grip. Then Tyler took his turn, guiding Ethan’s head with the leash while chatting casually with Jake about sports. The act was deliberately public. Humiliating. Ethan’s own caged arousal (they’d locked him again before leaving) strained painfully in the tiny thong, leaking steadily.

He never once looked around for Lila. He didn’t greet any of the other sissies. He stayed silent except for the wet sounds of his mouth, focused entirely on pleasuring his roommates while they acted like they owned him.

The Black Bulls watching from the edges didn’t look pleased. Their expressions darkened as they observed two white boys parading another on a leash and using him openly — trying to play at dominance in a space that had clear rules about the new social order.



After the party ended and the crowd thinned, trouble came quickly.

As Ethan, Jake, and Tyler stepped out into the parking area, three tall, muscular Black men — Bulls who had been at the party — blocked their path.

One of them, a deep-voiced man named Darius, stepped forward. “You two think you can come in here, leash a sissy, and act like you’re still real men? That’s not how this works anymore.”

Jake tried to protest. Tyler puffed up slightly. It didn’t matter.

The Bulls moved fast and efficiently. Jake and Tyler were grabbed, shoved into the back of a large SUV, and driven off without much struggle. No violence in front of Ethan — just firm, authoritative handling. The message was clear: white boys didn’t get to play top anymore. Not here.

Ethan stood frozen in his tiny skirt and collar, leash dangling from his neck, until Lila appeared beside him.

“Come on, sweetie,” she said softly, wrapping an arm around his shoulders. “I’ll give you a ride home.”

The drive back to campus was quiet at first. Ethan stared out the window, still tasting his roommates, the collar still buckled around his neck, his caged clit aching.

Lila eventually spoke. “You didn’t even say hi tonight. I was worried about you.”

Ethan didn’t know how to answer. He just nodded, lost in the whirlwind of humiliation, denial, and the strange new emptiness now that his roommates had been taken away.
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Ethan didn’t know how to answer. He just nodded, lost in the whirlwind of humiliation, denial, and the strange new emptiness now that his roommates had been taken away.

Chapter 19: Obedience School

Three days after the incident, the door to the dorm suite opened late in the evening.

Jake and Tyler stepped inside, but they were no longer the same two guys who had leashed Ethan and used him so boldly. They had been completely transformed.

Both wore matching pastel outfits — soft pink crop tops, pleated micro-skirts that barely reached mid-thigh, and thigh-high white stockings. Their faces were smoothly made up: subtle blush, glossy lips, and delicately shaped eyebrows. Their hair had been styled into soft, feminine waves. Most noticeably, they moved differently. Gracefully. Submissively.

Jake entered first. He stopped, turned toward Ethan, and performed a perfect curtsy, knees together, one foot behind the other. “Hello, Ethan,” he said in a soft, higher-pitched voice. “We’re so sorry for how we treated you before.”

Tyler followed, also curtsying deeply. “We went to obedience school,” he explained sweetly, voice light and breathy. “The Bulls taught us our proper place. We’ll never hurt you or boss you around again. We understand now.”

They both moved to the couch with feminine precision — backs straight, legs crossed elegantly at the knees, hands resting delicately on their laps. Their movements were practiced, almost robotic in their perfection. The tiny skirts rode up slightly, revealing matching white chastity cages underneath, locked securely with small pink bows.

Ethan stared in stunned silence. His former roommates — the ones who had fucked him for rent and paraded him on a leash — now sat like prim, obedient schoolgirls.

“We learned so much,” Jake continued, smiling shyly. “How to serve properly. How to be pretty and useful. We’re really happy now.”

Tyler nodded eagerly. “We hope you can forgive us.”



The next SissyMatch party was held at the same loft. This time, Jake and Tyler — now going by “Jade” and “Tara” — insisted on attending with Ethan.

They arrived already leashed.

Two strong Black Bulls — Darius and another named Marcus — held their leashes casually. Jade and Tara walked a few steps behind them, hips swaying, eyes downcast in perfect submission. At the party, they were led to a large couch where the Bulls sat like kings. Jade and Tara knelt gracefully between their legs without being told.

Ethan watched from across the room, sitting quietly with Lila.

Jade and Tara performed without hesitation. They took turns sucking their Bulls with devoted, well-trained mouths — slow, worshipful blowjobs right there in the open. Soft, feminine moans escaped around thick cocks. They kept their legs crossed daintily when not actively serving, backs straight, curtsying politely whenever the men gave them a break or a new command.

“Good girls,” Darius rumbled, patting Tara’s head as she swallowed him deeper.

Ethan felt a confusing mix of emotions — relief that they were no longer dominating him, secondhand humiliation for what they had become, and a strange arousal at seeing their total surrender. His own cock twitched in its panties, still trapped in the ongoing orgasm block.

Jade and Tara never once looked at Ethan with anything but soft, apologetic smiles when their mouths were free. They had been broken and remade. The “obedience school” had done its work thoroughly.

Lila leaned over and whispered to Ethan, “See what happens when white boys try to act like men here? They learn their place eventually. Just like you’re learning yours.”

Ethan said nothing. He simply watched his former roommates — now fully feminized playthings — serving happily on their knees and leashes.

The sinking feeling had never felt stronger.



Chapter 20: Clubbing Clothes

The text from Lila came two days after the party where Jade and Tara had served so obediently on their leashes.

Lila: Shopping trip tomorrow afternoon? You need real clubbing outfits, sweetie. No more hiding in just panties and stolen skirts. Time to step it up 💕

Ethan’s stomach fluttered with anxiety, but after everything — the art exhibit, the rent trade, watching his roommates break so completely — he agreed.



They met at the same boutique, Feminine Grace. This time the store felt less intimidating and more dangerous. Lila was in full supportive big-sister mode, pulling Ethan toward the “Club & Party” section filled with shiny, skimpy, hyper-feminine pieces.

“I… I still feel weird doing this,” Ethan admitted quietly as Lila held up a tiny silver sequin dress that looked more like a long crop top than actual clothing.

“That’s normal, baby. But you looked so pretty in the fitting room last time. Let’s find something that makes you feel like a proper snow bunny going out.”

Lila guided him into the large fitting room. She stayed inside with him, helping with zippers and adjustments. Ethan stripped down to just his sheer pink high-waisted panties, tan lines glowing, and began trying things on.

First was a glossy black mini dress with a deep plunging neckline and a hem that barely covered the bottom of his ass. Every time he moved, the fabric rode up, flashing his panties and tan lines. His face burned crimson as he looked in the mirror.

“Too much?” he asked, voice shaky.

Lila smiled, adjusting the straps. “It’s perfect. Look how it hugs your body and shows off those pretty legs. Turn around.”

He turned. The dress made his caged arousal (he’d locked himself again out of habit) press visibly against the front. Humiliation and arousal twisted together as the sales associate, Mara, brought more options: a hot pink halter crop top with matching micro-skirt set, a sheer white bodycon dress that was practically see-through, and a sparkly lavender romper with a heart-shaped cutout over the ass.

Each new outfit made Ethan’s heart race. He wasn’t used to this — standing in bright lights, being dressed up like a doll, having women casually comment on how “cute his little package looks framed in that skirt.” His hands trembled as he paid for two complete outfits at the counter: the black mini dress and the pink crop top + micro-skirt set. The total made him wince, but Lila’s proud smile somehow made it worth it.



The Next Party

Ethan arrived at the loft party wearing his new black sequin mini dress. The fabric shimmered under the pink lights, the hem dangerously short. He’d paired it with thigh-high stockings and the high-waisted panties underneath. His tan lines peeked teasingly every time he moved. Makeup was minimal — just some gloss and mascara that Lila had helped him apply — but he still felt completely exposed.

He stayed close to Lila at first, cheeks flushed. The dress made him hyper-aware of his body. Every step caused the sequins to brush his skin and the hem to ride up. Several sissies complimented him, calling him “gorgeous” and “finally blooming.” Bulls glanced his way with appreciative nods.

For the first time, Ethan felt both deeply embarrassed and strangely… desired. The dress screamed “available sissy,” and part of him was starting to enjoy the attention. His roommates — Jade and Tara — were already kneeling beside their Bulls across the room, but Ethan didn’t approach them.

Lila leaned in close, her hand resting lightly on his lower back. “You look incredible. How does it feel?”

“Humiliating,” Ethan whispered honestly. “But… good. I think.”

He didn’t dance or play with the group yet. He simply existed in the dress, letting the new layer of feminization settle over him like a second skin. The constant ache between his legs reminded him that even dressed like this, he still couldn’t cum.

But he was getting closer to accepting that this was his path now.

Chapter 21: True Snow Bunny

The party was winding down, the pink lights growing softer as couples and groups drifted toward private corners or home. Ethan stood near the exit in his shimmering black sequin mini dress, the hem constantly riding up to flash the lace tops of his thigh-high stockings and the curve of his ass. His heart hammered against his ribs.

He had watched Jade and Tara serving their Bulls all night with total devotion. He had felt eyes on him in the tight dress. The ache between his legs — still locked in denial — had become unbearable.

This was the moment.

He scanned the room and spotted Marcus — the tall, broad-shouldered Bull who had been suggested to him months ago on SissyMatch. 6’4”, deep dark skin, confident posture. Marcus had been watching him for most of the night.

Ethan swallowed hard, smoothed down the front of his tiny dress, and walked over. His voice came out small and trembling.

“Marcus…? I… I’ve been thinking a lot. I want to become a true snow bunny. Tonight. Can I… can I go home with you? I want to show you what I’ve learned.”

Marcus smiled slowly, his eyes roaming over Ethan’s feminized body. “You sure, pretty girl? Once you cross this line, there’s no going back.”

Ethan nodded. “I’m sure.”



Marcus’s apartment was sleek and modern. The moment the door closed, Marcus pulled Ethan close, one large hand cupping his ass under the short dress.

“You look fucking adorable in this,” he murmured, voice deep. “Strip for me. Slowly.”

Ethan obeyed, peeling off the sequin dress with shaking hands until he stood in just the sheer white high-waisted panties, thigh-high stockings, and his tan lines. His caged clit strained visibly against the delicate fabric, the little bow trembling.

Marcus unlocked the cage with a key from his pocket. Ethan’s cock sprang free — average, leaking, desperate. But Marcus didn’t touch it.

“On your knees, snow bunny.”

Ethan dropped gracefully. Marcus unzipped his pants, revealing a thick, heavy black cock — significantly larger than anything Ethan had experienced. The contrast made Ethan’s stomach flutter with nervous excitement.

He leaned in and began worshiping it. He kissed the thick shaft first, then licked along the length with long, reverent strokes of his tongue. He took the head into his mouth, sucking gently, then worked more of it deeper, gagging softly as it hit the back of his throat. Marcus groaned in approval, one hand resting on Ethan’s head.

“That’s it… good girl. Worship that superior cock.”

Ethan poured everything into it — months of watching, fantasizing, and denial. He sucked sloppily, drool running down his chin, eyes watering as he tried to take as much as possible. Marcus eventually pulled him off, lifted him, and carried him to the bedroom.

He laid Ethan on his back, legs spread. After generous lube and patient fingering — two thick fingers stretching him open while Marcus kissed his neck and called him “pretty little white sissy” — Marcus positioned himself at Ethan’s entrance.

“Tell me what you are,” Marcus ordered.

“I’m a snow bunny,” Ethan gasped. “I’m yours tonight.”

Marcus pushed in slowly. The stretch was intense — a burning fullness that made Ethan moan loudly. Inch by inch, the thick black cock filled him until Marcus was buried to the hilt. The contrast of dark skin against Ethan’s pale, feminized body was overwhelming.

Marcus began thrusting — slow and deep at first, then building to a steady, powerful rhythm. The bed creaked beneath them. Ethan’s legs wrapped around Marcus’s waist instinctively as he was fucked thoroughly. Every thrust hit a spot inside him that sent sparks of pleasure through his body. His own cock bounced untouched against his stomach, leaking steadily.

“You take it so well,” Marcus growled, pounding harder. “This is what white boys like you were made for.”

Ethan could only moan and whimper in response, lost in the sensation. The humiliation of being dominated so completely mixed with intense physical pleasure. Marcus flipped him onto all fours, gripped his hips, and fucked him harder from behind, one hand reaching around to stroke Ethan’s neglected cock in time with his thrusts.

The pressure built rapidly. After weeks of denial, Ethan finally broke.

“I’m cumming—!” he cried out.

His orgasm crashed through him violently — the longest, most intense release of his life. He spurted across the sheets in heavy ropes while Marcus continued fucking him through it. Moments later, Marcus groaned deeply and came inside him, flooding him with warmth.

They collapsed together, Marcus still buried deep, kissing Ethan’s shoulder.

“You did good, snow bunny,” he murmured. “Real good.”

Ethan lay there panting, body trembling, mind hazy with afterglow and the deep realization that he had finally crossed the threshold.

He was a true snow bunny now.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcJP.jpg
SNOW BUNNY
SURRENDER

The Snow Bunny Chronicles Book 1
o f

LANA VALE





OEBPS/image_rsrcJR.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1: The App

		Chapter 2: The Gathering

		Chapter 3: The Rejection

		Chapter 4: Thin Walls

		Chapter 5: The Gift

		Chapter 6: Visible Lines

		Chapter 7: Exposed Lines

		Chapter 8: The Subscription

		Chapter 9: First Touch

		Chapter 10: Deeper Waters

		Chapter 11: House Rules

		Chapter 12: Home Comfort

		Chapter 13: Cold Feet

		Chapter 14: Outsiders Welcome

		Chapter 15: The Final Stage

		Chapter 16: Unfinished

		Chapter 17: The Trade

		Chapter 18: Leashed

		Chapter 19: Obedience School

		Chapter 20: Clubbing Clothes

		Chapter 21: True Snow Bunny




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63






