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Introduction

“But Mistress Lilith… entertain and serve men in a dress? I don’t think so.”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

The inheritance that my parents left me is gone. My brother doesn’t answer my phone calls anymore. I sought professional help but nothing worked.

I had nothing to show for, nowhere to go, and nobody to run to.

Then, I met a beautiful and strong transgender woman… who not only disciplined me to stop gambling but also taught me how fun it was to be the real me… except, in her girly clothes.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Sissy Hostess.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS IN LAS VEGAS, right in the heart of the action at a packed casino. The lights were blinding, the sounds were deafening, and the energy was absolutely intoxicating. I was at a slot machine, and things were going great. I was up six thousand dollars, and I had my eyes set on ten thousand. The plan was simple: hit ten grand and walk out a winner.

[image: inside casino]

“Come on, baby, give me another big one,” I muttered, my eyes glued to the spinning reels. The crowd around me was getting thicker. People were watching, whispering, and some were even cheering me on. It felt like all eyes were on me, waiting for the next big hit.

“You’re on fire, man!” a guy next to me shouted.

I flashed him a quick grin, my heart pounding in my chest. “You know it. Just a few more spins, and I’m out of here.”

A woman’s voice chimed in from behind me. “I’ve never seen someone win so much on these machines. Keep going! You’re bound to hit a bonus soon!”

Her words only fueled my confidence. I pulled the lever again, watching the symbols blur together before they snapped into place. More winnings. My total shot up to $7,000.

“Yes! That’s what I’m talking about!” I pumped my fist in the air, feeling invincible.

“Let’s go, let’s go!” The crowd was getting louder, their excitement feeding my own.

I took a deep breath and focused. I could almost feel the money in my pocket. Just a few more wins and I’d be set. I hit the button again, and the machine lit up with another win. I was at $7,500 now. So close.

“You’re gonna make it, Kyle!” someone yelled.

“Yeah, I can feel it!” I shouted back, adrenaline coursing through my veins.

I spun again. Nothing. I didn’t let it faze me. Another spin. Nothing. My stomach tightened, but I shook it off. I still had time. I had to stay positive.

“Don’t worry about those, you’re still up!” The guy next to me tried to reassure me.

I nodded, but a little doubt started to creep in. I spun again, and this time I hit a small win. $7,800. Better than nothing. I took another deep breath and went for it again. The crowd was getting restless, the murmurs growing louder.

“Come on, Kyle, you got this!” the woman behind me encouraged.

I hit the button, and the reels spun. They stopped, and I hit another win. $8,000. Almost there. The crowd cheered, and I felt a rush of hope. This was it. I was going to make it.

“Just a couple more, man, you’re almost there!” the guy said, clapping me on the shoulder.

I nodded, determined. I hit the button again, and the machine went into a frenzy. Lights flashed, and sounds blared. This was the big one. The symbols lined up, and I hit the bonus round.

“Yes! Bonus!” the crowd erupted.

I felt a surge of excitement. This was my chance. I could feel the ten thousand within reach. The bonus round started, and I watched the credits rack up. $8,500. $9,000. $9,500.

“Almost there, Kyle, just a little more!” the woman’s voice was almost a scream.

I was sweating, my heart pounding like a drum. One more spin. Just one more. I hit the button, and the reels spun. They stopped, and I hit $10,000. I couldn’t believe it.

“Yes! Ten thousand dollars, baby!” I yelled, throwing my arms up in victory.

The crowd erupted in cheers. I felt like a king. I’d done it. I’d actually done it. I reached for the cash-out button, but then I hesitated. The crowd’s cheers and the rush of winning clouded my judgment.

What if I could win more? I was on a hot streak.

Why stop now?

I grinned at the guy next to me. “You know what? One more spin. Let’s see how far I can take this.”

“Yeah, man! Ride that wave!” he encouraged.

I hit the button again, my eyes wide with excitement. The reels spun, and I felt a thrill. But this time, nothing. No win. My total dropped to $9,500.

“Damn, that’s okay. Still got plenty to play with,” I said, trying to keep my confidence up.

I spun again. Nothing. $9,000. A cold sweat started to break out on my forehead.

“Come on, come on,” I muttered, hitting the button again.

The crowd was quieter now, sensing the shift. Another spin, another loss. $8,500. My stomach churned. I couldn’t let it end like this. I hit the button again, harder this time. The reels spun and stopped. Nothing. $8,000.

I felt a knot in my chest, but I couldn’t stop. I was too deep in. I hit the button again and again. Each spin was a dagger, cutting deeper as my total dropped. $7,500. $7,000. $6,500.

“Come on, Kyle, maybe you should cash out,” the guy next to me said, his tone now worried.

“No, I can win it back. Just need one big win,” I insisted, my voice shaking.

Another spin. Nothing. $6,000. The exact amount I had started with. I felt the world closing in on me. My hands were trembling, and the sweat was now dripping down my face.

I hit the button again. Nothing. $5,500. I could hear the murmurs of the crowd, their excitement replaced by pity. Another spin. Nothing. $5,000.

“Stop, Kyle, you’re losing it all,” the woman’s voice was soft, almost pleading.

I ignored her, my eyes fixed on the machine. Another spin. Nothing. $4,000. My breaths were coming in short gasps. I felt dizzy, my vision blurring. I hit the button again. Nothing. $3,000.

My mind was screaming at me to stop, but I couldn’t. I was on autopilot, driven by desperation. Another spin. Nothing. $2,000.

“Come on, Kyle, just walk away,” the guy’s voice was now urgent.

“Shut up! I can win it back!” I snapped, hitting the button again. Nothing. $1,000.

My hands were ice cold, my body shaking. I felt like I was going to be sick. Another spin. Nothing. $500.

The crowd had thinned out, most people walking away, unable to watch my downfall. One last spin. I hit the button, my heart pounding in my ears. The reels spun and stopped. Nothing. $0.
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I stared at the screen in disbelief. It was over. Everything was gone. I felt a wave of nausea hit me, and my legs felt like they were going to give out. I stumbled away from the machine, the last remnants of the crowd parting to let me through. My head was buzzing, and my vision was blurry. I made my way to the nearest exit, needing air, needing to escape.

Outside, the cool night air hit me like a slap in the face. I leaned against the wall, trying to catch my breath. I pulled out my phone and tried calling my brother again. Straight to voicemail.

“Hey, it’s Kyle. I really need to talk to you. Please call me back.” I hung up and slid down the wall, sitting on the cold pavement. My mind was a mess. I didn’t know what to do. Everything was gone. I had nothing left. I felt tears sting my eyes, but I blinked them back. I couldn’t break down here, not now.

Moments later, I sat on the cold pavement outside the casino, my head spinning. My hands shook as I pulled out my phone and tried calling my brother again. Straight to voicemail.

“Hey, it’s Kyle. I really need to talk to you. Please call me back.” My voice cracked a bit, and I ended the call, feeling the weight of everything crash down on me. I slid my phone back into my pocket and took a deep breath. There was no way I could drive home in this state. I was too tired, too stressed.

I decided to head to the hotel attached to the casino. Maybe a night of sleep would clear my head. The lobby was bustling, full of people laughing and chatting, their wins and losses all part of the game. I walked up to the front desk, trying to keep my cool.

“Hi, I need a room for the night,” I said to the woman behind the counter. She smiled politely and asked for my ID and credit card. I handed them over, hoping I still had enough credit left to cover the room.

She swiped the card and frowned.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Watson, but your card has been declined.”

“What? That can’t be right,” I said, feeling a rush of panic. “Try it again.”

She did, but the result was the same. Embarrassed, I called my credit card company, hoping to find a favorable explanation.

“It seems there are unpaid dues on the account,” the operator said.

I felt a cold sweat break out on my forehead. “Unpaid dues? How much are we talking about?”

I could hear her tap a few keys on her computer before giving me the outstanding amount. “$34,921.”

I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. “Thirty-four thousand? Are you kidding me?”

“I’m sorry, sir, but that’s what the system says. You’ll need to settle the amount before we can process any new charges.”

Without saying goodbye, I swiped to my banking app and checked my balance, hoping for a miracle. However, I only had $121 left.

“Can I pay after my stay?” I asked—knowing that my brother would save me in a dire situation.

She gave me a sympathetic look. “Yes sir, but we can’t check you in without a security deposit of $200. If you have another card that works…”

I stood there, feeling a wave of hopelessness wash over me. “I... I don’t know what to say…”

She shook her head, looking genuinely sorry. “I wish I could help, but our policy is strict. Maybe you could try a motel?”

I felt insulted, not because of her suggestion, but because I couldn’t even afford to stay in a motel. I nodded numbly and backed away from the desk, my mind racing. I stumbled out of the lobby and headed to the parking garage where my car was parked. It felt like a long, lonely walk.
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When I reached my car, I sat in the driver’s seat and closed the door. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes, trying to calm down. I felt so dumb, like the biggest idiot in the world. I’d gambled away everything my parents had left me, and now I had nothing to show for it.

No money, no place to stay, and no one to turn to.

I pulled out my phone again and stared at the screen. I wanted to call my brother, to beg him to help me, but I knew he wouldn’t answer. He was done with me. Everyone was done with me. I tossed the phone onto the passenger seat and rubbed my face with my hands, feeling the roughness of stubble and the sting of tears.

I had no choice but to sleep in my car. It wasn’t the first time, but it still felt like rock bottom. I reclined the seat as far as it would go and tried to get comfortable. The parking garage was dimly lit and eerily quiet. The sound of distant cars and muffled voices echoed around me.

I pulled my jacket tighter around me, trying to stay warm. The night air was chilly, and the hard seat wasn’t doing my back any favors. I shifted and turned, trying to find a position that didn’t make me ache.

It was no use.

I couldn’t sleep.

My mind was too full of thoughts, too full of regrets.

“Why did I keep playing?” I muttered to myself. “I had ten grand. I should’ve stopped. I should’ve walked away.” But I hadn’t. I’d let my greed and optimism blind me, and now I was paying the price.

I stared up at the ceiling of the car, feeling more alone than ever. I thought about my parents, about how disappointed they would be if they could see me now. I thought about my brother, about how he’d given up on me. I thought about my future, and how bleak it seemed.

Hours passed, but sleep never came. The cold seeped into my bones, and the silence of the garage pressed down on me. I felt a tear slip down my cheek, and I wiped it away angrily. I didn’t want to cry. I didn’t want to feel sorry for myself. But I couldn’t help it.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP IN MY CAR, drenched in sweat. The midday sun turned the vehicle into an oven. I groggily checked my phone; it was 1 PM. My back ached from the uncomfortable sleeping position. My mouth felt dry, and my head pounded. I rubbed my eyes and sat up, feeling the heat pressing down on me.

The first thing I noticed was a new text message from my brother, Jake. I opened it, hoping for some good news. Instead, I was met with a long wall of text.

"Kyle, I've been thinking a lot about this, and I need to be honest with you. I can't keep helping you anymore. You're a 37-year-old man, and you should know how to take care of yourself. I've got my own job and family to think about. I can't keep bailing you out every time you get into trouble. I'm really sorry, but this is it. You need to find a way to stand on your own. I hope you understand. -Jake"

I stared at the message, feeling a mix of anger and despair. I tried calling him, but it went straight to voicemail. “Jake, come on, pick up. We need to talk,” I muttered as I hung up, frustrated.

I tossed the phone onto the passenger seat and let out a deep sigh. I knew Jake was right, but it didn’t make it any easier to swallow. My mind raced, trying to figure out my next move. The reality of my situation hit me like a brick.

I was broke, alone, and had nowhere to go.

"Great, just great," I said aloud, hitting the steering wheel with my palm.

"What the hell am I supposed to do now?"

I leaned back in the seat, staring at the ceiling. Memories of better times flooded my mind. Times when I had money, when I had support. I felt a lump in my throat and blinked back tears. I needed a plan, but my mind was blank.

I picked up my phone again, scrolling through my contacts, but it felt hopeless. Most of the people I knew wouldn’t be able to help, and those who could probably wouldn’t want to. I let out another sigh and opened the car door, needing some fresh air.

The parking lot was nearly empty, and the heat waves shimmered off the pavement. I wandered over to a shady spot and sat down, leaning against a concrete pillar. I took a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself down.

Just then, my stomach started growling. Food became the top priority and I needed cash, something to get me through the day. I found an ATM nearby and checked my balance: $121. I withdrew as much as I could, leaving the annoying $1 behind.

"Great," I muttered, stuffing the cash into my wallet. I felt a wave of frustration. Everything was falling apart, and I needed to forget, even if just for a little while.
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I started walking through the city, aimlessly wandering the streets. The sights and sounds of Vegas were almost mocking me. People were laughing, winning, living their best lives while I was sinking further into despair.

Eventually, I found myself standing in front of a place called "The Den." It looked like a regular pub, nothing special, but it seemed inviting enough. I needed a drink, something to numb the pain.

I pushed the door open and stepped inside. The place was quiet, a stark contrast to the chaos outside. I walked up to the bar and took a seat.

"What can I get you?" the bartender asked, a burly guy with a friendly smile.

"I don't care. Just give me a drink," I said, my voice flat.

He nodded and poured me a shot of something strong. I downed it in one gulp, the burn in my throat a welcome distraction from my thoughts.

"Another," I said, sliding the glass back to him.

He raised an eyebrow but refilled it. I took it slower this time, letting the alcohol work its way through my system. The bar was almost empty, a few people scattered here and there, lost in their own worlds.

My stomach growled, reminding me that I hadn't eaten since who knows when. I glanced at the menu but couldn't focus on the words.

"Get me something to eat. I don't care what," I told the bartender.

"Sure thing," he said, heading to the kitchen.

While I waited, I kept drinking. The alcohol was doing its job, dulling the edges of my anxiety and fear. By the time the food arrived, I was feeling a little better, or at least numb enough to not care. I dug into the meal, burger and fries, not even tasting it, just needing to fill the emptiness inside me.

"How's the food?" the bartender asked, leaning on the bar.

"It's fine," I mumbled through a mouthful.

He nodded, giving me a knowing look. "Rough day?"

"You have no idea," I said, taking another drink. "Lost everything. My brother's cut me off. I'm at rock bottom."
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"Sorry to hear that, man. Just take it easy with the drinks, alright?" he said.

"Yeah, yeah," I waved him off, focusing on the food and the booze.

I kept drinking, one shot after another. The world started to blur around the edges, the sounds becoming muffled. I didn't care. I just wanted to forget.

Hours passed, and the bar filled up a bit more, but I barely noticed. I was lost in my own haze, the alcohol pulling me deeper into oblivion. At some point, I felt myself slipping, the room spinning out of control.

"Hey, you okay?" someone asked, but their voice seemed far away.

I tried to answer, but my words were slurred. The last thing I remembered was the barstool tilting beneath me and the floor rushing up to meet me.

Moments later, I woke up with a start, the room spinning around me. I was on a couch, my head pounding and my mouth feeling like sandpaper. I groaned and rubbed my temples, trying to remember how I ended up here.

I looked around and saw a janitor cleaning up and a few people clearing tables. I noticed a woman with long black hair, wearing leather pants and a tube top, walking toward me. Her heels clicked and clacked on the floor, each step commanding attention. She looked tough but elegant, a mix of grace and authority.

"Hey, wake up," she said, her voice smooth but firm. She handed me a bill.

"You need to go home. We're closing."

I felt a wave of anger wash over me as I took the bill from her. I glanced at it and my stomach dropped. $5, 327. How the hell had I spent that much?

“What!? This is insane?! Why is it so expensive!?”

“You ordered a bottle of a 50-year-old Hibiki whiskey, that alone covers more than half of your bill.”

I wanted to retaliate, but she had this no-nonsense aura that I knew that if I clashed with her, I’d ended up behind bars. She then continued instructing the staff, her voice cutting through the quiet of the room. After a moment, she turned back to me, raising an eyebrow.

"You ready to settle your bill?"

I stuttered, fumbling for my wallet. "Uh, yeah, just... just a second. "I pulled out everything I had. A measly $120 in fives and some coins. My face burned with shame as I laid the money on the table.

She looked at the pathetic pile of cash and then back at me. "Don't you know the punishment for not paying your restaurant bill in Nevada?" She looked dead serious.

I felt a cold sweat break out on my forehead. "Please, I can wash dishes or something. I'm really sorry.”

Then, the most embarrassing thing happened, I broke down. “I... I lost everything gambling. My brother's cut me off. I have nowhere to go. Please, just give me a chance.”

I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes, and my voice cracked. I couldn't believe I was begging like this.
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Suddenly, she burst into laughter, the sound echoing through the empty bar. "That's the lamest excuse I've ever heard," she said, shaking her head.

I felt a flicker of hope, thinking maybe she was joking. But then she looked me straight in the eyes, her expression turning cold. "I don't accept washing dishes."

She signaled to someone behind me, and I turned to see a large bodyguard emerge from the shadows. My heart pounded in my chest as he walked toward me.

"Take him to the back," she said, her voice calm but commanding.

The bodyguard grabbed me by the arm and hauled me to my feet.

"Wait, please, I can pay it back. Just give me some time," I pleaded, but it was no use.

He led me down a dimly lit hallway, my mind racing with fear. I was sure I was about to get beaten up. I tried to keep my cool, but my legs were shaking.

We reached a door at the end of the hall, and the bodyguard pushed it open, shoving me inside. I stumbled and nearly fell, catching myself on a chair.

"Sit down," he said, his voice gruff.

I did as I was told, my heart pounding in my ears. The room was small and sparsely furnished, with a single light hanging from the ceiling. I felt like I was in an interrogation room.

A few moments later, the woman with the black hair walked in. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it, crossing her arms.

"What's your name?" she asked.

"Kyle," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Well, Kyle, you owe me a lot of money," she said, her eyes boring into mine.

"I know. I'm really sorry. I don't have it right now, but I can work it off. I'll do anything," I said, desperation creeping into my voice.

She smirked, shaking her head. "Anything, huh?"

I nodded, hoping she would see how serious I was.

"Alright. I'll give you a chance to pay off your debt, but it's not going to be easy," she said, pushing off the door and walking toward me.

"You see, I run this place, and we're always looking for new talent. It might not be what you're used to, but it's honest work, and it pays well."

I looked at her, confusion and hope warring inside me. "What kind of work?"

She smiled, a glint of something unreadable in her eyes.

"You'll see. For now, just focus on getting yourself together. You'll be staying here, and you'll work for me until your debt is paid."

I nodded, feeling a mix of relief and apprehension.

"Thank you. I really appreciate it."

"Don't thank me yet," she said, her smile fading. "This isn't a charity. You're going to work hard, and I expect results. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand," I said, my voice firm.

"Good. Get some rest. You'll need it," she said, turning to leave.

"Oh, and Kyle? Don't disappoint me."


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP WITH A GROAN, my head still pounding from the night before. Daylight streamed through a small window, casting a strange, soft light across the room. I sat up, rubbing my eyes, and looked around. The room looked completely different in the daylight. Last night, I was too scared and exhausted to really take in my surroundings. Now, I noticed wigs on mannequins lining the walls, all sorts of colorful, styled hair staring back at me.

Curiosity got the better of me, and I started snooping around. I opened a wardrobe and found maid outfits, rubber suits, and other strange clothing items. I couldn't help but touch the fabric, feeling both confused and fascinated.

Just then, the door opened, and I jumped back, slamming the wardrobe shut. The woman from last night stood there, still gorgeous but without makeup and wearing a silk robe. Her presence was no less commanding.
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"I don't like men touching my things," she said, her voice calm but firm.

"I'm sorry, I was just—" I stammered, my face turning red.

She lit a cigarette, taking a slow drag before looking at her watch.

"Ah, it's time for breakfast," she said, turning and motioning for me to follow.

"Come with me."

I followed her out of the room, feeling like I was in a strange dream. We walked past a large wall clock, and I realized it was already 3 PM. Weird, but I was too hungry to care much. She led me to a room with a small kitchen and a dining table.

She started making pancakes, moving with a grace and efficiency that was mesmerizing.

"I'm Mistress Lilith," she said, glancing at me.

"I'm the number one trans dominatrix in Las Vegas."

I blinked, trying to absorb what she was saying. "Trans?" I blurted out, unable to hide my surprise.

She smirked, flipping a pancake. "Yes, trans. And this place, The Den, is a pub by day and an exclusive club by night. A club for mega-rich patrons who enjoy the company of beautiful sissies."

Awkwardly, I looked around. Unsure of what to do, “Would you like me to help you with that?” I offered. She nonchalantly shook her head and said, “I don’t trust anyone else with what I put in my mouth.”

Still trying to process everything, I tried to get rid of the tension by getting to know more. "So, you're saying this place... it's like a... dungeon?"

With a chuckle, "A haven for people who want to explore their fantasies without judgment," she said, placing a stack of pancakes on a plate.

"Now, serve me."

Her tone left no room for argument. I quickly took the plate from the counter and placed it on the table, feeling like I was fumbling my way through a test. She sat down and looked at me expectantly.

"Do you want me to eat this with my hands?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Oh, right," I mumbled, scrambling to find a fork. I finally located one and handed it to her, hoping I wasn't making a complete fool of myself.

She lit another cigarette, clearly unimpressed.

"I don't eat my pancakes dry," she said, her voice dripping with irritation.

"Sorry," I said, quickly getting some syrup and butter from the fridge. I placed them on the table, feeling like I was constantly a step behind.

She still didn't start eating. Confused, I asked, "Is there anything else you need?"

She looked at me, her gaze piercing. "I don't eat alone."

"Oh," I said, taken aback. I grabbed a plate and served myself some pancakes, sitting down across from her. We started eating, the tension in the air slowly dissipating.
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"So, Kyle," she said between bites, "tell me more about yourself."

I swallowed, feeling a bit more at ease now. "Well, there's not much to tell. I used to have a good job, but then I got into gambling. Lost everything. My parents left me an inheritance, and I blew it all. My brother cut me off. And now... now I'm here."

She nodded, listening intently. "Do you regret it?"

"Of course," I said, looking down at my plate. "I feel like such an idiot."

"Good," she said, her tone surprisingly gentle. "Regret is the first step to change."

We ate in silence for a few moments, the pancakes surprisingly delicious. I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of relief, like maybe things were starting to turn around.

"You said last night that I'd be working here," I said cautiously.

"What exactly will I be doing?"

Lilith smiled, a knowing look in her eyes. "You'll see. For now, just focus on getting back on your feet. You'll be helping out around the club, learning the ropes."

I nodded, feeling a mix of anxiety and curiosity. This was all so new, so different from anything I'd ever experienced. But for the first time in a long while, I felt a glimmer of hope.

"Thank you, Lili—I mean, Mistress Lilith," I said, feeling a genuine sense of gratitude.

"Mmm hmm," she said, finishing her pancake. "This is just the beginning. But if you work hard and prove yourself, you might find a place here."

We finished eating, and she stood up, signaling that our meal was over. "Now, let's get you started. There's a lot to learn, and not much time to waste."

Moments later, it was around 10:00 PM, and I stood in my room, adjusting the waiter uniform Mistress Lilith had provided. It felt strange, the crisp white shirt, the black vest, and tie. I was nervous but also curious about what lay ahead.

The door opened, and Mistress Lilith walked in. She looked stunning, her presence commanding attention. She wore thigh-high boots, a tight black corset that accentuated her curves, and a whip hanging from her belt. Her long black hair flowed over her shoulders, and her makeup was flawless.

“Let’s get you to the real Den,” she said, her voice firm but with a hint of excitement.

I followed her out of the room, my heart racing. We passed through the pub, which was relatively quiet and unremarkable. Then she led me to a hallway, and we descended a flight of stairs. As we reached the bottom, my jaw dropped.

The space opened up into a huge floor with multiple rooms. The air was filled with music and laughter. Crossdressers in maid uniforms flitted about, serving drinks and entertaining guests. Men in suits and women in power suits mingled, their conversations lively.

“These are my sissy maids,” she explained as we walked through the crowd. “They serve and entertain our guests, offering an escape from the mundane.”

I watched as one of the sissies, a tall blonde in a frilly pink maid outfit, flirted with a man in a sharp black suit. Nearby, another sissy, a petite brunette, giggled as she sang karaoke with a woman dressed like an executive. The atmosphere was electric, like nothing I’d ever seen before.

“Wow, this is… incredible,” I said, trying to take it all in.

“It is,” Lilith agreed, a proud smile on her face.

“And now, you’ll be a part of it.”

She led me to a man standing by the bar. He was dressed similarly to me, in a waiter uniform, but he carried himself with a confidence that I envied.

“This is Brewster,” Lilith said, introducing us. “He’ll show you the ropes.”

Brewster extended a hand, and I shook it.

“Nice to meet you, Kyle. Ready to dive in?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

“Great. Follow me,” Brewster said, leading me away from the bar.

We walked through the bustling floor, and Brewster explained the basics. “Your job is to serve drinks, keep the guests happy, and make sure everything runs smoothly. It’s pretty straightforward, but you’ve got to be quick on your feet and always be polite.”

I nodded, absorbing his words.

“Got it. Anything else I should know?”

“Yeah, keep an eye out for troublemakers. Most of the guests are fine, but some can get a bit rowdy. If you need help, just signal one of the bouncers.”

As we passed by one of the rooms, I noticed a sissy in a maid outfit glaring at us. Brewster noticed my look and sighed. “That’s Lola. She’s been a bit of a problem since I spilled a drink on her last week.”

“Rude, huh?” I asked, watching as Lola flipped her hair and turned away.

“Very,” he confirmed. “Just try to stay out of her way.”

We continued our tour, and I started serving drinks, trying to get the hang of things. The sissies moved with grace and confidence, and I couldn’t help but admire how they handled themselves. They laughed, flirted, and entertained, making each guest feel special. It was like watching a performance, each one playing their part perfectly.

In one of the rooms, a sissy in a blue maid outfit was singing a karaoke duet with a man in a suit, their voices blending beautifully. In another corner, a group of sissies was playing a card game with a few guests, laughter and cheers filling the air.

Brewster and I served drinks to a group of women in power suits, their eyes twinkling as they teased the sissies serving them. One of them, a tall woman with short black hair, smiled at me as I handed her a glass of champagne.
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“New here, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone playful.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, trying to hide my nervousness.

“You shouldn’t be wearing that boring outfit,” she said with a wink, turning back to her friends. I didn’t exactly get what she meant at that time but she looked inebriated and I wasn’t in the mood to get into a drunken conversation.

Moments later, I felt a bit more at ease as the night went on. Brewster was patient, guiding me through the tasks and offering tips. Despite the initial nerves, I found myself enjoying the work. The atmosphere was vibrant, and the guests were mostly pleasant.

Then, as I was serving a group of men in one of the private rooms, Lola strutted in, her attitude palpable. She glared at me as she passed by, making a snide comment under her breath.

“Watch where you’re going,” she sneered.

I tried to ignore her, focusing on my work, but her presence was like a dark cloud. Brewster noticed and shook his head. “Don’t let her get to you. She’s been a pain ever since she got here. Mistress Lilith only keeps her because she brings in good money.”

All I could do was nod and continue listening.

“She’s too problematic. I was serving drinks, and someone bumped into me. The tray went flying, and a glass of red wine landed all over her dress. She’s never forgiven me. Can you believe that?” Brewster explained with a sigh.

“Sounds like she needs to get over it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood.

Brewster chuckled. “Yeah, you’d think so. Again, just stay clear of her, and you’ll be fine.”

I nodded, taking his advice to heart. As the night progressed, I started to feel more comfortable in my role. The guests were friendly, the work was engaging, and the sissies, despite the occasional diva like Lola, were a fascinating group to be around.

Around midnight, Mistress Lilith appeared again, her presence commanding the room. She walked over to me, her eyes assessing.

“How’s he doing, Brewster?” she asked.

“He’s doing great,” he replied with a smile. “Quick learner.”

“Good,” Lilith said, turning to me. “Kyle, you’ve made it through your first night. Keep this up, and you’ll do just fine here.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lilith,” I said, feeling a sense of accomplishment.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED since my first night at The Den, and I was settling into my routine. At 2:00 PM, I was in the kitchen making Mistress Lilith’s breakfast. She liked her pancakes a certain way, and I had learned quickly how to make them just right. I flipped a pancake and checked the time. Everything was on schedule.

As I worked, I heard the click-clack of heels approaching. Mistress Lilith entered the kitchen, looking as stunning as ever in a silk robe. She carried an envelope in her hand.

"Good morning, Kyle," she said, her voice smooth and commanding. She handed me the envelope.

"This is for you."
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I took the envelope, feeling a bit confused. "What's this for?"

"It's a reward. You should buy yourself some new clothes," she said, lighting a cigarette.

I shook my head, feeling a mix of gratitude and guilt. "No, I can't take this. I still owe you."

She blew out a stream of smoke, her expression unwavering. "Yes, I know, but you need grooming stuff. You're starting to look like a hot mess with that scruff."

I chuckled nervously, glancing at my reflection in the shiny surface of the stove. She wasn’t wrong. I set the spatula aside and looked at the envelope, curiosity getting the better of me. Before I could open it, she spoke again.

"It's three hundred bucks," she said casually. "Consider it an onboarding allowance."

I stared at her, shocked by her generosity.

"Three hundred? Wow, that's... that's really generous of you."

She waved her hand dismissively. "Buy yourself some lounge wear, hygiene stuff, you know, whatever you need."

I nodded, still a bit stunned. "Thank you, Mistress Lilith. I really appreciate it."

She took another drag of her cigarette and looked at me thoughtfully. "I'm not eating breakfast today. I have an early appointment at the dentist."

"Alright," I said, turning off the stove. "I'll save this for later."

"Good," she said, turning to leave. "And Kyle, make sure you use that money wisely. I expect you to look sharp."

"I will. Thanks again," I said, watching her leave the kitchen.

As soon as she was gone, I opened the envelope and saw the crisp bills inside. Three hundred dollars. It felt like a lifeline. I couldn’t believe how generous she was being, especially considering how much I still owed her.

I finished cleaning up the kitchen, my mind racing with thoughts of what I could buy. I needed new clothes, some basic toiletries, and maybe even a haircut. I looked like a mess, and Mistress Lilith was right—I needed to clean up my act.

Later that day, after finishing my morning tasks, I headed out to do some shopping. It felt strange to be out in the city, away from The Den, but also refreshing.

But then, I saw it: a small casino tucked between two larger buildings. The neon lights flickered, calling to me.

I paused, staring at the entrance. I had three hundred dollars. I could double it. I shook my head, trying to push the thought away, but it was too late. The itch was there, and I couldn’t ignore it. Maybe this time would be different.
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Before I knew it, I was inside, the familiar sounds of slot machines and chatter filling my ears. I took a deep breath and sat down at a slot machine, inserting a twenty-dollar bill. I played cautiously at first, and to my surprise, I started winning. Soon after, my balance doubled to six hundred dollars.

"Yes!" I muttered under my breath, feeling the adrenaline rush. But instead of cashing out, I kept playing, convinced I could win more.

The luck didn’t last. The wins turned into losses, and before I knew it, my balance was back to three hundred. I told myself I’d stop once I doubled it again. But I didn’t. I kept playing, chasing the high, until my balance hit zero.

It was a pattern, an unbreakable one, and I didn’t know why I kept following it. I stared at the machine, my heart pounding. I had done it again. I had lost everything. My hands shook as I stood up, my mind racing. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know where to go. I was terrified to go back to The Den, but I had no choice.

When I got back, it was already 6 PM. I went straight to my room, hiding from everyone. I sat on my bed, my head in my hands, trying to figure out how to explain myself. My thoughts were interrupted by the familiar click-clack of heels approaching. Mistress Lilith appeared in the doorway, her eyes narrowing as she looked at me.

"Why are you shaking?" she asked, her voice calm but firm.

I swallowed hard, looking up at her. "I’m so sorry, Mistress Lilith. I lost the money. I went to a casino, and... and I gambled it all away."

She took a deep breath, her expression unreadable. "Follow me."

I stood up on shaky legs and followed her down the hall to her boudoir. The room was large and elegantly decorated, a stark contrast to my small, sparse room. She walked to the bathroom and emerged a moment later with strips and a pot of wax.

"For your punishment, you need to be waxed all over," she said, setting the items down on a small table.

I felt a wave of fear wash over me. "Waxed? I’ve never done that before. I heard it’s painful."

She nodded, her eyes cold. "It is. But it's the price you must pay for being stupid."

I felt my heart sink as she prepared the wax, heating it up and cutting the strips. "Please, Mistress Lilith, I’ll do anything else. Just not this."

She shook her head. "You need to learn. Actions have consequences. Now, take off your clothes!"

I hesitated, but her stern gaze left no room for argument. I undressed, feeling more vulnerable than I ever had before. She applied the warm wax to my chest and pressed a strip over it.

"Are you ready?" she asked, her voice devoid of sympathy.

I nodded, bracing myself. She ripped the strip off, and I cried out in pain. Tears sprang to my eyes, but I forced myself to stay still.

She continued, each strip more painful than the last. My skin burned, and I could feel the tears streaming down my face. By the time she was done, my entire body felt like it was on fire.

She stepped back, surveying her work. "This is what happens when you make foolish decisions. Do you understand?"

I nodded, my voice trembling. "Yes, Mistress Lilith. I understand."

She handed me a towel. "Clean yourself up. And remember that I’m capable of so much worse next time you think about gambling."

I took the towel, feeling humiliated and defeated. "Thank you, Mistress Lilith. I’m sorry."

She nodded, her expression softening slightly. "I hope this will be a lesson for you, Kyle. Now, go get dressed and get ready for your shift. And don’t make me regret giving you a second chance."

I nodded again, grateful for her patience despite everything. I went back to my room, my skin still burning, and dressed carefully. The pain was a constant reminder of my mistake, and I vowed to never let myself fall into that trap again.

As I started my shift that evening, I moved carefully, each step a reminder of the lesson I had learned. The guests didn’t seem to notice my discomfort, and I forced myself to smile and be polite. Brewster gave me a questioning look but didn’t ask. I appreciated his discretion.

Three weeks had passed since my punishment, and I had thrown myself into my work. Tonight, I was waiting for my first salary as a waiter. The anticipation was killing me. Mistress Lilith had called me into her office to discuss the terms.

"The salary is six thousand dollars," she said, leaning back in her chair. "But since you still owe for that night you couldn't pay your bill, it will be five thousand. You’ll pay the remaining balance within the next five months."

"That’s fair," I nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and relief. Five thousand dollars was more money than I had seen in a long time.

Just as she was about to hand me the envelope, the door burst open. A man strode in, his face set in a scowl. He looked at Mistress Lilith with disdain.

"If you don’t come up with five hundred thousand dollars in five months, The Den will close," he barked. "Figure it out, Lilith."

He turned on his heel and left before she could respond. I stood there, stunned. Mistress Lilith lit a cigarette, taking a long drag before exhaling slowly.

"You must be wondering who that is," she said, her voice unusually soft.

"Yeah…" I asked cautiously.

"That’s Boris, my boyfriend," she explained, her eyes narrowing.

"He’s the one who provided the capital for the club. Our relationship is... shaky. I still love him, but I hate how he treats me like an idiot."

I didn’t know what to say, so I stayed quiet, letting her continue.

"We met when I was an escort. I wanted out of that life, and he offered to help. I didn’t realize that help came with such a high price. We have a contract: if I don’t come up with the money I owe him, I’ll have to pay him twice as much within five years."

I felt a pang of sympathy for her. "That’s... that’s a lot of pressure."

She nodded, looking weary. "The Den is just starting to pick up, but it’s not there yet. I bit off more than I could chew, and now I don’t know what to do."

I wanted to comfort her, to offer some kind of support. I stepped forward, intending to give her a reassuring embrace, but she held up a hand.
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"Don’t touch me!" she said sharply, her eyes flashing.

I froze, feeling awkward and a bit hurt. "I’m sorry, Mistress Lilith. I just... I feel bad for you."

She smirked, her expression cold. "I appreciate the sentiment. But I can handle this on my own."

She opened a drawer and pulled out an envelope, handing it to me.

"Here’s your salary. Use it wisely."

I took the envelope, feeling the weight of the money inside. "Thank you, Mistress Lilith. I will."

She nodded, taking another drag of her cigarette.

"Good. Now get back to work. We have a busy night ahead."

I left her office, my mind racing. The revelation about Boris and the financial trouble The Den was in weighed heavily on me. Mistress Lilith had been so strong and composed, but now I saw the cracks in her armor. I felt a fierce determination to do whatever I could to help her and the club.

As I returned to my duties, I couldn’t shake the image of her standing there, vulnerable and yet unyielding. Mistress Lilith had given me a chance when I had nothing, and now it was my turn to repay her in any way I could. The Den had become more than just a job; it was a place where I felt like I belonged, and I wasn’t going to let it fall apart.

The rest of the night passed in a blur of activity. Guests came and went, the sissies entertained and charmed, and the energy of The Den pulsed with life. I worked harder than ever, my focus sharpened by the knowledge of what was at stake.

As the evening wound down, I found myself reflecting on the past few weeks. I had come a long way from the lost and desperate man who had stumbled into The Den. Mistress Lilith’s guidance had been tough, but it had also been exactly what I needed.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, it was my day off, and I was lounging in my room, watching YouTube videos of slot machine wins. I loved seeing the reels spin and the coins pour out. The excitement of the wins made my heart race, even though I wasn’t the one playing.

As I watched, an ad for an online casino popped up. I ignored it at first, but the idea of playing from the comfort of my room was tempting. I clicked back to the videos, watching people hit jackpots. The more I watched, the more the itch grew. Finally, I couldn’t resist. I installed the app.

I loaded the app and deposited my entire salary—five thousand dollars. It was a reckless move, but I felt confident. I started playing, and at first, luck was on my side. My balance grew to eight thousand dollars. I was on top of the world.

“Yes! I’m back, baby!” I shouted, feeling the rush of winning.

But greed took over. I kept playing, convinced I could win even more. My balance started to drop. Seven thousand. Six thousand. Five thousand. Panic set in, but I kept playing.

Four thousand. Three thousand. Two thousand. Zero.

I stared at the screen in disbelief. I had lost everything. Again. My hands shook, and I felt a wave of nausea. How could I be so stupid?

Just then, my phone buzzed. It was a text from Mistress Lilith.

"Lilith: Kyle, my friend Maggie is coming over. I’m an hour away for some beauty treatment. Could you give her a grand? I'll pay you back when I get home."

I felt my heart drop. I had no money to give her. But I couldn’t say no. I typed back, “Okay,” my fingers trembling.

Fifteen minutes later, Maggie arrived at the office. She was tall, with striking features, but I noticed bruises on her face. I invited her in, trying to buy time.
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"Can I make you something to eat?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

She shook her head. "No, I’m in a hurry. I just need the money to pay my pimp what I owe him."

I felt a surge of pity for her. "What happened to your face?"

She sighed. "It's my pimp. He gets rough when I’m late with payments."

I felt a mix of anger and sadness. "I'm really sorry, Maggie."

"Thanks, but I just need the money," she said, looking anxious.

I offered her more food, but she declined. She was in a rush. I tried to stall, hoping for a miracle. Two hours passed, and Maggie was still there. Finally, Mistress Lilith arrived.

"Why are you still here, Maggie?" she asked, her eyes narrowing.

"I told him to give you the money."

Maggie looked confused. "I don’t know. He didn’t give me anything."

She then opened her drawer and handed Maggie the money.

“Thanks, Lil, I owe you my life.”

Mistress Lilith walked her to the door before turning to me, her eyes blazing.

"Kyle, where’s your money? Didn’t I give you your salary a week ago?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry. I couldn’t say anything, I felt like I swallowed a log dry.

“Where is it!?”

"I... I gambled it away."

Her expression turned from confusion to fury. "You really won’t learn, huh?"

She grabbed her whip, and before I could react, she whipped me three times on the butt. The pain was sharp, and I cried out, tears springing to my eyes.

"Please, Mistress Lilith, I will change," I pleaded, my voice shaking.

She whipped me more on the back and I couldn’t do anything but absorb her wrath.

"You’ll definitely change!" she yelled. "You have to understand the consequences of your actions!"
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“I swear, this time, I mean it!”

"I’ve given you chances, Kyle. You need to grow up and take responsibility. You can’t keep making the same mistakes!"

I nodded, tears streaming down my face. "I’m so sorry, Mistress Lilith. I promise I’ll do better."

"You better," she said, her voice softening slightly. "I don’t want to have to keep punishing you."

She sighed, looking weary. "I see potential in you, Kyle. But you need to learn. And you need to stop gambling. It’s destroying you."

"I will," I said, meaning it this time. I had to change. I couldn’t keep living like this.

"Good," she said, putting the whip away before leaving the room.

The day after Mistress Lilith’s punishment, I was still feeling the sting on my back and butt. It hurt to move, but I knew I had to get ready for my night shift. I was dressing up, carefully pulling on my uniform, when there was a knock at my door. I opened it to find Mistress Lilith standing there with a large suitcase. She looked stunning, as always, in a sleek black dress that hugged her curves, thigh-high boots, and her signature red lipstick.

“You promised me you’d change, right?” she said, her eyes locking onto mine.

“Yes, Mistress Lilith. I’ll do anything,” I replied, trying to hide my nervousness.

“Good,” she said, opening the suitcase to reveal an array of maid dresses, makeup, and wigs.

“You must have been a spoiled brat growing up.”

I stared at the contents, my mind racing. “I don’t understand.”

“Normally, I don’t like mommying anyone, but you have to shape up,” she said, her tone firm but with a hint of warmth.

“From this day forward, you will be working in The Den as a sissy hostess. Lola just quit; her patron proposed marriage to her.”

I was in shock. “A sissy hostess? I don’t know about this, Mistress Lilith.”

She stepped closer, her expression softening.

“Kyle, you’ll be the most gorgeous sissy hostess in The Den. Do you trust me?”

I hesitated, but there was something in her eyes that made me want to believe her.

“Yes, Mistress Lilith, I trust you.”

“Good,” she said with a smile. “Now, let’s get you ready.”

She motioned for me to follow her, and we moved to a room I hadn't seen before. It was a dressing room, complete with a large vanity, full-length mirrors, and a variety of outfits hanging on racks.

“First things first,” she said, opening a drawer and pulling out a small, flesh-colored garment.

“This is a gaff. It’s for tucking.”

“Tucking?” I asked, feeling a bit embarrassed.

“Yes, tucking,” she repeated. “It’s how you’ll smooth everything out down there. It’ll help create a more feminine silhouette.”

I took the gaff from her and looked at it, feeling a bit unsure.

“Don’t worry, I’ll walk you through it,” she said, her voice reassuring. “Start by pushing everything back between your legs, then pull the gaff up snugly.”

I followed her instructions, feeling a bit awkward but managing to get it in place. “How does it look?”

She inspected me critically, then nodded. “Good. Now, let’s move on to the lingerie.”

She handed me a matching set of lacy black lingerie. “Put these on.”

I did as she asked, slipping into the delicate fabric. It felt strange but also oddly comforting.

“Next is the shapewear,” she said, pulling out a corset and a pair of padded panties.

“These will help shape your body.”

She helped me into the corset, pulling the laces tight. I gasped as it cinched my waist and made contact with my swollen back, but it wasn’t unbearable. The padded panties added curves to my hips and butt, enhancing the feminine shape.

“How do you feel?” she asked, stepping back to look at me.

“I feel... different,” I admitted.

“Good different or bad different?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“In pain different…” I said, starting to relax a bit.

“Excellent. Now, the dress,” she said, holding up a short, frilly maid dress in black and white. It had lace trim and a petticoat underneath to give it volume.

I slipped into the dress, and Mistress Lilith helped zip it up. It felt strange to wear something so feminine, but it also felt exciting that the pain from her whipping melted away.

“Sit down,” she instructed, pulling out a chair and setting it in front of the vanity mirror.

I sat, watching as she began to work on my makeup. She explained each step as she went, making sure I understood how to replicate it later.

“First, we’ll start with the foundation,” she said, applying a smooth layer to my face.

“This will give you an even complexion.”

She moved on to the concealer, covering any imperfections.

“Concealer is for hiding any blemishes or dark circles.”

I nodded, trying to absorb everything she was saying. Her hands were gentle but firm as she worked, and I found myself relaxing under her touch.

“Next is the contouring,” she said, using a darker shade to define my cheekbones and jawline. “This will help create the illusion of a more feminine face shape.”

She blended the contouring with expert precision, then moved on to the blush. “Blush adds a bit of color to your cheeks, giving you a healthy glow.”

I watched as she applied a soft pink blush to my cheeks, then moved on to the eyes.

“Eyeshadow next,” she said, selecting a palette of neutral tones.

“We’ll start with a base color, then add some depth with a darker shade.”

She explained each step as she went, showing me how to blend the colors to create a seamless look. She added eyeliner and mascara, making my eyes look larger and more defined.

“Almost done,” she said, reaching for a lipstick.

“A nice shade of red to match your dress.”

She applied the lipstick with careful precision, then stepped back to admire her work.

“Now, the wig,” she said, handing me a blonde wig styled in loose curls.

“Put this on.”

I adjusted the wig until it sat perfectly on my head, then looked at myself in the mirror. The transformation was incredible. I barely recognized the person staring back at me.

“You look amazing,” Mistress Lilith said, her voice filled with pride.

“I don’t know what to say,” I murmured, still in shock.

“You don’t have to say anything. Just remember your promise to change,” she said, giving my shoulders a reassuring squeeze.

I nodded, feeling a strange mix of emotions. Part of me was terrified, but another part of me felt a sense of excitement and possibility. Mistress Lilith had given me a chance, and I didn’t want to let her down.

She stepped back, inspecting me with a critical eye. “Almost perfect. Just one last touch.”

Mistress Lilith took a deep breath and leaned in closer, adjusting the wig slightly, her fingers brushing against my skin. I felt a jolt of electricity at her touch, my heart pounding in my chest.

“How do you feel?” she asked softly, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

“Different. Excited. Nervous,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

“That’s good,” she said with a gentle smile.

“Embrace those feelings. They’ll help you perform better.”

As she continued to make minor adjustments, our proximity made my heart race even more. Being so close to her, feeling her breath on my skin, I felt an unexpected surge of emotion. I wanted to kiss her, to show her how much I appreciated her belief in me.
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Before I could stop myself, I turned to face her. “Mistress Lilith, I...”

She looked at me, puzzled. “Yes, Kyle?”

I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers, the kiss filled with all the gratitude and admiration I felt for her. For a moment, time stood still.

Then, she pulled back sharply, her eyes wide with shock.

“Kyle, what are you doing?”

“I... I’m sorry, Mistress Lilith. I just...” I stammered, realizing my mistake.

She slapped me, the sound echoing in the room. “Don’t you ever do that again!”

I held my cheek, the sting of her slap mingling with my embarrassment and regret. “I’m so sorry, Mistress Lilith. I didn’t mean to...”

“Just don’t,” she said, her voice cold.

“You need to understand boundaries. This is about your transformation, not about us.”

I nodded, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes. “I understand. I’m sorry.”

She took a deep breath, composing herself. “Alright. Let’s announce your debut… Kyla.”

She walked to the door, motioning for me to follow. I took one last look at myself in the mirror, feeling a mix of pride and shame. I had crossed a line, but I was determined to prove myself worthy of her trust.

As we made our way to The Den, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation. This was my chance to start anew, to embrace my new role and show everyone what I was capable of. Despite the mistake I had just made, I was ready to take on this challenge and become the best sissy hostess The Den had ever seen.
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Mistress Lilith led me through the hallways of The Den, her heels clicking against the polished floors. My heart pounded with each step. Dressed in the frilly maid outfit, makeup flawlessly applied, and wig perfectly styled, I was now Kyla, the newest sissy hostess.

“We’re going to introduce you to the VIP patrons first,” she said, her voice calm and commanding.

“Be polite, charming, and follow their lead. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Lilith,” I replied, trying to steady my nerves.

She stopped in front of a door labeled “VIP Room 1” and knocked softly before pushing it open. Inside, a group of men in expensive suits and a couple of women in executive attire sat around a plush seating area, laughing and drinking.

“Good evening, everyone,” Mistress Lilith announced, her voice cutting through the chatter.

“I’d like you to meet Kyla, our newest sissy hostess.”

All eyes turned to me, and I felt a wave of nervousness. I smiled and gave a small nod. “Hello, everyone. It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I said—trying to sound like a girl.

One of the men, a distinguished-looking gentleman with silver hair, smiled warmly. “Welcome, Kyla. I’m Bryce Thompson. We’re glad to have such a beauty like you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Thompson,” I said, feeling a bit more at ease.

One of the women, dressed in a sharp black suit, raised her glass.

“I’m Heather Andrews. I hope you enjoy working here as much as we enjoy visiting.”

“I’m sure I will, Ms. Andrews,” I replied, noting her confident demeanor.

Mistress Lilith introduced me to a few more patrons before leading me to the next room. Each introduction was similar: friendly faces, polite greetings, and a growing sense of excitement. Finally, we reached the last VIP room.

“Everyone, this is Kyla, our newest sissy hostess,” Mistress Lilith announced once more.

Among the patrons was a man with jet-black hair and a neatly trimmed beard. He looked up from his drink and smiled. “Kyla, huh? I’m Akira Nakamura. Why don’t you come over here and join us?”

I glanced at Mistress Lilith, who gave me a slight nod.

“Go ahead, Kyla. Mr. Nakamura is a valued patron.”

I walked over, trying to keep my nerves in check.

“Hello, Mr. Nakamura. It’s nice to meet you.”

“The pleasure is mine,” he said, motioning to the seat next to him.

“Have a seat.”

As I sat down, another sissy hostess, Starla, leaned over and whispered, “Just follow my lead. You’ll do great.”

Mr. Nakamura ordered a round of drinks, and I helped serve them. He was clearly tipsy but in a good mood. “Kyla, have you ever done karaoke?” he asked, a mischievous glint in his eye.

“Not really,” I admitted, feeling a bit embarrassed.

“Well, tonight’s the night to start,” he said, handing me a microphone.

“Let’s see what you’ve got.”

The room cheered as the music started. I took a deep breath and began to sing Fly Me To The Moon by Frank Sinatra. My voice was shaky at first, but as I looked around and saw the encouraging smiles, I started to enjoy myself. Mr. Nakamura joined in, his voice loud and off-key, but no one seemed to care.

As the night went on, we sang more songs, laughed, and shared drinks. I didn’t get drunk easily, which was a good thing in this line of work. The more bottles they ordered, the more profit the club got. Starla stayed by my side, guiding me and helping me navigate the evening.

Mr. Nakamura was charming and flirty, his compliments making me blush. “You’re quite the singer, Kyla, but you sing like a guy,” he said, winking. “I’m impressed.”

“Thank you, Mr. Nakamura,” I replied, feeling a warm glow of pride.

The night flew by in a blur of laughter and music. I felt a strange mix of exhilaration and relief as the evening wound down. Mr. Nakamura stood up, a bit unsteady on his feet, and handed me an envelope.

“Here, Kyla. A little something for your first night,” he said with a smile.

I took the envelope, my heart racing. “Thank you, Mr. Nakamura.”

He nodded and left the room with the other patrons. Starla gave me a knowing smile.

“Open it.”

I did, and my eyes widened in shock. Inside was a thousand dollars.

“Wow,” I whispered, barely able to believe it.

“Welcome to The Den,” Starla said, laughing softly.

“You did great tonight.”

“Thanks, Starla. I couldn’t have done it without you,” I said, feeling genuinely grateful.

Mistress Lilith appeared at the door, her eyes scanning the room.

“Kyla, you did well tonight. I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you, Mistress Lilith,” I said, feeling a rush of happiness.

She smiled, her earlier sternness softened.

“Get some rest. You’ve earned it.”

As I walked back to my room, the events of the night played over in my mind. I had been nervous and unsure, but with Mistress Lilith’s guidance and Starla’s help, I had made it through my debut as a sissy hostess. The envelope in my hand was proof of that.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS HAD PASSED since my debut as Kyla, the sissy hostess. I sat in Mistress Lilith’s office, feeling more comfortable in my new role than I ever had before. The transformation had been complete. I had mastered the look, often drawing comments from patrons about my dollish, Lolita-like appearance.

Mistress Lilith was sitting across from me, her expression focused. She was teaching me how to talk and behave more femininely. "Remember, Kyla, it’s not just about how you look. It’s about how you carry yourself. Posture, gestures, and speech all play a part."

I nodded, eager to absorb everything she taught me.

"Yes, Mistress Lilith. I understand."

She smiled slightly, her eyes softening. "Good. Now, let’s practice. When you speak, try to soften your tone and add a slight lilt to your voice."

"Like this?" I asked, trying to mimic the tone she demonstrated.
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"Exactly," she said, nodding.

"And when you sit, always keep your back straight and your legs together or crossed at the ankles."

I adjusted my posture, feeling the difference immediately. "How’s this?"

"Perfect," she said, her approval making me beam with pride.

"You’re a quick learner, Kyla."

I couldn’t help but smile. Two months ago, I would have never imagined myself in this position. I had fully embraced my new identity, and I loved it. At first, I felt awkward and out of place, questioning my sexuality. But now, I enjoyed the attention and the role I played.

"Mistress Lilith, can I ask you something?" I said, my voice still soft but filled with curiosity.

"Of course, Kyla. What is it?"

"Why do you do this? I mean, help people like me transform and find themselves?"

She leaned back in her chair, considering my question. "Because, Kyla, everyone deserves a chance to discover who they truly are. For some, it takes a push, a bit of guidance. And I enjoy helping others find their true selves."

"You’ve certainly changed my life," I admitted, feeling a wave of gratitude. "I haven’t even thought about gambling since I started here."

"That’s wonderful to hear," she said, her smile genuine. "You’ve come a long way, Kyla. I’m proud of you."

I’ve even managed to save fifty thousand dollars from tips alone. Even though I paid off the whiskey bill, I chose to stay. She really gave my life a purpose.

Over the past two months, I’d found myself falling for Mistress Lilith. There was an undeniable chemistry between us. When she was good, she was very good, and when I made mistakes, she disciplined me in a way that made me feel cared for, something I’d lacked for most of my life.

"Mistress Lilith, I..." I hesitated, unsure how to express my feelings.

"I really appreciate everything you’ve done for me."

She looked at me, her eyes searching mine. "You’re welcome, Kyla. It’s been a pleasure to see you grow."

I wanted to tell her how I felt, but I didn’t know if I had a chance with her. She was always composed, always in control. Did she see me as just another one of her projects, or was there something more?

"Mistress Lilith, do you ever... I mean, do you ever think about us?" I finally asked, my voice trembling slightly.

She raised an eyebrow, her expression unreadable. "Us?"

"Yes, I mean... I feel a connection with you. More than just teacher and student," I confessed, my heart pounding.

She sighed softly, her gaze softening. "Kyla, you must understand. My role here is to guide and support you. To help you become the best version of yourself. Personal feelings can complicate that. Besides, I have a boyfriend."

"I understand," I said, feeling a pang of disappointment.

"But I can’t help how I feel."

She reached out and took my hand, her touch sending a shiver down my spine. "Kyla, you’ve grown so much. I don’t want to jeopardize that."

"I know," I said, squeezing her hand gently. "I just needed to say it."

She nodded, her eyes filled with a mix of emotions. "I appreciate your honesty. Let’s focus on your training for now."

"Alright," I said, feeling a bit more hopeful. "What’s next?"

"Let’s work on your walk," she said, standing up and motioning for me to follow.

"It’s all about attitude, confidence, and grace."

I followed her lead, mimicking her movements as she demonstrated the proper way to walk in heels. It was challenging, but with her guidance, I was improving.

"Remember, one foot in front of the other, hips swaying gently," she instructed, watching me closely.

I practiced, focusing on her advice. "Like this?"

"Yes, exactly," she said, smiling. "You’re getting it, Kyla. Just keep practicing."

As the session continued, I felt more confident in my new identity. Mistress Lilith’s presence was both comforting and inspiring. I couldn’t imagine my life without her guidance.

"Kyla, you’ve done well today," she said as we wrapped up the lesson. "Take some time to relax and reflect on how far you’ve come."

"Thank you, Mistress Lilith," I said, feeling a deep sense of gratitude.

"For everything."

I left her office, feeling a mix of emotions. Mistress Lilith had become such an important part of my life. I hoped that, in time, we could explore the feelings I had for her. For now, I was content to continue learning and growing under her guidance.
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Later that night, I was in one of the VIP rooms with a patron, singing “Without You” by Mariah Carey. The high notes were a challenge for both of us, and we were laughing hysterically as we tried to reach them.

“You’re terrible at this!” he said, still chuckling.

“You’re not much better!” I shot back, my sides aching from laughter.

Just then, I felt a sudden urge to pee. I had been drinking a lot throughout the evening, and it had caught up with me.

“Excuse me, I need to use the restroom,” I said, giving him a playful wink.

“Don’t take too long, Kyla. We’ve got more songs to butcher!” he called after me.

I smiled and made my way to the bathroom. As I walked down the hallway, I heard voices. One of them was Mistress Lilith’s. Curious, I slowed down and hid around the corner, listening.

“Please, Boris, believe in me. That’s all I want,” Mistress Lilith’s voice was pleading, a tone I had never heard from her before.

“No! This is stupid, you’re stupid. You should go back to prostitution; you’re not meant to be a businesswoman,” Boris’s voice was harsh and filled with contempt.

Mistress Lilith begged, “Just give me three more months. Please, I’m so close.”

“No,” Boris said coldly. “And by the way, we’re done!”

Suddenly, she slapped his face—then started begging once more.

“You’re going to regret this, you bitch!”

I felt a pang of anger and sadness. How could he say that to her? I peeked around the corner and saw Boris turning to leave. His eyes met mine, and he glared at me before walking away.

I stepped out from my hiding place and found Mistress Lilith wiping her tears. She tried to compose herself, but her shoulders were shaking. I walked over and gently touched her arm.

“Mistress Lilith, are you okay?” I asked softly.

She looked up, her eyes red and filled with pain.

“I’m fine, Kyla. Just... give me a moment.”

But she wasn’t fine. I could see the hurt and fear in her eyes. Without thinking, I pulled her into an embrace. At first, she tensed up, but then she broke down, crying on my shoulder.

“I’m scared, Kyla,” she admitted through her tears. “I’m scared of being locked in another contract with him.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll find a way,” I whispered, trying to comfort her.

I held her tighter, feeling a surge of protectiveness. “You’re stronger than you think, Mistress Lilith. We’ll figure this out together.”

She pulled back slightly, looking into my eyes. There was a vulnerability there that I had never seen before. And then, before I could second-guess myself, I leaned in and kissed her.

It was a gentle kiss at first, but it quickly deepened, filled with all the emotions we had been holding back. It was magical, a moment that felt like it had been building for a long time. When we finally pulled apart, she looked at me with a mixture of surprise and something else—something softer.

[image: (((20-year-old Female Slavic))) (((long black Hair]

“Kyla, I...” she started, but I placed a finger on her lips.

“It’s okay,” I said softly. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

She nodded, her eyes still glistening with tears but now filled with a glimmer of hope. “Thank you.” I smiled, feeling a deep sense of connection with her. “Always, Mistress Lilith. I’m here for you.”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK BEFORE THE DEADLINE with Boris, I sat on my bed, counting the tips I had saved in my piggy bank. The coins and bills were scattered around me, and I meticulously added up every dollar. When I finished, the total came to $121,000. It was a significant amount, but I knew it wasn’t enough to cover the $500,000 that Mistress Lilith needed.

I sighed, feeling a mix of frustration and determination. I had to find a way to help her, but all my ideas seemed far-fetched. I considered everything from organizing a fundraising event to finding wealthy patrons who could lend a hand, but nothing seemed feasible in the short amount of time we had left.

Desperate, I decided to text the group chat of the sissies.

"Hey everyone, can we meet an hour before work? It’s urgent."

The responses were quick and supportive. An hour before our shift, we gathered in the dressing room. Everyone was in their uniforms, getting ready for the night.

[image: A person with long red hair and white ruffles  Description automatically generated]

"Alright, Kyla, what’s going on?" Starla asked, adjusting her wig in the mirror.

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves.

"I need to talk to you all about Mistress Lilith and The Den. We’re in trouble."

The room fell silent, all eyes on me. I explained the situation, how Boris was demanding $500,000 or he would close The Den and leave Mistress Lilith buried in debt.

Starla was the first to speak. "How much do we need to raise?"

I swallowed hard. "I’ve saved $121,000 from tips, but it’s not enough. We need to come up with the rest somehow."

Darlene, a tall sissy with striking red hair, looked thoughtful. "I have around $8,000 I can contribute. It’s not much, but it’s something."

Belle, a petite sissy with a heart of gold, nodded. "I have $3,000 saved up. I spend too much on makeup, but I want to help."

Starla stepped forward, determination in her eyes. "I can put in $3,000 as well. It’s my savings, but this place means too much to me."

One by one, the other sissies spoke up, offering their savings. Together, we managed to pool a total of $250,000. It was still short of the goal, but the positivity in the room was palpable.

"We’re halfway there," I said, feeling a surge of hope. "If we all pitch in and work together, we can save The Den."

Darlene raised an eyebrow. "What about the patrons? Do you think they’d be willing to help?"

"It’s worth a shot," I replied. "We could organize a special event, explain the situation, and ask for their support."

Starla clapped her hands, her eyes shining with determination.

"Let’s do it. We can’t let Mistress Lilith down."

Everyone agreed, and we spent the next hour brainstorming ideas for the event. We decided on a charity auction, where patrons could bid on special experiences with the sissies. It was a bold plan, but it was our best shot.

As we finished getting ready for the night, I felt a sense of camaraderie and hope. The sissies were like family, and together, we were determined to save The Den and support Mistress Lilith.

Before we headed out, I took a moment to address everyone.

"Thank you all for your support. Mistress Lilith has done so much for us, and now it’s our turn to help her. Let’s make this night a success."

With that, we left the dressing room, ready to face the challenge ahead. The atmosphere was charged with determination and hope, and I knew that whatever happened, we were in this together.

Later that night, I was on a mission. Dressed in my favorite Lolita-inspired maid outfit—complete with a frilly black dress, white apron, and thigh-high stockings—I moved from one VIP room to the next, explaining the dire situation to the patrons. My heart pounded with each conversation, but I pushed through, determined to save The Den and help Mistress Lilith.

The first room I entered was filled with laughter and the clinking of glasses. I put on my best smile and approached a group of men in expensive suits.

"Good evening, gentlemen. May I have a moment of your time?"

One of the men, Mr. Thompson, looked up and smiled.

"Of course, Kyla. What’s on your mind?"

I took a deep breath. "As some of you may know, The Den is in financial trouble. We need to raise a significant amount of money to keep it open. Any contribution you can make would be greatly appreciated."

Mr. Thompson nodded sympathetically. "How much are you looking to raise?"

"We need a total of $500,000," I explained. "We’ve managed to gather about half, but we’re still short."

Another patron, Mr. Green, chimed in. "I can contribute $5,000. I love this place, and I want to see it continue."

"Thank you so much, Mr. Green," I said, feeling a surge of hope.
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Mr. Thompson nodded. "I can match that. Here’s another $5,000."

My heart swelled with gratitude. "Thank you, gentlemen. Your generosity means the world to us."

As I moved to the next room, my confidence grew. I repeated my pitch to each group of patrons, some of whom were generous, while others were more hesitant. Despite the mixed responses, I managed to collect more donations, inching closer to our goal.

In one of the rooms, I found Mr. Nakamura and a few other familiar faces. They were in high spirits, and I decided to use my charm to sway them.

"Good evening, Mr. Nakamura," I said with a playful wink.

"I hope you’re enjoying your night."

"Always, Kyla," he replied, his eyes twinkling. "What brings you here?"

I explained the situation, emphasizing the importance of their support. "We need your help to save The Den. Anything you can contribute would be greatly appreciated."

Mr. Nakamura leaned back, considering my words.

"I can contribute $10,000. This place means a lot to me."

"Thank you so much, Mr. Nakamura," I said, feeling a wave of relief.

He smiled. "You’re very persuasive, Kyla."

"Just doing my best to help," I replied with a grin.

As the night went on, I continued to collect donations. The Den was bustling with activity, the air filled with laughter and music. Patrons were enjoying themselves, unaware of the gravity of the situation.

Mistress Lilith hadn’t been roaming the halls or overseeing the operations for a week. I knew she was depressed, and it broke my heart to see her like that. But I was determined to show her that we could make it through this.

In between rooms, I took a moment to catch my breath. I felt the weight of the responsibility, but also a sense of determination. I adjusted my dress and checked my reflection in a nearby mirror. The doll-like appearance had become second nature to me, and I used it to my advantage, flirting with patrons to encourage their generosity.

I entered another VIP room, where a group of women in power suits were enjoying a karaoke session. I recognized Ms. Andrews among them and approached her with a smile.

"Good evening, Ms. Andrews," I said.

"May I have a moment of your time?"

"Of course, Kyla. What’s going on?" she asked, putting down her drink.

I explained the situation, and she listened intently. "We need to raise enough money to keep The Den open. Any contribution you can make would be incredibly helpful."

Ms. Andrews nodded. "I love this place, and I’d hate to see it close. I can contribute $8,000."

"Thank you so much, Ms. Andrews," I said, feeling a wave of relief.

Another woman, Ms. Carter, added, "I can contribute $7,000. We need places like this."

"Thank you, Ms. Carter," I said, my gratitude genuine.

By the end of the night, I had collected a substantial amount of money. The combined efforts of the patrons and the sissies had brought us closer to our goal, but we were still short.

As I walked back to the main floor, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of hope and anxiety. We were making progress, but time was running out. I knew I had to keep pushing, to keep fighting for Mistress Lilith and The Den.

Returning to the dressing room, I found Starla, Darlene, and Belle waiting for me. "How did it go?" Starla asked, her eyes filled with hope.

"We made some good progress," I said, smiling. "But we still have a way to go."

"We can do this," Darlene said, her determination evident. "We just have to keep pushing."

Belle nodded. "We’re in this together, Kyla. We won’t let Mistress Lilith down."

Their words bolstered my spirits. "Thank you, everyone. Your support means everything."

As we started removing our makeup, we threw around ideas, each one seeming more far-fetched than the last.

"Maybe we could hold a massive fundraiser," Starla suggested, twirling a strand of her hair.

"Or auction off some of our costumes and accessories," Darlene added, her eyes bright with determination.

Suddenly, the door swung open, and there stood Lola. The room fell silent as we all stared at her in shock.

"Lola? What are you doing here?" Starla asked, her voice a mix of surprise and confusion.

Lola sauntered in, her heels clicking on the floor. "I’m still in that stupid group chat, remember?" she said, rolling her eyes.

"I saw the message about helping Mistress Lilith."

I stepped forward, extending a hand. "Hi, I’m Kyla. I was the one who sent the message."

Lola examined me, her eyes sharp.

"So you’re the new girl, huh? Not bad," she said with a smirk.

I took a deep breath and explained the situation to her, detailing the financial trouble The Den was in and how we were trying to raise $500,000 to save it. The other sissies watched expectantly, hoping for some miracle.

Lola listened, her expression unreadable.

[image: A person smiling for the camera  Description automatically generated]

Then, suddenly, she burst into laughter. The sound was unexpected and filled the room with a strange energy.

"Oh my, you all are really something," she said, reaching into her Himalayan Birkin bag.

She pulled out a checkbook and a pen, scribbling quickly. "Five hundred thousand dollars? That’s just my trip to Aspen allowance," she said, tearing off the check and handing it to me.

“There, pay to cash.”

I stared at the check, my hands trembling.

"Lola, this is... this is incredible. Thank you so much."

Lola waved a hand dismissively. "Without The Den and Mistress Lilith, I wouldn’t have met my billionaire husband. It’s the least I can do. Tell me if you need more."

She blew kisses in the air, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

"Toodles, everyone. Good luck!" With that, she turned and left the room, her departure as dramatic as her entrance.

For a moment, there was silence. Then, the room erupted into cheers and laughter. The sissies jumped up and down, hugging each other and celebrating.

"We did it! We’re going to save The Den!" Belle exclaimed, her eyes shining with joy.

Darlene grabbed my hands, her smile wide. "Kyla, you were amazing. We couldn’t have done this without you."

I felt a surge of pride and relief. "We all did this together. Thank you, everyone."

Starla grinned. "Let’s go tell Mistress Lilith the good news."

We hurried to find Mistress Lilith, our hearts pounding with excitement. She was in her office, looking weary and lost in thought. When she saw us, she straightened up, her eyes filled with curiosity.

"What’s going on?" she asked, her voice tired.

I stepped forward, holding the check out to her.

"Mistress Lilith, we did it. We raised the money to save The Den."

She took the check, her eyes widening as she read the amount.

"How... how did you do this?"

"Lola came through for us," Starla explained. "She gave us the full amount."

Mistress Lilith’s eyes filled with tears, and she looked at each of us with gratitude and love. "Thank you. Thank you all so much. I don’t know what to say."

"You don’t have to say anything," I said, stepping closer.

"We’re a family, and we take care of each other."

She pulled us into a group hug, her tears flowing freely. "I’m so proud of each and every one of you. We’re going to make it through this, together."

The relief and joy in the room were palpable. We had done it. We had saved The Den and given Mistress Lilith the support she needed. As we celebrated, I couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of accomplishment and love for the family we had built.

Suddenly, Starla turned to Mistress Lilith and said, “It was Kyla who came up with the idea and brought us all together. She’s the reason we managed to pull this off.”

Mistress Lilith looked at me, her eyes wide with surprise.

“Is that true, Kyla?”

I felt a blush creep up my cheeks and nodded shyly.

“Well, I just really wanted to help you... I... love you.”

Mistress Lilith’s expression softened, her eyes glistening with tears.

“After Boris, I gave up on love. Turns out it was right around the corner.”

We stood there, the room filled with a warm, gentle silence. The other sissies were watching us, their eyes filled with anticipation. I took a deep breath and stepped closer to Mistress Lilith.

“I’ve fallen for you, Mistress Lilith,” I said softly.

“You’ve changed my life, and I can’t imagine it without you.”

She reached out, cupping my face in her hands. “You’ve changed my life too, Kyla. You’ve brought so much light into my world.”

Our faces inched closer, and I felt my heart racing.

“I never thought I’d find love here, but I’m so glad I did.”

“So am I,” she whispered, her lips just a breath away from mine.

We closed the distance, our lips meeting in a tender, passionate kiss. It was a kiss filled with all the emotions we had held back, a kiss that spoke of promises and a future together. The sissies around us gasped and giggled, their excitement palpable.

When we finally pulled apart, Mistress Lilith rested her forehead against mine.

“I love you, Kyla. I never thought I’d say those words again, but here we are.”
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“I love you too, Mistress Lilith,” I replied, my voice trembling with emotion.

“I’m so happy we found each other.”

The sissies were gushing, their faces lit up with joy.

“This is so romantic!” Belle exclaimed, clapping her hands.

Starla wiped away a tear. “You two are perfect together.”

Darlene nodded in agreement. “We always knew there was something special between you two.”

Mistress Lilith and I exchanged a look, a silent understanding passing between us. We had been through so much, and now we had a future to look forward to—together.

“Thank you all for your support and love,” Mistress Lilith said, turning to the sissies. “You’ve shown me the true meaning of family.”

“We’re here for you, always,” Starla said, her voice filled with conviction.

“We’ll make sure The Den continues to thrive,” Belle added, her smile radiant.

I looked around at the faces of my friends, my family.

“We’ve created something beautiful here, and I’m so grateful to be a part of it.”

Mistress Lilith took my hand, her touch warm and reassuring.

“And we’ll continue to build on that, together.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE DEN WAS BUZZING with excitement. It was the one-year anniversary of our beloved establishment, and the place was packed with patrons, new visitors, and all the sissies. The transformation over the past year had been incredible. Boris was long gone, and Mistress Lilith and I were crazily in love. We had created a safe, joyous space where everyone felt welcome and celebrated.

As Mistress Lilith and I were preparing for a toast, I looked around the room, seeing the familiar and new faces, the joy and camaraderie that filled the air. My heart swelled with pride and happiness.
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"Ready for this?" she asked, her eyes sparkling as she looked at me.

"Absolutely," I replied, smiling back at her.

She raised her glass, and the room quieted down, everyone’s attention on us. "Ladies and gentlemen, friends and family, thank you all for being here tonight to celebrate the one-year anniversary of The Den. It’s been an incredible journey, and we couldn’t have done it without each and every one of you."

There were cheers and claps from the crowd, and I felt a warmth spread through me. Mistress Lilith continued, "I also have a special announcement to make tonight, but only if Kyla is okay with it."

A murmur of curiosity spread through the room. I looked at Mistress Lilith, my heart pounding with anticipation.

"What is it, Mistress Lilith?"

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a beautiful collar, encrusted with delicate jewels. The room gasped in surprise, and I felt my eyes widen.

"Kyla," she said, her voice soft and filled with emotion, "you have been my rock, my love, and my inspiration. Will you agree to be mine forever and ever?"

Tears welled up in my eyes as I nodded, my voice trembling.
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"Yes, Mistress Lilith. I would be honored."

She smiled, her eyes glistening with happiness. "Then let’s make it official."

She fastened the collar around my neck, the cool metal resting against my skin. The room erupted into cheers and applause, everyone celebrating our moment.

"To Kyla and Mistress Lilith!" Starla shouted, raising her glass.

"To Kyla and Mistress Lilith!" everyone echoed, their glasses held high.

I turned to her, my heart overflowing with love.

"Thank you, Mistress Lilith. You’ve given me everything I could ever want."

"And you’ve given me the world, Kyla," she replied, pulling me into a tender kiss.

As we kissed, the room around us seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of us in our perfect moment. When we finally pulled apart, we were met with more cheers and applause.

The rest of the night was a blur of celebration, laughter, and love. We danced, we sang, and we toasted to the future. The Den was thriving, our family was stronger than ever, and love had found its way into every corner of our lives.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Sissy Hostess? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But when I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.

Story 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“My father’s a good man but he can be quite self-contradictory. He wanted me to be active in sports and be manly, but he also needed me to be as domesticated as my late mother.

Sure, I get it, his heart’s broken, and I must help him around the house.

But that doesn’t mean that he has the right to control my every step, especially when I can trot around in stilettos instead of his ugly combat boots.”

A Femboy’s Blossoming


Hello Lilly

[image: A person holding a phone  Description automatically generated]

So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Sissy Hostess – A Reluctant Feminization Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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