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Chapter 1: The Persistent Stranger

Lila Voss moved through her morning workout with the easy confidence of someone who knew exactly how much power she now carried.

Three months had passed since the sealing ritual. Jade—once Jake—was fully settled into her new life: soft C-cup breasts, tiny waist, plush heart-shaped ass, platinum blonde hair to her shoulders, and that pretty soprano voice that still made Lila’s stomach flutter every time she heard it. Their relationship was stronger than ever. Jade had embraced her sealed femininity with surprising grace, wearing skirts and dresses full-time, craving Lila’s taste almost daily, and even starting to flirt with the idea of going out in public as her pretty sissy girlfriend.

But Lila’s magic had grown hungry again.

The Voss gift didn’t like to sit idle. The essence she had taken from Jade had made her stronger—flowers bloomed at her touch, suggestions landed more smoothly, her own body felt electric with power—but it wasn’t enough. The family journals were clear: true depth of power came from multiple blooms. One sissy fed her for years, but two… or more… would let her reshape the world around her in ways even her mother and grandmother only whispered about.

She needed another man.

Lila finished her set of squats in the downtown gym, the tight black leggings and cropped tank top showing off the athletic curves she had no intention of softening. Sweat glistened on her skin as she racked the barbell. She could feel eyes on her—had been feeling them for weeks.

He was there again.

Ethan Reed.

Six-foot-two, broad-shouldered, with the kind of gym-built body that turned heads and the easy, cocky smile of a man who rarely heard “no.” Dark hair, sharp jaw, and the kind of persistent confidence that bordered on arrogant. He’d first approached her six weeks ago while she was stretching after a run. She’d politely told him she was in a committed relationship. He’d laughed, said “I don’t mind sharing,” and kept coming back.

Every single time she was at the gym, he found her.

Compliments on her form. Offers to spot her. Casual conversation that always circled back to how “a woman like you shouldn’t be tied down.” She had shut him down gently but firmly every time.

Today, he was waiting by the water fountain as she finished her cooldown.

“Morning, Lila,” he said, flashing that same confident grin. “You looked incredible on those squats. Form was perfect. Most people cheat on the depth.”

She wiped her face with a towel and gave him a small, polite smile. “Thanks, Ethan. I’ve told you before—I’m not looking.”

He leaned against the fountain, not quite blocking her path but definitely making it clear he wanted to talk. “You keep saying that, but you’re here every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday like clockwork. Same as me. And you haven’t changed your schedule even though you know I’ll be here.” His eyes drifted down her body for half a second before snapping back up. “I’m a patient guy. And I’m serious about that sharing comment. I’m not trying to steal you. I’m just saying… maybe there’s room for more than one person in your life.”

Lila felt the familiar spark of her magic stir low in her belly. This one was persistent. Strong-willed. Full of raw masculine energy.

Perfect.

She tilted her head, considering him for the first time not as an annoyance, but as a potential canvas. Tall. Broad. The kind of man whose shoulders would look beautiful once they started to soften. Whose deep voice would sound lovely once it gained that breathy lilt. Whose confidence would look even better on his knees in lace.

She let the silence stretch just long enough to make him shift his weight.

“I’ll think about it,” she said finally, voice smooth and low. “But if I ever agree to anything… it wouldn’t just be you and me. It would be you, me, and my significant other. Both of us. Or nothing. That’s non-negotiable.”

Ethan’s eyebrows rose, clearly surprised, but the spark of intrigue in his eyes was unmistakable. “Both of you, huh? That’s… different. But I’m open to different.” He grinned again. “Name the time and place. I’ll be there.”

Lila studied him for another beat, already imagining how his essence would taste when the first thread finally unwound.

She smiled, slow and sweet—the same smile she had once given Jake.

“Saturday night. Seven o’clock. The little Italian place on 5th. If you’re still interested after that, we’ll talk about what ‘different’ really means.”

Ethan’s grin widened, victorious. “I’ll be there.”

Lila nodded once, then turned and walked toward the locker room, hips swaying with deliberate grace.

She could already feel the first faint tug of possibility in the air.

Another man.

Another surrender.

Another bloom for the Voss legacy.

And this time, she wouldn’t be starting from scratch.

She had Jade waiting at home to help guide the way.

Chapter 2: First Taste

Saturday evening arrived warm and golden. Lila stepped into the little Italian restaurant on 5th Street wearing a sleek emerald-green dress that hugged her curves without being overt. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over one shoulder, and a delicate gold necklace rested just above the subtle swell of her cleavage. She looked beautiful, confident, and entirely in control.

Ethan was already waiting at the corner table. He stood when he saw her, and for a moment even Lila had to appreciate the sight.

He was tall—easily 6’3”—with broad, powerful shoulders that filled out his tailored navy button-down shirt. The fabric stretched across a muscular chest earned from years in the gym. His jaw was sharp, his dark hair neatly styled, and when he smiled, it was the easy, self-assured grin of a man who had always been big, strong, and successful with women. Deep voice, firm handshake, the kind of quiet confidence that came from never having to question his own masculinity.

Perfect, Lila thought as she let him pull out her chair. Not a single feminine thread in him. Raw. Potent. This one is going to give me so much.

“You look stunning,” Ethan said, his voice low and appreciative as he sat across from her. “I wasn’t sure you’d actually show up.”

“I keep my word,” Lila replied with a small smile. “And I wanted to see if you were serious about being open to… different.”

The conversation flowed easily over appetizers and wine. Ethan was a commercial real estate developer—thirty-one, driven, financially successful, and unapologetically masculine. He talked about lifting heavy at the gym, weekend hikes, closing big deals, and his love for classic cars. No softness. No hesitation. No hidden submissive curiosities that she could detect. Just pure, unfiltered male energy.

Lila found herself genuinely enjoying it.

She liked the way his deep voice rumbled when he laughed. She liked the confident way he held eye contact. Most of all, she liked the thick, vibrant masculine essence she could feel radiating off him—like a deep well of raw power just waiting to be tapped. Jake had been wonderful, but Ethan was a different caliber. Untouched. Unbroken. The kind of man whose first surrender would taste like lightning.

“So,” Ethan said during the main course, leaning forward slightly, “you mentioned this would involve your significant other too. Are they… open-minded?”

Lila took a slow sip of wine, letting the moment stretch. “Very open-minded. And very special to me. If this goes anywhere, it would be the three of us. Not just you and me. I won’t compromise on that.”

Ethan studied her for a long moment, then gave a slow nod. “I won’t lie—that’s new territory for me. But I’m not closed off to it. You’re worth exploring something different.” He smiled again, that cocky, charming grin. “Plus, I’m curious what kind of person has managed to keep a woman like you interested.”

Lila felt a warm spark low in her belly. His confidence was delicious. The eventual fall would be even better.

They lingered over dessert and coffee. By the time the check came, Ethan had made her laugh more than once, and Lila had decided.

She wanted him.

As they stepped outside into the cool evening air, Ethan turned to her. “I’d really like to see you again, Lila. Soon.”

She met his eyes and gave him a slow, promising smile.

“Next Friday. Same time. And this time… bring your curiosity. We’ll talk more about what this could look like.”

Ethan’s grin widened, clearly pleased. “I’ll be there.”

Lila let him walk her to her car. He didn’t try to kiss her—respectful, for now—and simply held the door open for her. As she drove away, she glanced in the rearview mirror and watched him standing on the sidewalk, tall, broad, and radiating that thick masculine energy.

She licked her lips, already tasting the potential.

When she got home, Jade was waiting on the couch in a soft pink babydoll and thigh-high stockings, platinum hair glowing under the lamplight. Jade looked up with those pretty eyes and smiled.

“How was he?”

Lila slipped off her heels and crossed the room, pulling Jade into a deep kiss before answering.

“Strong,” she whispered against those plump lips. “Very strong. No feminine edges at all. He’s going to give me a lot of power, baby.”

Jade shivered happily, already sinking to her knees as the familiar craving took hold. “Then I can’t wait to help you take it.”

Lila threaded her fingers through Jade’s silky platinum hair and guided her closer, already imagining Ethan on his knees in the same spot someday soon.

The second bloom had officially begun.

Chapter 3: Three at the Table

Friday night came faster than Ethan expected.

Lila had texted him earlier that day: Bringing my significant other tonight. Her name is Jade. Be open-minded. I think you’ll like her.

Ethan had stared at the message for a long moment, then replied with a simple Looking forward to it.

Now he sat at the same corner table in the Italian restaurant, nursing a glass of red wine, when the door opened and Lila walked in.

She looked breathtaking in a deep burgundy dress that clung to her body. But it was the person beside her who made Ethan’s eyebrows rise.

Jade was… stunning.

Platinum blonde hair falling in soft waves to her shoulders, full C-cup breasts pressing against a elegant black cocktail dress that hugged every new curve, tiny waist, wide hips, and thick, smooth thighs. Her face was soft and feminine, lips plump and glossy pink, eyes lined with subtle smokiness. She moved with a gentle sway that spoke of both nervousness and growing confidence.

Lila guided Jade to the table with a hand on the small of her back.

“Ethan, this is Jade,” Lila said smoothly. “My partner.”

Jade gave a shy, pretty smile and offered her hand. “Hi… it’s nice to meet you.”

Her voice was soft, melodic, and unmistakably feminine. Ethan shook her hand, noting how delicate it felt in his.

For the first half of dinner, the conversation stayed light but charged. Ethan was surprised at how easily it flowed. Jade was sweet, a little nervous, but warm. She laughed at his jokes, asked questions about his work, and occasionally glanced at Lila with obvious affection. Lila, for her part, was relaxed and confident, gently steering the conversation, touching both of them casually — a hand on Ethan’s arm, a soft stroke down Jade’s back.

By the time dessert arrived, the tension had thickened into something electric.

“You two are… really serious about this sharing thing,” Ethan said, looking between them. His eyes kept drifting to Jade’s cleavage and the way her dress hugged her body.

Lila smiled. “We are. Jade is very special to me. And she’s quite… open to new experiences.” She leaned over and placed a slow, deliberate kiss on Jade’s plump lips right there at the table. Jade melted into it with a soft sigh.

Ethan watched, pulse quickening. The sight of two beautiful women kissing — one clearly dominant, the other sweetly submissive — stirred something deep and primal in him.

When they pulled apart, Lila looked directly at him. “Would you like to come back to our place tonight? No pressure. We can just talk… or see where things go.”

Ethan didn’t even hesitate. “Yes.”



The ride back to the apartment was thick with anticipation. In the elevator, Lila pulled Jade in for another kiss, then turned and kissed Ethan — deep, confident, claiming. Jade watched with wide, aroused eyes before Lila guided her forward. Ethan kissed Jade next, slower, savoring the softness of her plump lips and the little whimper she made.

By the time they stepped inside the apartment, clothes were already being tugged at.

Lila pushed the door shut and immediately pulled both of them close. The kissing turned heavy, messy, hungry. Ethan’s hands roamed over Lila’s body, then hesitantly over Jade’s — feeling the fullness of her C-cup breasts through the dress, the narrow dip of her waist, the generous curve of her ass. Jade moaned softly into his mouth, pressing against him while Lila kissed along her neck.

“You’re both so fucking gorgeous,” Ethan growled, voice rough with need.

Lila smiled against Jade’s skin. “Show him, baby.”

Jade’s cheeks flushed, but she obeyed. With slightly trembling fingers, she reached behind herself and unzipped the black cocktail dress. She let it slide down her body, pooling at her feet.

Underneath, she wore delicate black lace lingerie — a sheer babydoll top that framed her full C-cups, matching panties, garter straps, and thigh-high stockings. Her cock was clearly visible, half-hard and straining against the thin lace of the panties.

Ethan’s eyes widened, breath catching at the sight.

Chapter 4: The First Choice

Ethan stood frozen for a long moment, eyes locked on Jade.

She was breathtaking in the black lace lingerie — full C-cup breasts straining against sheer fabric, tiny waist, wide hips, and those thick, smooth thighs wrapped in stockings. But it was the unmistakable bulge in the front of her delicate panties that held his gaze. Her cock was half-hard, clearly outlined, the lace stretched around it.

Lila watched him carefully, one hand resting possessively on Jade’s hip.

“If this is too much,” she said softly, voice calm and reassuring, “you can leave right now. No hard feelings. We’ll never mention it again.”

Ethan swallowed, his broad chest rising and falling. His cock was visibly straining against his slacks. He looked from Jade’s soft, flushed face to Lila’s knowing smile.

“I… I don’t want to leave,” he said, voice rough.

Lila stepped closer, trailing a finger down his chest. “Good. Because if you really open up tonight — if you let yourself enjoy everything we offer — I promise you this will be some of the best sex you’ve ever had in your life. Better than you can even imagine.”

Ethan let out a shaky breath, then nodded. “I’m in.”

Lila’s smile turned dark and satisfied. She kissed Jade softly on the lips, then turned back to Ethan.

“Three options for tonight,” she said, voice low and seductive. “You can fuck me while Jade gives you a blowjob… and trust me, her mouth feels incredible. Or we can take turns — you fuck both of us, switching back and forth however you like. Or…”

She let her hand slide down to gently cup the front of Jade’s panties, stroking the hard length there.

“…you can let Jade fuck you while I ride your face.”

Ethan’s eyes darkened with lust. His breathing had grown heavier. The raw, masculine energy rolling off him was intoxicating to Lila — thick, untouched, and full of potential power.

He looked at Jade’s plush lips, then at her cock, then back to Lila.

His voice came out low and rough:

“I want… all of it. But start with the first one. I want to fuck you while she sucks me.”

Lila’s eyes sparkled with triumph.

She pulled Jade in for a deep, filthy kiss right in front of him, then turned and slowly unzipped her own dress, letting it fall to the floor. She wore nothing underneath.

“Then come here, big boy,” she purred, backing toward the bedroom. “Let’s see how long you last with my pretty girl’s mouth on you.”

Jade followed obediently, already sinking gracefully to her knees as they reached the bed, her platinum hair cascading over her shoulders.

Ethan watched them both, heart hammering, cock throbbing.

He had no idea how deeply this night was going to change him.

Chapter 5: Amplified Surrender

The bedroom door had barely clicked shut before clothes began hitting the floor.

Lila guided Ethan backward until his knees hit the edge of the bed. She pushed him down gently but firmly, then crawled over him like a predator, kissing him deep and hungry while Jade sank gracefully to her knees between his spread thighs.

Lila pulled back just enough to whisper against Ethan’s lips, “Let me make this unforgettable.”

She let the magic flow.

A warm, golden thread of power unfurled from her core and sank into both of them at once. Every nerve ending ignited. Every touch became electric. Pleasure multiplied, layered, and deepened until the air itself felt thick with it.

Ethan gasped as the spell took hold. His cock—already rock-hard—twitched violently, suddenly hypersensitive. The slightest brush of fabric or skin felt like a stroke.

“Fuck…” he groaned.

Lila smiled against his mouth. “That’s only the beginning.”

Jade leaned in, her platinum blonde hair cascading over Ethan’s thighs. She wrapped her plump, glossy lips around the head of his cock and took him deep in one slow, wet glide.

The magic flared brighter the moment Jade’s mouth enveloped him.

Ethan’s back arched hard off the bed. A raw, guttural moan tore from his throat. The pleasure was obscene—warm, wet, sucking heat wrapped around every inch of him, but magnified tenfold. Every swirl of Jade’s tongue sent sparks racing up his spine. Every gentle bob of her head made his balls tighten and his toes curl.

Lila straddled his hips, guiding his throbbing cock to her entrance. She sank down onto him in one smooth motion, taking him to the hilt. The magic made her inner walls clench and ripple around him like velvet fire.

“Oh my god—” Ethan’s voice cracked.

Lila began to ride him slowly, deliberately, her hands braced on his broad chest. “Focus on her,” she purred, rolling her hips in a slow grind. “Look at Jade. Watch how pretty she looks with your cock in her mouth.”

Ethan’s eyes dropped. Jade was gazing up at him through long lashes, her full C-cup breasts swaying gently as she bobbed, her plump pink lips stretched wide around his shaft. The sight hit him like a drug.

The magic responded instantly.

Pleasure exploded through every nerve. His cock felt thicker, hotter, more sensitive. Jade’s mouth suddenly felt like pure ecstasy—wet, silky, sucking with perfect pressure. Lila’s pussy clenched tighter around him, every ridge and fold dragging along his length like a thousand tiny tongues.

“Fuck—fuck—” Ethan’s hips bucked up hard, driving deeper into Lila while Jade took him even further down her throat.

Lila moaned, riding him harder. “That’s it. The more you look at her, the better it feels. Watch her pretty tits bounce while she sucks you. Watch her lips stretch around you.”

Ethan couldn’t look away. Every time his eyes locked on Jade—on her soft feminine face, her swaying breasts, the way her throat bulged slightly when she took him deep—the magic surged. Pleasure doubled, then tripled. His entire body sang with it. He could feel every tiny movement of Jade’s tongue, every flutter of Lila’s walls, every brush of skin against skin magnified until it bordered on overwhelming.

Jade hummed happily around his cock, the vibration shooting straight to his balls.

Lila leaned down, kissing him fiercely while she rode him. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Let go. Give in to how good she makes you feel.”

The three of them moved together in a perfect, filthy rhythm. Ethan thrusting up into Lila while Jade sucked him with devoted hunger. The magic kept building, feeding on his growing focus on Jade. The more he stared at her soft curves, her pretty face, her eager mouth, the more intense the pleasure became. His cock felt like it was being worshipped by pure bliss.

When he finally came, it was shattering.

His entire body locked up, muscles straining as thick ropes of cum pulsed deep into Lila. The orgasm rolled through him in long, powerful waves that refused to stop—prolonged and intensified by the magic and by Jade’s relentless sucking. He cried out, voice hoarse, hips jerking helplessly while Jade milked every last drop and Lila clenched around him, riding out her own climax with a satisfied moan.

They didn’t stop there.

The night blurred into a haze of positions and pleasure. Ethan took turns fucking both of them—bending Lila over the bed while Jade licked where they joined, then sliding into Jade’s tight, welcoming heat while Lila sat on her face. Every time his attention drifted back to Jade—her bouncing breasts, her soft moans, her plump ass—the magic rewarded him with another surge of ecstasy.

By the time the sun began to rise, Ethan was spent, trembling, and dazed in the best possible way.



The Next Morning at the Gym

Lila arrived at the gym early Monday morning, dressed in her usual workout gear. She spotted Ethan almost immediately.

He was moving differently.

His usual confident stride had been replaced by a careful, slightly bow-legged gait. Every step looked tender, like his ass and thighs were deliciously sore. He winced faintly when he bent to pick up a dumbbell, then caught himself and tried to play it off.

Lila’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile.

She could feel it already—the first faint threads of his masculine essence beginning to unwind. Just the tiniest shimmer of power drifting toward her, warm and potent. The night had cracked the first layer of his armor. Not much. Not yet. But it was there.

Ethan noticed her and flushed, his usual cocky grin a little sheepish. He walked over—still moving gingerly—and stopped a few feet away.

“Morning,” he said, voice a little rougher than usual.

Lila tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “You’re walking a little funny today.”

Ethan rubbed the back of his neck, cheeks darkening. “Yeah… last night was… intense.”

Lila stepped closer, lowering her voice just for him. “Good intense?”

He met her eyes, and for a second the memory flashed across his face—Jade’s mouth, Lila riding him, the overwhelming pleasure.

“Yeah,” he admitted, voice husky. “Really fucking good.”

Lila smiled sweetly, already feeling the next faint thread of his essence loosen and drift toward her.

“Glad to hear it,” she said. “Because we’re just getting started.”

Chapter 6: Supportive Offer

Monday’s gym session felt different.

Ethan had shown up anyway, determined to push through the lingering soreness. But his body betrayed him with every movement. His ass and thighs ached in a deep, used way that made every squat, every lunge, and even walking between machines feel tender and exposed. He was walking with a careful, slightly wide-legged gait that he couldn’t quite hide.

Lila spotted him immediately. She was already on the treadmill, looking fresh and powerful in tight black leggings and a cropped top. She slowed her pace as he approached, a knowing little smile playing on her lips.

“Still feeling last night?” she asked softly when he got close.

Ethan rubbed the back of his neck, flushed. “Yeah… more than I expected. Jade really… went for it.”

Lila’s eyes sparkled. She stepped off the treadmill and moved closer, voice dropping to a private murmur. “I brought something that might help. Supportive panties. They’re made with soft, compressive fabric — great for muscle recovery and reducing strain after intense sessions. They’ll cradle everything and take some pressure off your glutes and hips.”

She pulled a small, discreet black bag from her gym tote and showed him the contents: a pair of sleek, black microfiber boy-short style panties with a supportive pouch and soft, stretchy material.

Ethan stared at them, clearly conflicted. “Panties? Come on, Lila…”

“They’re just functional underwear,” she said innocently, though her eyes held a teasing glint. “No one will know. They’ll help with the soreness so you can actually train properly instead of limping around. Think of it like a compression sleeve, but better.”

He hesitated, cheeks burning. “I’m good. I’ll just take it easy today.”

Lila shrugged gracefully. “Suit yourself. But the offer stands if you change your mind.”

They worked out together for the next forty minutes. Ethan tried to power through, but his movements were stiff and awkward. He kept adjusting his shorts, wincing when he shifted weight. Other gym regulars started to notice.

A muscular guy near the bench press smirked as Ethan walked past. “You good, man? Looks like you rode a horse this weekend.”

Two women on the ellipticals exchanged glances and whispered, one of them giggling. “He’s definitely walking like he got fucked.”

Ethan’s face burned red. He pushed harder, trying to ignore it, but the comments kept coming — subtle at first, then less so. By the time they moved to the leg press machine, even the trainer walking by raised an eyebrow and asked if he needed a foam roller.

Lila stayed close, pretending not to notice, but she could feel his embarrassment growing… along with the tiniest new thread of masculine essence beginning to loosen from him.

Finally, after another round of awkward stares and a quiet “Bro, you okay? You’re walking like you sat on something” from a guy he knew from the gym, Ethan pulled Lila aside near the water fountain.

“Fine,” he muttered, voice low and embarrassed. “Give me the damn panties.”

Lila’s smile was warm and encouraging. She handed him the small bag. “Changing room’s right there. No one will see.”

Ethan disappeared into the men’s locker room. A few minutes later he emerged, moving a little more comfortably. The supportive black boy-shorts were snug under his gym shorts, cradling his sore ass and cock with soft, compressive fabric. He still walked with a slight caution, but the worst of the limp had eased.

Lila fell into step beside him as they headed toward the exit.

“Better?” she asked sweetly.

Ethan gave her a sidelong look, equal parts embarrassed and turned on. “Yeah… weirdly better.”

Lila slipped her arm through his, leaning in close. “Good boy. See? Sometimes giving in a little makes everything feel so much nicer.”

She could already feel the magic humming happily inside her. The first real thread of Ethan’s pride and masculinity had just begun to unravel.

And he was wearing panties for the first time in his life.

Chapter 7: Payment and Confusion

They left the gym together. Ethan walked beside Lila with a noticeably smoother gait now, but the black supportive boy-short panties under his gym shorts felt far more noticeable than he expected. The soft, snug fabric cradled his cock and ass with every step, a constant gentle compression that kept reminding him they were there.

Lila glanced over at him with a playful smile as they reached the parking lot. “Feeling better?”

“Yeah,” he admitted grudgingly. “They actually help.”

“Good.” She stopped beside her car, turning to face him. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “But you owe me for them.”

Ethan raised an eyebrow. “Owe you?”

“Mmm-hmm.” Lila stepped closer, voice dropping low. “I can’t just give away nice supportive panties for free. Especially not to a big strong man like you.” She trailed a finger down his chest. “I think you should pay me back… right now.”

Before he could ask how, Lila opened the back door of her car and slid inside, pulling him with her. In the tinted privacy of the backseat, she leaned back, spread her legs, and tugged her leggings and panties down just enough.

“Eat me,” she said simply, voice husky. “That’s the payment.”

Ethan’s cock twitched hard inside the panties. The combination of her commanding tone and the soft fabric hugging him made him strangely eager. He leaned down, burying his face between her thighs. The moment his tongue touched her, he groaned. She tasted sweet and addictive. He licked and sucked with surprising hunger, his broad shoulders flexing as he devoured her.

Lila moaned softly, fingers threading through his hair. “Good boy… just like that.”

When she came, thighs trembling around his ears, she held him there for a long moment, letting him lick her through the aftershocks.

As she caught her breath, she reached down and tugged at the waistband of his gym shorts. “And I’ll take these as extra payment.”

Before he could protest, she pulled his boxers down and off, leaving him wearing only the black supportive boy-shorts under his shorts. She tucked his boxers into her bag with a satisfied smile.

“Now you’re properly dressed for the rest of the day.”

Ethan’s face burned, but his cock was rock-hard and leaking inside the panties. The soft, hugging fabric felt far too good. Every shift of his legs sent little sparks of pleasure through him. He was hornier than he could ever remember being.



That night, the horniness refused to fade.

Even after a cold shower, the panties kept him in a constant low-level state of arousal. The way they cradled his balls and hugged his ass made him constantly aware of his body. He tried to ignore it. Failed. Around 10pm he gave in and headed to one of his usual clubs downtown.

He needed to fuck. Hard. Something normal. Something masculine.

He found her quickly — a cute brunette named Sophie with a tight dress and flirty smile. They danced, drank, and made out on the dance floor. Within an hour they were in her apartment.

The sex started normal enough. Ethan had her bent over the bed, pounding into her from behind. She moaned loudly, pushing back against him. For a few minutes it felt good — the usual tight heat, the slap of skin.

But then his mind betrayed him.

Every thrust, his thoughts drifted back to the night before. To Jade on all fours. To Jade’s plump ass rippling as he fucked her. To Jade’s soft moans and the way her C-cups had swayed while Lila rode her face. To the strange, overwhelming pleasure when Jade had finally slid into him, fucking him slow and deep while Lila whispered filthy praise in his ear.

He tried to shake it off. Focused harder on Sophie.

It didn’t work.

His thrusts grew erratic as memories flooded him — Jade’s platinum hair, her glossy lips stretched around his cock, the way her tight ass had clenched around him. The panties he was still wearing under his clothes (he hadn’t taken them off) rubbed against his cock with every movement, making everything feel ten times more intense.

He came hard, groaning Jade’s name under his breath.

Sophie didn’t seem to notice. She came shortly after, panting and satisfied.

But Ethan lay there afterward, staring at the ceiling, cock still half-hard and confused.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

He had just fucked a hot girl… and spent the entire time thinking about another “girl” who used to be a guy. Thinking about getting fucked. About how good it had felt.

He didn’t understand it. Didn’t want to.

But the black panties still hugged him snugly under his clothes, keeping him half-hard the entire drive home.

Chapter 8: Daily Devotion

The next few weeks fell into a dangerously addictive rhythm.

Every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday after their gym session, Ethan would follow Lila to her car. In the tinted backseat, or sometimes in a quiet corner of the parking garage, he would drop to his knees and bury his face between her thighs. The supportive black boy-short panties he now wore every day under his gym shorts kept him in a constant state of low-level arousal, his cock pressed snugly against the soft fabric as he licked and sucked her with growing skill and hunger.

Lila never had to ask twice. She would simply spread her legs, run her fingers through his hair, and sigh with pleasure as his tongue worked her. The magic she had woven into her body made her taste even more addictive to him — sweet, warm, and impossible to resist. Ethan found himself craving it. Craving her. The act of kneeling for her after working out, still sweaty and pumped from lifting, had become the highlight of his day.

He told himself it was just really good pussy.

He tried not to think about how much he looked forward to it.



Three weeks later, after another intense session where Ethan had made Lila come twice with his mouth, she kissed him deeply in the backseat and whispered against his lips:

“You’ve been such a good boy lately. Let me take you shopping. I want to pick out something pretty… and I want your opinion.”

That Saturday afternoon, Lila drove them to the same Victoria’s Secret where she had once taken Jade.

Ethan felt strangely nervous walking into the store beside her. The black supportive panties he now wore daily hugged him under his jeans, a constant secret reminder. Lila looked effortlessly sexy in a sundress, while he towered over her in his usual gym-honed frame.

She led him straight to the lingerie section.

“Help me choose,” she said sweetly, holding up a few pieces. “What do you think would look good on me?”

Ethan’s hands felt clumsy as he touched delicate lace and satin. He picked out a deep emerald green babydoll set with matching thong — something that would look incredible against Lila’s skin. Then a sheer black lace bodysuit. And finally, a soft pink babydoll with little bows and scalloped edges.

Lila praised every choice, kissing his cheek. “You have excellent taste.”

As the sales associate rang up her selections, Lila suddenly turned to another display and picked up a matching set in the same emerald green — but clearly cut for a man. The panties were low-rise with a supportive pouch, trimmed in delicate lace. The top was a sheer camisole with thin straps.

She added it to the pile without asking.

Ethan’s eyes widened. “Lila…”

“It’s just a matching set,” she said innocently, paying before he could protest. “You don’t have to wear them. But if you ever get curious about how good they feel against your skin… you’ll have them.”

She handed him the discreet pink bag containing his matching emerald set as they left the store.

Ethan carried it to the car in silence, cheeks burning, cock half-hard inside the black boy-shorts he was already wearing.

He didn’t say no.

And Lila smiled the whole drive home, feeling another delicate thread of his masculine pride beginning to loosen.

Chapter 9: Private Reflection

That weekend, Ethan found himself alone in his apartment with a six-pack of beer and far too much time to think.

Lila had mentioned she was busy with “family stuff” and wouldn’t be free. No gym. No after-workout sessions in her backseat. Just him, the quiet, and the small pink Victoria’s Secret bag sitting on his dresser like a challenge.

He drank the first beer quickly. The second slower. By the third, the emerald green lingerie set was burning a hole in his mind.

Just looking, he told himself as he carried the bag into the bathroom. I’m just curious what it looks like on. That’s all.

The alcohol made the decision feel easier. He stripped down completely, the black supportive boy-shorts he’d been wearing all week already feeling too familiar against his skin. He stared at the emerald set for a long moment — the sheer camisole with thin straps, the low-rise panties with delicate lace trim and a supportive pouch.

“Fuck it,” he muttered, voice thick.

He stepped into the panties first. The fabric slid up his muscular thighs and settled around his hips and cock with shocking softness. They hugged him perfectly — snug, smooth, and far more comfortable than he wanted to admit. The lace edges brushed the tops of his ass cheeks. His cock, already half-hard from the beer and the sheer wrongness of it, filled the pouch obscenely.

Next came the camisole. He pulled it over his head. The thin straps settled on his broad shoulders, the sheer fabric draping over his chest and abs. It was obviously made for a woman’s body, but on his large frame it looked… strangely erotic. Feminine. Vulnerable.

Heart pounding, Ethan stepped in front of the full-length mirror.

The sight hit him like a freight train.

A big, muscular man staring back at him wearing delicate emerald lingerie. The camisole clung to his pecs. The panties cradled his heavy cock and balls, the lace trim framing his ass. His strong thighs looked thicker, almost pretty, against the feminine cut.

He looked ridiculous.

He looked… hot.

The magic Lila had secretly woven into the set activated the instant his eyes truly focused on his reflection.

Pleasure slammed into him without warning.

“Fuuuuck—!” Ethan gasped, knees buckling.

It wasn’t just arousal. It was an orgasm triggered purely by the sight of himself. His cock erupted inside the emerald panties, thick ropes of cum soaking the soft fabric as waves of intense, humiliating pleasure crashed through his body. His ass clenched. His nipples hardened under the sheer camisole. His reflection blurred as his eyes rolled back, the image of himself dressed like this burning into his brain while he came hands-free, harder than he had in years.

He grabbed the bathroom counter for support, thighs shaking, watching in horrified fascination as his cock pulsed visibly through the soaked lace, cum leaking down his leg.

When it finally stopped, he was panting, flushed, and stunned.

“What the fuck…” he whispered, voice hoarse.

He should have taken it off immediately. Should have thrown the set away.

Instead, he stood there staring at himself for another long minute, the soaked panties clinging obscenely to his spent cock. The shame burned… but so did a fresh, confusing spark of arousal.

He didn’t remove them.

He spent the rest of the weekend like that — wearing the emerald lingerie under whatever loose shorts or t-shirt he threw on. Every time he caught his reflection (in the mirror, in a window, even on his phone screen), a fresh throb of humiliated pleasure shot through him. He jerked off twice more that Saturday just staring at himself, the magic making the sight of his own feminized body addictively arousing.

By Sunday night he was exhausted, conflicted, and still wearing the cum-stained emerald panties when he finally collapsed into bed.

He had no idea Lila could feel every thread of his growing surrender from across town… and was already smiling in anticipation of their next meeting.

Chapter 10: Date Night

Lila brought it up casually the following Wednesday after their usual post-gym ritual in the backseat.

Ethan was still catching his breath, lips shiny, when Lila stroked his hair and said sweetly, “I think it’s time you took Jade on a proper date. Just the two of you.”

Ethan blinked, still on his knees between her thighs. “A date… with Jade?”

“Mmm-hmm.” Lila smiled, running her thumb across his bottom lip. “You’ve had me. Now I want you to spend real time with her. Get to know the sweet, pretty girl who lives with me. Friday night. She’ll plan everything.”

Ethan hesitated, but the memory of Jade’s soft body, her plush lips, and the overwhelming night they’d shared made refusal feel impossible. “Yeah… okay. Friday.”



Friday evening, Jade took full charge.

She showed up at Ethan’s door wearing a short, flirty black cocktail dress that hugged her C-cup breasts and flared over her wide hips and plump ass. Her platinum blonde hair was styled in loose waves, makeup soft but seductive, and she carried herself with surprising confidence.

“I’m driving,” she said in her melodic soprano, holding up her keys with a small smile. “You’re mine tonight.”

Ethan, dressed in a button-down and slacks, felt strangely off-balance as he followed her to the car. Jade was smaller than him, curvier, softer… yet she moved like she owned the night.

She took him to a quiet, upscale wine bar with low lighting and live jazz. Throughout dinner she led the conversation — asking about his work, his hobbies, his fantasies — while gently steering him toward more intimate topics. Her foot brushed his leg under the table. Her fingers traced patterns on his hand. When he tried to take control of the evening, Jade simply smiled and said, “Tonight I’m in charge. Let me spoil you.”

By the time they got back to Lila and Jade’s apartment, the tension was thick enough to cut.

The moment the door closed, Jade pushed Ethan against the wall and kissed him — deep, hungry, and surprisingly assertive. Her hands roamed over his broad chest, then lower, squeezing his ass through his slacks.

“You’ve been such a good boy for Lila,” she purred against his lips. “Now I want to give you something to remember me by.”

She led him to the bedroom and had him strip down to just the black supportive boy-shorts he was wearing underneath. Then Jade opened her lingerie drawer and pulled out a beautiful emerald green set — the very same one he had helped Lila pick out weeks ago.

“I want you to wear this for me tonight,” she said softly, holding up the sheer camisole and matching panties. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to… but I think you’ll like how it feels.”

Ethan’s cock throbbed visibly in his current panties. After a long, shaky moment, he nodded.

Jade helped him dress. The emerald camisole stretched across his muscular chest. The panties slid up his thighs and settled snugly around his hard cock and ass. The lace felt obscene against his skin.

Jade stepped back and admired him, biting her plump lower lip. “So fucking hot.”

Then she reached back into the drawer and pulled out a special pair — crotchless emerald green panties with delicate lace trim and an open gusset.

“These are even better,” she whispered, holding them up. “So I can fuck you without having to take anything off.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The words sent a confusing rush of shame and arousal through him.

Jade helped him change into the crotchless pair. The lace framed his cock and balls perfectly while leaving his ass completely exposed. She guided him onto the bed on all fours, then slowly worked her lubed cock into him from behind, the crotchless panties allowing smooth, deep thrusts without interruption.

Ethan moaned loudly as Jade fucked him — slow at first, then harder, her C-cups pressing against his back, her platinum hair brushing his shoulders. The sensation of being taken while wearing her sexy lingerie was overwhelming.

When they finally collapsed, spent and sweaty, Jade kissed his neck tenderly and whispered, “You’re going home just like this. Wearing my lingerie. A little gift to remember tonight.”

She refused to let him change.

Ethan left the apartment wearing the emerald crotchless panties under his slacks, the camisole hidden beneath his button-down, his cock still half-hard and his mind spinning.

He didn’t understand why it felt so good.

But he couldn’t stop thinking about it the entire drive home.

Chapter 11: New Sensations

Ethan couldn’t stop thinking about the lingerie.

He wore the emerald crotchless panties under his clothes for three full days after the date with Jade. The lace constantly teased his cock and framed his ass, keeping him in a low, simmering state of arousal. Every time he sat down, stood up, or shifted in his chair at work, he felt the delicate fabric and the open gusset against his hole. It made him feel exposed. Vulnerable. Feminine.

By Wednesday night the constant low-level horniness had become unbearable.

Alone in his apartment, he stripped down to just the emerald panties and stood in front of the mirror. His muscular body looked obscene in the delicate lingerie — broad chest, thick arms, and the sheer camisole stretched tight across his pecs. His cock strained hard against the lace pouch.

The moment he got fully hard, something new happened.

A warm, slick wetness bloomed deep inside his ass. Not just a little moisture — actual slick, slippery lubrication, like a pussy getting wet. His hole twitched and pulsed, suddenly slick and eager. A thin trickle of clear fluid leaked out, soaking the back of the crotchless panties.

“What the fuck…?” Ethan whispered, voice shaking.

He reached back with trembling fingers and touched himself. His hole was drenched. Hot. Slippery. The sensation made his cock throb violently. When he pressed a finger against the slick entrance, it slid in with almost no resistance, sending a jolt of intense pleasure through him.

He yanked his hand away, breathing hard.

At the same time, he noticed something else in the mirror. His chest, arms, and legs looked smoother than usual. He ran a hand over his forearm — the usual dark hair was gone. Completely gone. His skin was baby-smooth except for a small, neat triangular patch of trimmed hair just above his cock. Everything else had simply… stopped growing.

Ethan stared at his reflection, heart pounding.

He was changing.

And the worst part was how good it felt.



The next morning at the gym, Lila immediately noticed the difference.

Ethan was moving differently again — not just from soreness this time, but with a subtle, almost feminine sway in his hips. His skin looked smoother under the gym lights. When he bent over to pick up a weight, the back of his shorts rode up just enough for Lila to catch a glimpse of the emerald lace underneath.

She smiled to herself.

The magic was taking root faster than she expected.

After their workout, in the backseat of her car, Ethan dropped to his knees almost desperately. As he ate her out with hungry devotion, Lila reached down and gently teased his hole through the crotchless panties. She found him already wet and slick.

“Mmm… you’re dripping for me,” she purred, sliding a finger inside him easily. “Your body is learning so quickly.”

Ethan moaned into her pussy, embarrassed but unable to stop. The slickness made everything feel better. More sensitive. More right.

Lila didn’t explain it to him. Not yet.

She simply let the changes bloom.

Chapter 12: Late Night Exploration

That night, Ethan couldn’t settle.

He paced his apartment, still wearing the emerald crotchless panties under a loose pair of gray sweatpants. The slickness between his cheeks hadn’t gone away. Every time his mind drifted back to the gym, to Lila’s fingers, or to Jade fucking him, a fresh wave of warmth and wetness leaked from his hole, soaking the lace.

His cock had been half-hard for hours.

Finally, around 11:30pm, after three beers and too much internal arguing, he gave in.

He locked his bedroom door, stripped down to just the emerald panties, and lay back on his bed. The mirror on his closet door gave him a clear view of himself — muscular body, broad chest, thick thighs… and the delicate green lace framing his cock and ass.

He was already wet.

Ethan took a shaky breath and reached between his legs. His fingers brushed over the slick, puffy entrance of his hole. The moment he touched it, pleasure jolted through him. It was so sensitive now. So slippery.

“Fuck…” he whispered.

He circled the rim first, spreading the natural lubrication. His hole twitched eagerly under his fingers. When he pressed one thick finger inside, it slid in smoothly, easily, all the way to the knuckle. The sensation made his cock jump hard against the lace pouch.

He added a second finger.

The stretch felt incredible. He curled them, searching, and when he found his prostate the pleasure spiked so sharply he moaned out loud — a deep, surprised sound that embarrassed him even as he kept going.

He fucked himself slowly at first. Then faster. His fingers thrust in and out, making wet, obscene sounds as more slick leaked around them. His free hand squeezed his cock through the panties, but it was the fingers in his ass that were driving him crazy.

In the mirror, he watched himself — a big, strong man in women’s lingerie, legs spread, fingering his own ass like a desperate slut.

The humiliation only made it hotter.

He imagined Jade behind him again. Imagined her cock sliding into him while she called him a good girl. Imagined Lila watching, praising him.

His prostate throbbed under his fingers. The pleasure built fast — deeper, heavier, different from any orgasm he’d ever had from his cock alone.

“Oh shit— I’m gonna—”

He came hard.

His cock erupted inside the panties without him even stroking it properly, thick ropes of cum soaking the emerald lace. At the same time, his ass clenched violently around his fingers, pulsing in deep, rolling waves that made his toes curl and his vision blur. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, drawn out by the prostate stimulation and the slick, wet heat of his own hole.

When it finally faded, Ethan lay there panting, fingers still buried inside himself, cum cooling against his skin.

He felt dirty.

He felt alive.



Later, after cleaning up, he sat at his laptop in nothing but a t-shirt and the cum-stained emerald panties.

He told himself he was just looking.

He opened a private browser and typed “men’s lingerie” into the search bar.

The results flooded the screen.

Sheer panties. Lace bodysuits. Crotchless sets. Babydolls in soft pinks and blacks. Thigh-high stockings with garter belts. Even full sissy outfits with bows and frills.

His cock twitched again inside the damp panties.

He spent nearly an hour scrolling. Adding things to his cart and then removing them. A black lace thong. A pink babydoll set. A sheer bodysuit that would barely contain his muscular frame.

He imagined wearing them.

He imagined Jade seeing him in them.

He imagined Lila making him wear them while she watched him get fucked.

His hand drifted back between his legs. He was getting wet again.

But at the last second, before he could click “purchase,” he closed the tab.

Not yet.

He wasn’t ready to actually buy anything.

But the curiosity was there now — burning, growing, impossible to ignore.

Ethan shut his laptop and lay back on the bed, heart racing, fingers absently tracing the waistband of the emerald panties he was still wearing.

He didn’t understand what was happening to him.

But he couldn’t stop thinking about how good it had felt.

Chapter 13: Blackout

Ethan’s mind wouldn’t stop spinning.

The panties. The slick wetness when he got hard. The way he’d fingered himself to an orgasm while staring at his reflection in lingerie. The constant, throbbing curiosity about buying more. Every time he tried to push it down, the memories came back stronger. He felt like he was losing control of his own body — and worse, part of him was starting to like it.

By Friday night he was a mess of confusion and frustration.

“Fuck this,” he muttered, grabbing his keys. “I just need to get drunk and forget.”

He went to a loud, crowded club downtown — the kind of place where he used to pick up girls without thinking twice. He ordered shots. Then more shots. Then beers to chase them. He danced aggressively, trying to feel like the old Ethan: big, strong, dominant.

It didn’t work.

The more he drank, the louder the thoughts became. Jade’s cock sliding into him. Lila’s praise. The way the emerald lace had felt against his skin. The slickness leaking from his ass when he got hard.

By midnight he was blackout drunk.



He woke up on a couch the next morning with a pounding headache and the taste of regret in his mouth.

The first thing he noticed was the cool air on his skin.

He sat up slowly… and realized he was only wearing the emerald green lingerie. The sheer camisole clung to his chest. The crotchless panties framed his soft cock and left his ass completely exposed. Nothing else. No pants. No shirt. No shoes.

“What the hell…?”

A soft giggle came from the kitchen area. Ethan looked up and froze.

Four college-age girls — probably twenty or twenty-one — were standing there in pajamas, sipping coffee and watching him with a mix of amusement and sympathy. They were all cute, in that casual, fresh-faced way. One of them, a petite brunette with messy hair, waved awkwardly.

“Morning, big guy,” she said. “Or… should we say good morning, Emerald?”

Ethan’s face burned crimson. He grabbed a throw pillow and tried to cover his lap, but it did almost nothing to hide the sheer camisole or the lace panties.

“How… how did I get here?” he croaked, voice rough.

The brunette — apparently the leader of the group — sat on the edge of the coffee table. “You got really drunk last night at Club Pulse. Like, legendary levels. You stripped down to just that lingerie on the dance floor. Got up on a table and started dancing like a total slut. Grinding on the pole, twerking that ass, flirting with every guy who looked at you.”

Another girl, a redhead, chimed in with a grin. “You kept telling guys you’d suck their cocks if they bought you a shot. You were on your knees at one point begging this tall dude to let you blow him right there.”

Ethan felt like he was going to be sick. His stomach dropped.

The brunette continued gently, “We saw you were completely blacked out and about to do something you’d probably regret forever. So we grabbed you, threw a jacket over you, and brought you back here before anything worse happened. You passed out on the couch as soon as we got you inside.”

A blonde girl held up his phone and wallet. “We didn’t go through anything. Just wanted to make sure you were safe.”

Ethan buried his face in his hands, mortified beyond words. His muscular body looked ridiculous in the delicate emerald lingerie — broad shoulders stretching the camisole, thick thighs filling out the panties, cock barely contained in the lace pouch.

“I… I don’t remember any of that,” he muttered.

“Yeah,” the brunette said sympathetically. “You were gone. But you were very enthusiastic about being a ‘pretty girl’ last night.”

The girls exchanged glances, clearly trying not to laugh.

Ethan wanted the floor to swallow him whole.

He stood up on shaky legs, the crotchless panties making him feel obscenely exposed from behind. “I should… I should go.”

The brunette handed him a pair of loose sweatpants and a hoodie from their lost-and-found bin. “Here. At least wear something over that on the way home.”

As Ethan pulled the clothes on over the lingerie, one of the girls called out teasingly, “You looked really good dancing, by the way. Super confident.”

He left their apartment without another word, face burning, head spinning, and the emerald lace still snug against his skin underneath the borrowed clothes.

The walk to his car felt endless.

He didn’t understand what was happening to him.

But deep down, a terrifying little voice whispered that he was starting to like the humiliation.

Chapter 14: Viral Emerald

Ethan barely made it through his apartment door before he locked it behind him. His hands were shaking as he plugged his dead phone into the charger. He collapsed onto the couch still wearing the borrowed hoodie and sweatpants over the emerald lingerie, heart hammering from the walk of shame.

The phone buzzed to life.

Then it exploded.

Message after message flooded in. Group chats. Individual texts from friends. Even a couple of gym buddies.

He opened the first video.

It was him.

Clear as day, under the flashing club lights — Ethan, big muscular Ethan, stripped down to just the emerald green lingerie, dancing on a table like a complete slut. He was twerking, grinding against the pole, running his hands over his chest and ass, laughing drunkenly while guys cheered him on. The sheer camisole clung to his body. The crotchless panties left nothing to the imagination from certain angles.

Another video showed him on his knees in front of some guy, looking up with glossy eyes, clearly begging.

“Oh my fucking god…” Ethan whispered, voice cracking.

The texts were relentless:

Dude what the hell 😂😂

Emerald is a LEGEND

Bro you were wild last night

Since when do you wear panties??

That ass tho

Call me when you’re sober king

He scrolled faster, nausea and strange heat warring in his stomach. Every new video made his face burn hotter.

Then he noticed something else when he glanced down.

His nipples were hard.

Not just hard — they were noticeably puffy. The areolas looked slightly swollen, pushing against the thin fabric of the emerald camisole. They ached. When he brushed one with his thumb, a sharp jolt of pleasure shot straight to his cock, making it twitch inside the lace.

He yanked his hand away like he’d been burned.

His phone buzzed again. A new text from an unknown number.

Unknown: Hey Emerald ?? It’s Sarah from last night (the brunette). Just checking if you’re okay. You were super drunk. Hope you got home safe.

Another message followed right after.

Unknown: Also… a bunch of us are going shopping this afternoon for a party next weekend. You should come with us. Consider it payment for us making sure you didn’t do anything too crazy last night. We’ll pick you up in an hour if you’re free.

Ethan stared at the screen, thumbs frozen.

Emerald.

They were calling him Emerald.

The same name the girls had teasingly used when he woke up in their apartment wearing nothing but the lingerie.

His puffy nipples throbbed again. His hole felt slick and warm inside the crotchless panties. His cock was half-hard despite the humiliation.

He knew he should say no. Delete the messages. Block the number. Pretend none of this ever happened.

Instead, his fingers moved almost on their own.

Ethan: Yeah… I’m free.

He hit send before he could stop himself.

The reply came instantly.

Sarah: Yay! We’ll come get you. Wear something cute 😉

Ethan dropped the phone on the couch and buried his face in his hands, breathing hard.

He was going shopping with a group of college girls… while still wearing the cum-stained emerald lingerie underneath his clothes.

And some sick, growing part of him was excited about it.

Chapter 15: The Inspection

Lila woke up with a low, delicious moan.

All night long, surge after surge of rich masculine essence had flooded into her. Each wave was thicker and sweeter than the last. She had felt every humiliating moment Ethan experienced as if she were in the room with him — the videos going viral among his friends, the burning shame, the confused arousal, the way he’d fingered himself while staring at his reflection in lingerie, and finally his agreement to go shopping with the college girls while still wearing the cum-stained emerald set.

She lay in bed, one hand lazily circling a nipple, the other between her thighs, riding the afterglow of the power. Jade slept peacefully beside her, platinum hair fanned across the pillow.

“So much power…” Lila whispered to herself, eyes half-lidded in pleasure. “He’s cracking so beautifully. I can’t wait to see what he looks like now.”

She could already sense the subtle shifts in him — the puffy, sensitive nipples, the self-lubricating hole, the smooth skin. The magic was digging its hooks in deeper with every embarrassed surrender.

She couldn’t stop smiling.



Meanwhile, across town, the doorbell rang at Ethan’s apartment.

He opened it wearing sweatpants and a hoodie over last night’s emerald lingerie. His face was still flushed with lingering shame.

Sarah (the brunette) stood there with two of her friends — Mia and Taylor — all three dressed casually cute for a shopping day. They grinned the second they saw him.

“Emerald!” Sarah sang, pushing past him into the apartment. “Ready for our little shopping trip?”

Before Ethan could answer, the girls made themselves at home. They walked straight into his bedroom and started opening drawers and closet doors like they owned the place.

“Oh honey…” Mia said, rifling through his closet. “This is… sad.”

She pulled out a few button-down shirts and a single pair of dress pants. “Where’s all the pretty stuff?”

Sarah opened his dresser and frowned. “You only have like… three pairs of panties? And they’re all basic black. No lace? No colors? No babydolls or chemises?” She held up one of the plain supportive boy-shorts with clear disappointment. “We thought after last night you’d at least have a decent collection.”

Taylor checked the bottom drawer and gasped dramatically. “Girl, you have nothing cute for your tits either? No bralettes? No corsets? This is criminal.”

Ethan stood in the doorway, mortified, arms crossed over his chest. “I don’t… I mean, I haven’t really…”

Sarah turned to him with a pitying but excited look. “We’re fixing this today. You can’t be our favorite club slut and only own three pairs of boring panties. That’s just wrong.”

She grabbed his arm playfully. “Consider this intervention time. You’re coming with us, and we’re building you a proper lingerie wardrobe. Don’t worry — we’ll make sure everything is super cute and slutty. You’ll thank us later.”

Ethan’s cock twitched inside the emerald panties he was still wearing. The shame burned hot in his cheeks… but so did a confusing rush of arousal.

He didn’t fight them when they started pulling him toward the door.

Lila, miles away, felt another strong surge of essence flow into her and smiled wickedly into her coffee.

Her boy was progressing beautifully.

Chapter 16: Doll for a Day

Ethan barely had time to process what was happening before the girls bundled him into Sarah’s car.

“You’re going to thank us for this,” Sarah promised from the driver’s seat, grinning at him in the rearview mirror. “We’re not just getting you a few pairs. We’re getting you lingerie so sexy and slutty it would make a Victoria’s Secret model blush.”

Mia clapped her hands excitedly from the passenger seat. “We’re hitting every good store in town. You’re officially our new dress-up doll, Emerald.”

Ethan sat in the back wearing nothing but the emerald crotchless panties under his borrowed hoodie and sweatpants, face burning. “This is crazy. I don’t need—”

Taylor, sitting beside him, patted his thick thigh. “Shush. You danced on a table in lingerie begging to suck cock last night. You absolutely need this.”

The shopping trip became a whirlwind.

They started at the upscale Victoria’s Secret. The girls moved through the store like a whirlwind, grabbing piece after piece and shoving them into Ethan’s arms.

“Try this,” Sarah said, holding up a sheer red lace babydoll with matching crotchless panties and garter belt. “It’ll make your ass look edible.”

At the next boutique — a smaller, darker store specializing in fetish and club wear — things got even sluttier. They loaded him up with micro-skirts made of shiny latex, transparent mesh bodysuits, cupless bras that left his nipples completely exposed, and panties with open backs and little bows.

“These are perfect for when you want to get fucked without taking anything off,” Mia whispered loudly enough for the sales clerk to hear.

Ethan’s face stayed permanently red. Every time he tried to protest, one of the girls would hold something especially slutty against his body and coo about how hot he’d look in it. His cock stayed half-hard the entire time, trapped in the emerald lace, leaking steadily.

They didn’t stop at two stores.

They hit four more — including a high-end boutique that carried custom pieces and a tiny hidden shop that specialized in sissy and crossdresser lingerie. By the end of the marathon shopping trip, Ethan’s arms were loaded with bags. The total haul was staggering:

​●​       Over thirty pairs of panties (sheer, crotchless, lace, satin, thong, g-string, with bows, rhinestones, and open gussets)

​●​       Fifteen babydolls and chemises in every color

​●​       Multiple garter belts and thigh-high stocking sets

​●​       Cupless and shelf bras

​●​       Sheer bodysuits, micro-dresses, and slutty club outfits

The girls were absolutely giddy as they loaded the bags into the car.

“Oh my god, we have our own living doll now!” Taylor squealed, hugging Ethan’s arm. “We’re going to have so much fun dressing you up for parties.”

Sarah grinned wickedly. “Next time you black out and dance on tables, at least you’ll have options.”

Ethan stared at the mountain of pink bags in the trunk, dazed and overwhelmed. His nipples were still puffy and sensitive under the hoodie. His hole felt slick again just from the constant humiliation.

When they finally dropped him off at his apartment, the girls each gave him a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“Don’t forget to send us pictures when you try everything on,” Mia said sweetly. “We expect a full fashion show soon.”

As Ethan dragged the massive haul inside, he realized with a sinking, strangely excited feeling that he now owned more lingerie than most women he knew.

And the girls couldn’t wait to play dress-up with their new favorite toy.

Chapter 17: Surges

Lila lay sprawled across the silk sheets of her bed, completely naked, back arched in pleasure as wave after wave of raw masculine essence crashed into her.

It had been happening all day.

The first big surge hit while she was making coffee that morning — the moment Ethan had stared at himself in the mirror wearing the emerald lingerie for the first time. A thick, golden rush of power flooded her core, making her knees buckle. She had to grip the counter as her magic flared, sharpening her senses until she could taste his shame and confused arousal on the air like honeyed wine.

Then came the second surge — stronger — when he’d fingered himself to orgasm while watching his reflection. Lila had moaned out loud in the kitchen, one hand slipping between her thighs as the power rolled through her, making her nipples harden and her pussy clench with sympathetic pleasure.

But the surges kept coming.

When Ethan agreed to go shopping with the college girls.

When the girls dragged him from store to store, forcing him to hold up slutty babydolls and crotchless panties while he blushed furiously.

When he finally left their apartment carrying bags full of lingerie he was too embarrassed to admit he wanted.

Each new humiliation, each fresh thread of his unraveling masculinity, sent another powerful surge straight into Lila’s body.

Now, late in the evening, she was riding the biggest wave yet.

“Oh… fuck…” she gasped, fingers buried deep inside herself as she lay on her back.

Jade knelt between her spread thighs, platinum blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, eagerly licking and sucking at Lila’s clit. Jade’s full C-cup breasts swayed heavily with every movement, her own cock hard and leaking against the sheets.

“You’re glowing again,” Jade murmured between long, devoted licks. “Another big one?”

Lila nodded, eyes half-lidded in ecstasy. “He’s… breaking so beautifully. I can feel it. Every time he looks at himself in lingerie. Every time those girls tease him. Every time he gets hard while wearing panties…”

A fresh surge hit her mid-sentence.

Lila cried out, back bowing off the bed as golden light flickered faintly across her skin. The power was intoxicating — richer and deeper than anything she had felt from Jade in the early days. Ethan’s essence was so raw, so purely masculine, that every tiny surrender felt like drinking liquid lightning.

Her magic responded greedily.

Flowers on the nightstand bloomed instantly. The candles in the room flared brighter. Lila’s own body felt electric — her skin more sensitive, her curves more pronounced, her presence heavier with authority.

She grabbed Jade’s platinum hair and pulled her harder against her pussy, riding her face through the climax.

“Yes— just like that, my sweet girl,” Lila moaned. “He’s going to give me so much more than you did at first. He’s untouched. Proud. Strong. When he finally breaks… it’s going to feel divine.”

Jade whimpered happily, licking faster, her own arousal dripping onto the sheets as she felt Lila’s power wash over her.

When the surge finally ebbed, Lila pulled Jade up and kissed her deeply, tasting herself on those plump lips.

“I can feel him changing,” Lila whispered against Jade’s mouth. “His hole is getting wet when he’s aroused. His body hair is vanishing. His nipples are puffing up. He’s fighting it… but he’s losing.”

Jade shivered with delight. “Are you going to tell him soon?”

“Not yet,” Lila purred, rolling Jade onto her back and straddling her. “I want to watch him struggle a little longer. The confusion is delicious. Every time he touches himself in lingerie, every time he leaks from his ass, every time those college girls call him Emerald… I get stronger.”

She sank down onto Jade’s cock with a satisfied sigh, riding her slowly while golden sparks of power still danced across her skin.

“And when he’s ready,” Lila continued, voice husky with pleasure and ambition, “we’ll bring him home. You can help me train him. My two pretty sissies… feeding me power together.”

Jade moaned loudly, hands gripping Lila’s hips as she was ridden.

Lila closed her eyes, smiling as another faint surge trickled in from across town — Ethan, alone in his apartment, staring at his mountain of new lingerie with conflicted hunger.

The second bloom was thriving.

And Lila had never felt more powerful.

Chapter 18: Private Show

Ethan sat on the edge of his bed surrounded by a sea of pink bags and tissue paper. The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of his phone charging on the nightstand.

He didn’t know why he was doing this.

He told himself it was just to “see what everything looked like.” A private experiment. Nothing more.

But deep down, something compulsive was pulling at him — the same strange force that had made him buy the emerald set in the first place, that had kept him wearing the panties for days, that had made him finger himself in front of the mirror.

He started with the first piece.

The sheer red lace babydoll with matching crotchless panties. He stripped down completely and slipped it on. The delicate fabric whispered against his smooth skin as it settled over his broad chest and thick thighs. His cock pushed obscenely against the open gusset, already half-hard. He stood in front of the full-length mirror and stared.

Then he picked up his phone.

He didn’t know why, but he started recording.

Short videos. Photos from multiple angles. Turning slowly so the camera caught how the sheer lace clung to his muscular frame, how his ass looked framed by the garter straps, how his cock strained against the crotchless opening.

He moved on to the next set. Then the next.

A black sheer bodysuit that snapped at the crotch. A pink micro babydoll with tiny white bows. A cupless bra that left his puffy nipples completely exposed. A shiny latex mini-dress that hugged every curve of his ass. A strappy red harness set that barely covered anything.

He tried on everything.

Each new piece made his cock harder. Each time he looked at his reflection — a big, strong man dressed like a total slut — the slick wetness between his cheeks grew. His hole pulsed and leaked, soaking the back of whatever panties he was wearing.

He filmed it all.

Close-ups of his chest in the cupless bra. Videos of him bending over in crotchless panties, showing how exposed and ready his ass looked. Slow twirls in the micro-dresses that barely covered the bottom of his ass.

By the time he finished, he had dozens of photos and several short videos.

His hands were shaking as he opened the group chat with Sarah, Mia, and Taylor.

He hit send.

The response was almost instant.

Sarah: OH MY GODDDDDD 🔥🔥 Emerald you SLUT!!!

Mia: Holy shit look at that ass in the red set ?? You look so fucking good!!!

Taylor: The way your cock is bulging in those crotchless ones… we’re screaming. You’re actually serving cunt!!!

Sarah: Send more!! We need a full fashion show!!

Ethan’s face burned with shame, but his cock was leaking steadily into the current pair of sheer black panties. He sent a few more photos.

The girls went wild.

Mia: Okay but seriously… what are you wearing to work tomorrow?? 👀

Sarah: You better not wear boring boy clothes after all this. Pick something cute. We want pictures in the morning before you leave 😘

Taylor: You’re our pretty doll now. Don’t disappoint us~

Ethan stared at the messages, heart pounding, cock throbbing, hole slick and twitching.

He didn’t reply.

But he also didn’t delete the chat.

He lay back on his bed in nothing but a sheer pink babydoll and matching thong, surrounded by piles of new lingerie, phone still glowing with their excited messages.

He had no idea why he had sent those photos.

But he already knew he was going to do it again.

Chapter 19: Pretty Panties

Ethan barely slept.

All night he tossed and turned in the new emerald green lace thong and matching sheer camisole he’d chosen from the pile. Every time he moved, the delicate fabric teased his smooth skin and kept his cock half-hard. By morning he was exhausted, confused, and strangely excited.

He told himself he was only wearing it “just to see how it felt during the day.”

He put on his usual gym clothes over the lingerie — loose shorts and a hoodie — and headed to the gym like normal.

Lila was already there.

She noticed immediately.

Ethan moved with a subtle, self-conscious stiffness. When he bent over to tie his shoes, the hem of his shorts rode up just enough for Lila to catch a flash of emerald green lace underneath. Her eyes darkened with interest.

They worked out together in tense silence. Ethan’s movements were slightly more careful, more aware of the soft lace cupping his cock and framing his ass. His puffy nipples rubbed against the inside of the camisole with every rep, sending little sparks through him.

After their session, they went to Lila’s car as usual.

The moment the doors closed, Ethan dropped to his knees between her thighs like it was the most natural thing in the world. He pulled her leggings down and buried his face in her pussy, licking with desperate hunger. The addictive taste flooded his mouth and made his head spin.

Lila moaned softly, fingers in his hair… then her hand drifted lower.

She tugged at the waistband of his gym shorts and pulled them down just enough to see.

Emerald green lace. Delicate, sheer, and obviously brand new.

Lila’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile.

“I knew something happened yesterday,” she purred, stroking his hair while he continued licking her. “But now I have proof. Where did you get these pretty panties, Ethan?”

He froze for a second, face still buried between her thighs. Then a broken sob escaped him.

He pulled back, tears already welling in his eyes.

“I don’t know what’s happening to me,” he choked out, voice cracking. “I… I woke up and tried them on. Then I couldn’t stop. I bought more. A lot more. The college girls took me shopping and I just… let them. I keep getting pulled into this feminine shit and I don’t understand why. I’m not gay. I’m not… I’m not supposed to be like this.”

Tears spilled down his cheeks as he knelt there in nothing but the emerald lace panties and camisole, his muscular body looking both powerful and heartbreakingly vulnerable.

Lila cupped his face gently, thumbs wiping away his tears.

“Shhh, baby,” she whispered tenderly. “It’s okay. You don’t have to understand it all right now. Just let it feel good. Look how pretty you are in that set.”

She guided his head back between her thighs. Ethan sobbed once more… then moaned as he resumed licking her with renewed desperation, his tears mixing with her wetness.

Lila leaned back, eyes half-closed in pleasure as another rich surge of his confused, unraveling masculinity flowed into her.

He was breaking so beautifully.

And she was only getting started.

Chapter 20: Unexpected Guests

Ethan felt raw when he got home from work.

The day had been hell. Every step in the emerald lace panties reminded him of what he was wearing underneath his slacks. His puffy, sensitive nipples had rubbed against the sheer camisole all day, keeping him in a state of low-grade arousal and embarrassment. He’d nearly cried in the bathroom stall during lunch when a random surge of emotion hit him out of nowhere.

He was changing. He could feel it. And it terrified him.

He turned the key in his lock, pushed the door open… and froze.

The college girls were already inside his apartment.

Sarah, Mia, and Taylor were sprawled comfortably on his couch and chairs like they owned the place. Shopping bags from their earlier trip were scattered across the living room, and they had clearly made themselves at home — music playing softly, drinks on the coffee table.

Sarah looked up first and beamed. “Emerald! You’re home!”

Ethan stood in the doorway, stunned. “How… did I leave the door unlocked?”

“You did,” Mia said cheerfully, waving her phone. “We tried knocking but you weren’t answering, so we just… came in. Hope you don’t mind.”

Taylor grinned, holding up one of the sheer red babydolls they’d bought. “We’ve been waiting for you. We thought tonight would be perfect for a little dress-up party.”

Ethan’s heart hammered. His eyes stung with sudden, unwanted emotion. He felt overwhelmed, exposed, and weirdly… relieved they were here.

“I… I don’t know if I’m up for—”

Sarah stood up and walked over to him, taking his hands gently. “Come on, Emerald. You had so much fun trying everything on last night. We saw the pictures you sent us. You looked so pretty. Don’t you want to feel that again? We’ll make it special. Just us girls… and then maybe we can all go out to the club later.”

Mia joined her, rubbing his arm soothingly. “We’ll dress you up really slutty and cute. Then we can play a little. You know you want to.”

Taylor held up the crotchless emerald set. “We can start with this one. The one you wore when you were dancing on the table.”

Ethan’s resistance crumbled almost instantly. A wave of confusing emotion washed over him — shame, arousal, loneliness, and a deep, needy desire to be wanted. His eyes grew wet again.

“I… okay,” he whispered, voice cracking. “Just… be gentle with me tonight.”

The girls squealed with delight and immediately pulled him into the bedroom.



What followed was a whirlwind of lace, giggles, and exploration.

They stripped him down to nothing, then dressed him piece by piece. First the sheer red babydoll and crotchless panties. Then they added a matching garter belt and stockings. They did his makeup — heavy smoky eyes and glossy pink lips. They even put him in a pair of strappy black heels they’d bought “just in case.”

By the time they were done, Ethan — Emerald — looked like a complete slutty fantasy. The babydoll barely covered his ass. His cock strained hard against the open crotch of the panties. His puffy nipples were clearly visible through the sheer fabric.

The girls were obsessed.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Sarah breathed, running her hands over his smooth chest. “Our perfect dress-up doll.”

What started as playful touching quickly turned into something much more intense.

They pulled him onto the bed. Sarah kissed him deeply while Mia sucked on his nipples through the babydoll. Taylor dropped between his legs and took his cock into her mouth. They took turns riding him, grinding on his face, and using him exactly how they wanted. Ethan lost himself completely — moaning, whimpering, crying tears of overwhelmed pleasure as they used his body.

He came multiple times. So did they.

After nearly two hours of eager, giggly, filthy fun, the girls finally collapsed around him, kissing his flushed skin and praising how good their pretty doll had been.

“Time to go to the club,” Sarah announced, still breathing hard. “We’re taking you out just like this.”

Ethan didn’t argue.

He couldn’t.

He simply let them lead him.

Chapter 21: Emerald on Display

The girls spent nearly an hour dressing Ethan for the club.

They finally settled on the most scandalous piece from their shopping haul: a sheer black mesh micro-dress that was little more than lingerie. The fabric was almost completely see-through, clinging to his muscular body like a second skin. It had a deep plunging neckline that showed off his smooth, broad chest and puffy nipples. The hem was so short it barely covered the bottom curve of his plump ass. Underneath, they made him wear the matching crotchless black lace panties — the open gusset leaving his cock and hole completely accessible while the delicate lace framed everything obscenely.

From the front, if anyone looked closely, the outline and head of his cock were clearly visible through the sheer mesh. From behind, the dress rode up with every movement, flashing the lower curve of his ass and the suggestive opening of the panties.

They finished the look with thigh-high stockings, strappy black heels, heavy smoky makeup, glossy pink lips, and his platinum blonde hair styled in soft waves.

When Ethan looked in the mirror, his stomach dropped.

He looked like a high-end whore.

Sarah whistled. “Holy shit, Emerald. You’re going to cause a riot tonight.”

Ethan tried to protest one last time, voice cracking with emotion. “This is too much… I can’t go out like this.”

Mia kissed his cheek sweetly. “Yes you can. And you will. You’re our pretty doll tonight.”

He couldn’t say no.



The club was packed when they arrived.

The moment Ethan walked in behind the girls, heads turned. Then more heads. Then phones started coming out.

The sheer dress left almost nothing to the imagination. His cock was visible if anyone stared — half-hard and outlined clearly against the black mesh. His plump ass cheeks peeked out from under the hem with every step. His puffy nipples stood out prominently through the fabric.

Men swarmed him almost immediately.

A tall guy in a tight shirt bought him a drink within the first five minutes, eyes glued to Ethan’s chest. “You look fucking incredible,” he said, voice low. “Want to go somewhere private? I’ve got a stall in the back.”

Another man, broader and older, pressed up behind him on the dance floor, grinding against his ass while sliding a free vodka soda into his hand. “I’ll pay for whatever you want tonight, baby. Just come with me for a few minutes.”

A third guy openly stared at the front of the dress, eyes locked on the visible shape of Ethan’s cock. “Fuck… you’re packing. Bet you look even better on your knees. Let me take you to the bathroom.”

Drink after drink kept appearing in his hands. Compliments turned filthy. Hands brushed his ass, his chest, his thighs. Ethan’s head was spinning — from the alcohol, from the constant attention, from the overwhelming mix of shame and unwanted arousal.

He kept saying “maybe later” or “I’m with friends,” but the offers never stopped.

The girls watched with delighted smirks, occasionally pulling him back to dance with them, but mostly letting the men circle him like sharks.

Ethan’s cock stayed half-hard the entire night, clearly visible through the sheer dress. His hole kept getting slick with every new proposition. His emotions were a wreck — humiliated, horny, confused, and unable to walk away.

He had become the main attraction.

And the night was only getting started.

Chapter 22: The Blowjob Line

The energy in the club had turned feverish.

Ethan — Emerald — was already buzzing hard from the free drinks and constant attention. His sheer black mesh micro-dress left nothing to the imagination. His cock was visibly half-hard through the fabric, and every movement flashed the curve of his plump ass.

Sarah pulled him close on the dance floor, lips brushing his ear.

“We’re playing a game,” she whispered excitedly. “A blowjob line. Four stalls in the men’s bathroom. Each of us takes one. First guy in each stall gets sucked until he cums. The girl whose guy blows his load last loses… and has to streak naked across the entire club.”

Ethan’s stomach flipped. “I… I can’t—”

Mia was already tugging him toward the bathroom hallway. “You’re playing too, Emerald. Come on, it’ll be fun.”

Before he could protest further, the four of them slipped into the men’s bathroom. It was surprisingly clean and dimly lit, with four stalls. The girls claimed three of them, leaving the last one for Ethan. A small crowd of curious men had already gathered, sensing something was about to happen.

Sarah gave Ethan a quick kiss on the cheek. “Just be your pretty self. You’ve got this.”

Ethan stepped into the last stall on shaky heels, heart hammering. He locked the door, lifted the front of his sheer dress, and knelt on the cold tile floor in just the crotchless black lace panties. His cock hung heavy and exposed. His hole was already slick with nervous arousal.

The first man entered his stall moments later.

It began.

Ethan gave himself over to it completely. One cock after another. He sucked with desperate, glossy pink lips, using every trick he’d learned from Jade and the girls. Some men were rough, gripping his platinum hair. Others were gentler, moaning praise as he worked them. He could hear the other stalls — the girls moaning, the wet sounds, the grunts of the men.

Time blurred.

His jaw ached. His knees burned. Cum dripped down his chin and onto his chest, soaking the sheer dress. His own cock stayed rock-hard, leaking into the lace.

Then the final round came.

The last man in Ethan’s stall was thick and vocal. Ethan sucked him with everything he had, bobbing fast, tongue swirling, moaning around the shaft. But the man lasted longer than the others.

From the next stall, Sarah let out a triumphant moan as her guy finally came hard.

Ethan had lost.

The girls cheered. The men in the bathroom clapped and laughed.

Ethan stepped out of the stall on trembling legs, face flushed, makeup ruined, dress stained with cum. The girls surrounded him, giggling.

“Time to pay up, Emerald,” Sarah announced loudly. “Strip. Everything off. Then run across the club.”

Ethan’s hands shook as he peeled off the sheer dress and lace panties, leaving him completely naked except for the heels and thigh-high stockings. His cock bobbed hard in front of everyone. His plump ass and puffy nipples were on full display.

The crowd parted as he started running.

He sprinted through the packed club — completely naked, cock swinging, ass jiggling with every step. Catcalls, cheers, and phone flashes followed him the entire way. He burst out the front door into the cool night air, heart pounding, skin flushed with humiliation and adrenaline.

A kind-looking man in his thirties was standing near the entrance, clearly shocked by the sight.

“Jesus… are you okay?” he asked, quickly shrugging off his jacket and wrapping it around Ethan’s shoulders.

Ethan nodded, voice small and broken. “I… I just need to get home.”

The man didn’t ask questions. He guided Ethan to his car and drove him back to his apartment in silence, only offering a gentle “Take care of yourself” when he dropped him off.

Ethan stumbled inside, still wearing nothing but the stranger’s jacket and the thigh-high stockings.

He collapsed onto his couch, breathing hard, cock still half-hard from the overwhelming humiliation.

He didn’t know how much more of this he could take.

But the worst part was… some deep, growing part of him didn’t want it to stop.

Chapter 23: Viral Morning

Ethan woke up with a pounding headache and the taste of regret thick on his tongue.

He reached for his phone on the nightstand, squinting against the bright screen. The notifications were insane — hundreds of them.

His stomach dropped as he opened the first message.

It was a photo.

Clear, well-lit, and unmistakable: him on his knees in the bathroom stall, sheer black dress hiked up, glossy pink lips wrapped tightly around a thick cock. Cum was already dripping down his chin.

Then another photo. And another.

A video started auto-playing — him sprinting completely naked through the crowded club, cock swinging, plump ass jiggling with every desperate stride, heels clicking frantically as people cheered and filmed.

The caption on the group chat from one of his friends read:

“Emerald went full legend last night 😂?? Who is this guy now?”

Ethan’s hands started shaking. He scrolled faster. More photos. More videos. The blowjob line. The way he’d eagerly sucked each man. The final naked sprint out the front door.

It was everywhere.

He dropped the phone on the bed and stumbled to the bathroom mirror, still wearing nothing but the thigh-high stockings from last night.

What he saw made his breath catch.

His chest had changed again.

Where there had once been flat, muscular pecs, two soft, perky A-cup breasts now sat high on his chest. They were small but undeniably real — round, sensitive, with puffy nipples that stiffened instantly in the cool air. His waist had narrowed even further, creating a dramatic hourglass curve that made his already plump ass look even bigger and more feminine.

He ran his hands over the new breasts, feeling their soft weight. A jolt of unwanted pleasure shot through him when his fingers brushed the sensitive nipples.

“No… no, no, no,” he whispered, voice cracking.

Tears welled up in his eyes again. He didn’t understand why this kept happening. Why every humiliating night seemed to push his body further into femininity. Why he couldn’t stop it.

His phone kept buzzing on the bed.

More messages. More tags. More people calling him Emerald.

Across town, Lila woke up with a deep, satisfied moan as another powerful surge of essence flooded into her.

She smiled lazily, stretching like a cat in the sheets while Jade slept beside her.

“Oh, Ethan…” she purred to herself, feeling the fresh rush of his shame and confusion. “You’re giving me so much tonight.”

She could feel the changes happening in real time — the new A-cup breasts forming, the waist pulling in tighter. Each fresh wave of his humiliated surrender fed her magic beautifully.

Lila rolled over and gently woke Jade with a kiss.

“Our boy had quite the night,” she whispered. “He’s getting so pretty. I think it’s almost time to bring him home.”

Chapter 24: Deepening Cravings

Lila lay curled against Jade’s soft body in the early morning light, fingers lazily tracing circles around one of Jade’s sensitive C-cup breasts. The surges of power from Ethan’s night had left her feeling electric, almost restless.

“He’s ready for more,” she whispered against Jade’s platinum hair. “I want him aching for it. Needing it the same way he needs to breathe.”

Jade shivered happily. “What are you going to do to him?”

Lila smiled and closed her eyes, reaching out with her magic across the distance.

She wove two new spells into Ethan while he slept.

The first made anal pleasure equal to — and in many ways deeper than — stimulation from his cock. His prostate would now throb with the same desperate need his dick once held. Getting fucked would feel as essential and satisfying as fucking used to.

The second spell simply turned up the volume on his libido. His horniness would now burn hotter, more frequently, and more insistently. He would need release multiple times a day, and the cravings would be harder to ignore.

Lila kissed Jade’s neck as she felt the magic settle into place. “He’s going to start cracking wider open now.”



Ethan woke up the next morning already hard and aching.

His cock was throbbing. His hole felt empty and slick, pulsing with a deep, needy emptiness he had never experienced before. He rolled onto his stomach and instinctively ground his hips against the mattress, gasping as the pressure on his prostate sent sparks through his entire body.

“Fuck…” he groaned, voice shaky.

He came quickly just from rubbing against the sheets — but the orgasm only took the edge off. Within an hour he was hard again, hole twitching, mind foggy with lust.

He tried to ignore it. Failed.

At work, the new heightened horniness made concentration almost impossible. His puffy A-cup breasts (still hidden under his shirt and a compression vest) felt tender and sensitive. The black lace panties he’d chosen that morning kept his cock in a constant state of half-hard frustration.

Then came the real complication.

During his lunch break, one of the younger women from accounting — Kayla, petite, confident, with a mischievous smile — cornered him near the coffee station.

“I saw the videos,” she said quietly, eyes sparkling. “From the club last weekend. You looked… really hot, actually. Especially in that sheer dress.”

Ethan froze, face burning crimson.

Kayla leaned in closer. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to tell anyone here. But I have one little request.” She smiled sweetly. “Every day, I want a private fashion show. Just you and me in the supply room or somewhere quiet. I want to see what sexy lingerie you’re wearing under your clothes that day.”

She reached out and gently brushed a finger down his chest. “Deal?”

Ethan’s cock throbbed hard in his panties. His hole clenched with sudden, slick need. The new magic made saying no feel almost physically difficult.

He swallowed hard.

“…Okay,” he whispered.

Kayla’s smile widened. “Good boy. Meet me in the east supply closet after the 2pm meeting. I can’t wait to see what you picked for today.”

She walked away, leaving Ethan standing there — newly A-cup breasts heaving under his shirt, hole wet and aching, cock straining, and his mind spiraling deeper into confusion and reluctant surrender.

Chapter 25: Supply Closet and Desperate Release

The 2pm meeting felt endless.

Ethan sat through it with his legs pressed tightly together, trying to ignore the constant, throbbing ache between them. The new magic Lila had cast on him was working relentlessly. His hole felt slick and empty, pulsing with a deep, needy hunger that made his cock leak steadily into the black lace panties he wore under his slacks. His puffy A-cup nipples rubbed against the compression vest with every breath.

As soon as the meeting ended, he slipped away to the east supply closet.

Kayla was already waiting inside.

The moment the door clicked shut behind him, she pushed him gently against the shelves and dropped to her knees with a hungry smile.

“Let’s see what pretty panties you chose today,” she whispered, tugging his slacks and underwear down in one smooth motion.

The black lace panties came into view — sheer, delicate, and already visibly wet at the front from his leaking cock. Kayla’s eyes lit up.

“Oh my god… you’re actually wearing them,” she breathed, clearly delighted. “So fucking hot.”

She didn’t waste time. She pulled the lace to the side, freeing his hard cock, and took him into her mouth in one wet, eager glide.

Ethan’s head fell back against the shelves with a choked moan. Kayla sucked him with filthy enthusiasm — sloppy, deep, and lustful. Her tongue swirled around the head, then slid down the shaft as she took him to the back of her throat. Wet, obscene sounds filled the small closet as she bobbed her head, moaning around his cock like she’d been craving it all day.

The new magic made every sensation overwhelming. Pleasure shot through him like electricity. His hole clenched and leaked slick fluid down his thighs while she sucked him, the emptiness there becoming almost painful.

“Fuck— Kayla—” he gasped, hips twitching.

She pulled off just long enough to look up at him with glossy lips. “You’re so hard… and you’re dripping from your ass. That’s so fucking slutty.”

Then she dove back down, sucking harder, faster, one hand cupping his balls while the other teased between his cheeks, brushing his slick, needy hole.

Ethan came hard within minutes, biting his lip to stay quiet as thick ropes of cum flooded her mouth. Kayla swallowed every drop, moaning happily.

She stood up, wiped her lips, and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.

“Same time tomorrow,” she whispered. “Don’t be late.”



Ethan barely made it through the rest of the workday.

By the time he left the office, he was desperate. His hole ached with emptiness. His cock was hard again. The new magic had turned his body into a live wire of need — he needed to be filled. Needed it like air.

He stopped at a small sex shop on the way home.

The clerk raised an eyebrow when Ethan nervously asked for a dildo, but said nothing. Ethan bought a medium-sized realistic one with a strong suction base, blushing furiously the entire time.

He barely made it inside his apartment.

The second the door locked, he stripped down to just the black lace panties and rushed to his bedroom. He stuck the suction-cup dildo to the full-length mirror, lubed it hastily, and backed onto it on all fours.

The moment the thick head pushed past his slick entrance, Ethan moaned loudly — a broken, needy sound. The magic made the stretch feel incredible. He pushed back until the entire toy was buried inside him, then started riding it desperately.

“Oh god— fuck— yes—”

He fucked himself hard, watching in the mirror as the dildo disappeared into his ass again and again. His A-cup breasts swayed beneath him. His cock leaked freely into the lace panties without being touched.

The first orgasm hit him fast — hands-free, powerful, making his hole clench violently around the toy as cum soaked the front of the panties. He didn’t stop. He kept riding, chasing the next one.

The second orgasm came even harder, his prostate throbbing with intense pleasure. The third left him shaking, tears of overwhelmed ecstasy running down his face.

By the time he finally collapsed, he had come four times — all hands-free, all from riding the dildo like a desperate slut.

He lay on the floor in a puddle of his own cum, the black lace panties ruined, his slick hole still twitching around the toy.

He didn’t understand why he needed this so badly now.

But he already knew he would do it again tomorrow.

Chapter 26: Girls’ Day

Lila had been curious about the college girls for a while.

She had felt their influence on Ethan through the surges of magic — the playful humiliation, the constant teasing, the way they kept pushing him deeper without even realizing they were helping her. So she decided it was time to meet them.

She arranged it casually through Sarah’s number (which she had acquired from Ethan’s phone one night). A Saturday spa day. “Girls only,” Lila had written. “I want to meet the ones who’ve been taking such good care of my boy.”

The college girls were thrilled.



Ethan’s stomach was in knots when he arrived at the upscale spa with Lila.

The girls had insisted he wear something “cute but not too slutty” for the day. They had picked out his outfit: a soft pastel-pink sundress that hugged his A-cup breasts and flared over his wide hips and plump ass, paired with white thigh-high stockings and delicate flats. Light makeup, glossy pink lips, and his platinum blonde hair styled in loose waves completed the look.

He looked undeniably adorable. And he hated how much he secretly liked it.

When they walked into the private spa suite, Sarah, Mia, and Taylor were already there in robes, faces lighting up.

“Oh my god, look at her!” Sarah squealed, rushing over to hug Ethan. “You look so fucking cute, Emerald!”

Mia and Taylor joined in, cooing over his dress, his hair, and how nicely his A-cups filled out the soft fabric. Ethan’s face burned bright red as they fussed over him in front of Lila.

Lila watched with a pleased, predatory smile.

She liked them immediately.

These girls were perfect — playful, shameless, and naturally dominant in the way they treated Ethan. They had no idea about the magic, but they were doing excellent work accelerating his feminization through pure, enthusiastic bullying.

“You’ve all been so good to him,” Lila said warmly, shaking each of their hands. “I can’t thank you enough. He needs friends like you to help him embrace this side of himself.”

The girls beamed, clearly proud.

Ethan wanted the floor to swallow him. Standing there in a pink sundress while four women discussed him like a doll made his cheeks burn and his hole twitch with slick, needy heat.



The spa day was pure feminine indulgence.

They started with full-body massages, then moved on to facials, sugar scrubs, and waxing. Ethan endured it all in mortified silence as the girls chatted happily around him.

By the time they reached the nail station, he was already deep in humiliated arousal. His smooth, hairless body felt hypersensitive. His A-cup breasts ached under the soft robe. His hole kept leaking slick fluid into the lace thong he wore underneath.

The technician smiled at him sweetly. “What color would you like, miss?”

Before Ethan could answer, Sarah piped up. “Cherry red, please. Something cute and slutty.”

Ethan sat there blushing furiously as his nails were filed, shaped, and painted a glossy, vibrant cherry red. The girls cooed over how pretty his hands looked, how well the color matched his lips, and how much cuter he’d be when they did his toes next.

Lila sat beside him the entire time, one hand resting possessively on his thigh under the robe, feeling every wave of his embarrassed surrender feed her power.

When they finally left the spa that evening, Ethan’s nails were a permanent glossy cherry red — fingers and toes. The girls hugged him tightly and promised more “girls’ days” soon.

As Lila drove them home, she reached over and gently squeezed his thigh.

“You were such a good girl today,” she murmured. “I think the girls are going to be very good for you.”

Ethan stared down at his pretty red nails, throat tight with emotion, cock half-hard and hole slick beneath the sundress.

He didn’t know how to stop any of this anymore.

Chapter 27: Jade’s Night

Ethan was still flushed and emotionally raw when he left the spa with the college girls. His cherry-red nails caught the light with every movement, a constant, glittering reminder of the day. The soft pink sundress swayed around his thickened thighs as he walked to the parking lot.

A sleek black car was waiting.

Jade stepped out of the driver’s side, looking stunning in a elegant silver dress that hugged her C-cup breasts and flared over her hips. Her platinum blonde hair glowed in the evening light. She smiled softly and opened the passenger door for him.

“Come on, sweetheart,” she said in her melodic soprano. “Let me take you out tonight. You deserve it after today.”

Ethan hesitated for only a second before sliding into the car. Something about Jade’s gentle confidence made it impossible to say no.



They went to an upscale Italian restaurant with dim lighting and soft jazz. Jade ordered for both of them — wine, appetizers, and rich pasta dishes. Throughout dinner she was attentive and sweet, holding his hand across the table, complimenting how pretty his red nails looked, how cute the sundress made his figure.

“You’re changing so beautifully,” she murmured at one point, thumb stroking his knuckles. “All these feminine things… they’re not happening to you. They’re what you’ve been craving deep down. You just needed permission to let go.”

Ethan wanted to argue, but the words felt heavy in his throat. The self-lubricating slickness in his ass had started again just from sitting across from her. His puffy A-cups ached against the dress. His cherry-red nails looked so delicate against her hand.

By the time they finished dessert, he was half-hard and quietly desperate.



Jade took him to a luxurious downtown hotel. A suite with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights.

The moment the door closed, Jade’s sweetness turned heated. She pushed Ethan against the wall and kissed him deeply, her hands roaming over his body.

“You’ve been such a good girl today,” she whispered, sliding the sundress straps off his shoulders. “Let me reward you.”

She stripped him slowly, savoring every inch of newly feminized skin. When she reached between his legs, she found him dripping — his hole slick and ready, leaking clear fluid down his thighs.

Jade smiled. “Look how wet you get for me now.”

She guided him to the king-sized bed, laying him on his back with his legs spread. She lubed her cock (though she barely needed to — his body provided more than enough) and pressed inside him in one smooth, deep thrust.

Ethan cried out, back arching.

The pleasure was overwhelming. His self-lubricating ass took her easily, clenching hot and wet around every inch. Jade fucked him with long, powerful strokes, her C-cups bouncing as she drove into him. Every thrust ground against his prostate, sending white-hot bursts of ecstasy through his body.

“You needed this,” Jade panted, leaning down to kiss him. “You’ve always needed it. Deep down, you wanted to be soft… pretty… fucked like a girl.”

Ethan moaned helplessly, legs wrapping around her waist. His A-cup breasts jiggled with every thrust. His cherry-red nails dug into her back. He came the first time hands-free, cock spurting across his own stomach while Jade kept pounding him.

She didn’t stop.

She fucked him through a second orgasm. Then a third. Each one harder than the last, his slick hole fluttering and clenching around her cock, his body shaking with overwhelming pleasure.

When Jade finally came deep inside him, Ethan was a trembling, tear-streaked mess — thoroughly fucked out and glowing.

Jade kissed him tenderly afterward, cleaning him gently with a warm cloth. Before she left, she placed a small, elegant note on the nightstand:

Tuesday, 3pm

Ink & Lace Tattoo Parlor

Your appointment is set. Can’t wait to see what you choose.

— Jade

She kissed his forehead one last time.

“Sleep well, pretty girl. You’re doing so well.”

Chapter 28: Ink and Surrender

The college girls found out about the tattoo appointment less than an hour after Jade left Ethan at the hotel.

Sarah’s group chat lit up like fireworks.

Sarah: WAIT. Jade just told us you have a tattoo appointment on Tuesday?!?!

Mia: You’re getting inked?! What are we doing?!

Taylor: We need to come with you. This is too important to leave to chance 😈

Ethan tried to protest in the chat, but it was useless. By Monday night the girls had already “volunteered” to accompany him. They spent the entire evening sending him suggestions, flooding his phone with pictures.

Sarah wanted something delicate on his lower back — a pretty tramp stamp.

Mia pushed for a small heart with “Sissy” written in elegant script right above his cock.

Taylor suggested a garter-style tattoo around one thigh that said “For Use” in hidden lettering.

They argued, giggled, and sent him dozens of reference images until Ethan’s head was spinning.



Tuesday afternoon arrived far too quickly.

Ethan showed up at Ink & Lace Tattoo Parlor with all three college girls in tow. They were buzzing with excitement, treating the outing like a field trip. The shop was clean, artistic, and clearly catered to feminine and alternative designs.

Lila and Jade were already waiting inside.

Jade smiled softly when she saw him, while Lila’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

The artist — a talented woman named Raven — listened carefully as they explained what they wanted.

First came the matching tattoos.

Ethan sat nervously as Raven worked. She placed a small, elegant cherry blossom with a delicate trailing ribbon just above his pubic mound — exactly like the ones Jade and Lila had. The ink settled beautifully on his smooth skin, the little flower and ribbon acting like a subtle arrow pointing downward.

The girls cooed and took photos the entire time.

Then came the additional feminine tattoo.

After much excited debate (with the college girls heavily influencing), Ethan ended up with a second piece: a delicate, feminine script across his lower back, just above the swell of his plump ass. It read “Good Girl” in beautiful, flowing cursive with tiny cherry blossom accents woven into the letters.

When Raven finished, she held up a mirror so he could see.

Ethan stared at his reflection — the fresh cherry blossom above his cock, the elegant “Good Girl” tramp stamp on his lower back, his A-cup breasts, narrow waist, and round ass. The college girls clapped and squealed with delight.

“You look so perfect,” Sarah whispered, squeezing his arm. “Such a pretty marked sissy now.”

Lila stepped forward and kissed him deeply, her hand possessively cupping one of his breasts.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” she murmured against his lips. “My marked, pretty boy.”

Ethan’s face burned with humiliation, but his cock was rock-hard and leaking in the lace panties the girls had chosen for him that morning. His hole was slick and twitching with need.

He didn’t know how to stop any of this.

He wasn’t even sure he wanted to anymore.

Chapter 29: Good Girl on Display

The girls couldn’t stop obsessing over Ethan’s new tattoos.

Especially the elegant “Good Girl” tramp stamp across his lower back.

They made him bend over in the middle of his living room that same evening, still wearing nothing but the sheer black crotchless panties from the shopping trip. The fresh ink was slightly raised and glossy under the light, perfectly positioned so that when he arched his back, the words were clear and unmistakable.

Sarah ran her fingers over the lettering with a delighted shiver. “Oh my god… this is going to look so fucking hot when you’re getting fucked from behind.”

Mia and Taylor agreed immediately, eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Doggy style,” Taylor said firmly. “We need to see it in action.”

Ethan’s face burned crimson, but the new magic made resistance feel almost impossible. His hole was already slick and twitching with need. His A-cup breasts hung heavily beneath him as he stayed bent over the couch, ass presented.

The girls didn’t waste time.

Sarah went first.

She strapped on a sleek, realistic dildo, lubed it generously, and pressed into him from behind in one smooth thrust. Ethan moaned loudly as she bottomed out, the “Good Girl” tattoo clearly visible above his plump ass with every thrust.

“Fuck yes,” Sarah groaned, gripping his wide hips. “Look at that pretty tattoo while I fuck you. Such a good girl taking my cock.”

She pounded him hard, the slap of her hips against his ass making the fresh ink stand out even more. Ethan’s cock leaked steadily into the crotchless panties, his A-cups swaying beneath him as he was railed.

Mia went next.

She was gentler but deeper, grinding against his prostate with every roll of her hips. “Say it,” she teased, slapping his ass lightly. “Tell us what you are while I fuck you.”

“Good… good girl,” Ethan whimpered, voice cracking in humiliated pleasure. The tattoo seemed to burn on his skin as she took him.

Taylor was last and the most enthusiastic. She fucked him fast and rough, gripping his platinum hair and pulling his head back so his back arched perfectly, making the “Good Girl” stamp even more prominent.

“That’s it, Emerald,” she panted. “Show everyone what a good girl you are.”

Ethan came hard during Taylor’s turn — hands-free, cock spurting into the lace panties while his hole clenched rhythmically around her strap-on. The girls cheered and praised him through it, calling him their perfect slutty doll.

When they finally finished, Ethan was a trembling, cum-stained mess on the couch. His A-cups were flushed, his hole slick and gaping slightly, and the fresh “Good Girl” tattoo glistened under the lights.

Sarah kissed his sweaty forehead tenderly.

“You did so good, baby. We’re so proud of our pretty marked girl.”

Ethan could only whimper softly, lost in a haze of overwhelming pleasure and deepening surrender.

The college girls were quickly becoming a very dangerous influence.

And Lila, sensing every surge of his submission from across town, was loving every second of it.

Chapter 30: Career Advice

Lila invited Ethan over for dinner that evening.

He arrived still wearing the outfit from his workday — slacks and a button-down shirt that were increasingly ill-fitting over his changed body. The compression vest did its best to hide his A-cup breasts, but the soft mounds still created a noticeable swell. His narrow waist made the shirt baggy in the middle while straining across his wider hips and plump ass. His cherry-red nails stood out brightly against the dark fabric, and his platinum blonde hair had grown noticeably longer and silkier since the last time she’d seen him.

Lila greeted him at the door with a warm kiss, her hand immediately sliding down to squeeze his round ass possessively.

“You’re looking so soft lately,” she murmured against his lips. “Come sit. We need to talk about your future.”

They ate a quiet dinner together — Jade was out with the drag girls for the night, giving them privacy. Lila waited until Ethan had finished most of his plate before she brought it up.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said casually, sipping her wine. “With how much you’ve changed… how feminine your body has become… it might be time to start looking for work that actually fits who you are now.”

Ethan froze, fork halfway to his mouth.

Lila continued gently, “You’re not exactly blending in at your current job anymore, are you? The way you walk, your voice, those pretty red nails, the way your chest and ass fill out your clothes… People are noticing. I wouldn’t be surprised if they let you go soon. Corporate environments aren’t very forgiving of pretty sissies.”

Ethan’s face paled. His A-cup breasts rose and fell rapidly under his shirt. “I… I can’t lose my job. I’ve worked there for years.”

“I know, baby,” Lila said sympathetically, reaching across the table to take his hand. “That’s why I think you should start looking for something better suited to you. Maybe retail? A cute little boutique. Or waitressing at a nice café. Something where you can wear skirts and dresses every day. Something that celebrates how pretty you’ve become instead of trying to hide it.”

She let her magic flow subtly as she spoke — a gentle push of suggestion mixed with a new thread of power directed at his scalp.

Ethan felt a warm tingling across his head. His platinum blonde hair began to grow faster, visibly lengthening by an inch or two during their conversation, becoming thicker and silkier as it brushed past his shoulders.

Lila smiled, reaching out to run her fingers through the growing strands.

“Look at that… your hair is getting so long and beautiful. It’s going to look stunning once it’s past your shoulders. Perfect for a sissy who works in a more feminine environment.”

Ethan touched his hair with trembling cherry-red nails, eyes wide with panic and unwanted arousal. The new magic made his hole slick again, a deep needy ache forming as Lila kept stroking his lengthening platinum locks.

“I don’t… I don’t know if I can do that,” he whispered, voice cracking with emotion.

Lila leaned in and kissed him softly. “You don’t have to decide tonight. But you should start looking. Update your resume. Think about what kind of pretty girl you want to be during the day.” She squeezed his hand. “And if they do fire you… we’ll take care of you. Jade and I both. You’ll never have to worry about money. You’ll just have to worry about being the best sissy you can be.”

Ethan sat there quietly, hair visibly longer than when he’d arrived, cherry-red nails gleaming, body soft and curvy under his ill-fitting clothes.

The suggestion had been planted.

And the magic was already helping it take root.

Chapter 31: Sissy Career Paths

Ethan couldn’t stop thinking about what Lila had said.

All weekend, the idea of looking for a “sissy-appropriate” job haunted him. He sat at his kitchen table late Sunday night, laptop open, scrolling through job listings while wearing nothing but a sheer pink babydoll and matching thong from his growing collection. His A-cup breasts pressed softly against the delicate fabric, puffy nipples stiff and sensitive. His platinum blonde hair had grown even longer, now brushing the tops of his shoulders in silky waves.

Every time he tried to search for normal office jobs, his mind wandered.

What kind of job could someone like me even do now?

He imagined himself behind a receptionist desk in a short skirt, crossing his smooth legs, cherry-red nails clicking on a keyboard. He imagined working at a cute café, wearing a frilly apron, bending over to serve customers while his plump ass peeked out. He imagined…

His hole clenched, leaking slick fluid into the thong.

“Fuck,” he whispered, cheeks burning.

Desperate for advice — or maybe just desperate to share the humiliating fantasy — he opened the group chat with Sarah, Mia, and Taylor.

Ethan: Hey… Lila suggested I start looking for a different job. Something that fits how I look now. What do you guys think I should do?

The responses came fast and enthusiastic.

Sarah: OMG finally!! You’d be such a cute little office sissy! Short skirts, heels, sitting at a desk with your legs crossed. Bet you’d get lots of attention 😉

Mia: Or retail!! Working at a lingerie store would be PERFECT. You could try on everything and model for customers 😈

Taylor: Those are cute but basic. You should go full slut mode. Cam girl. OnlyFans. You already take such good pictures. Imagine getting paid to dress up and play with yourself on camera. Or an escort. High-end sissy escort. Guys would PAY to fuck a pretty thing like you.

Sarah: Or stripper!! You already danced on a table once. Think how much money you’d make shaking that ass on stage every night.

Ethan’s breath hitched. His cock hardened instantly inside the pink thong. His hole pulsed, leaking more slick down his thighs. The images flooded his mind — him in tiny outfits, dancing, getting fucked for money, being ogled and used.

He didn’t even touch himself.

The orgasm hit him suddenly.

A powerful, hands-free wave crashed through his body. His A-cups heaved as he came hard, thick ropes of cum soaking the front of the thong while his ass clenched rhythmically around nothing. He moaned loudly, gripping the table, tears of shame and pleasure pricking his eyes as the fantasy of being a paid sissy whore pushed him over the edge.

When it finally passed, he sat there panting, cum dripping down his smooth thighs, staring at the chat messages.

Mia: Hello?? You still there Emerald? 😂

Taylor: Bet he’s touching himself right now thinking about it

Ethan’s hands trembled as he typed back a weak reply.

Ethan: Yeah… I’m here. Just thinking.

He didn’t tell them he had just cum hands-free just from reading their suggestions.

But the college girls already knew.

And they couldn’t wait to push him even further.

Chapter 32: Overflow

That night, Ethan couldn’t fight it anymore.

After another day of fighting constant arousal at work, he locked his apartment door, stripped down to just a pair of sheer pink crotchless panties, and set up the suction-cup dildo on the full-length mirror in his bedroom.

He lubed it generously, even though his hole was already slick and leaking from the new magic. Then he backed onto it slowly, gasping as the thick head stretched him open. The self-lubricating wetness made it slide in easily, filling him completely.

“Oh fuck…” he moaned, voice breathy and high.

He started riding it. Slow at first, then faster, watching himself in the mirror — his A-cup breasts bouncing, platinum hair swaying, cherry-red nails gripping the edge of the bed. The sensation was overwhelming. Every thrust ground perfectly against his prostate, sending deep waves of pleasure through his body.

His hands moved to his chest almost instinctively. He cupped his soft A-cups, squeezing them, pinching his puffy nipples as he rode the dildo harder. The combination was devastating. Playing with his sensitive breasts while getting fucked made the pleasure double.

He came the first time hands-free, moaning loudly as his cock spurted into the pink panties, hole clenching hard around the toy. But he didn’t stop. He kept riding, kneading his breasts, twisting his nipples, chasing the next orgasm like an addict.

The second orgasm was even stronger. The third left him shaking and sobbing with pleasure.

By the time he finally collapsed, exhausted and spent, he had come four times — all from riding the dildo and playing with his growing breasts.



He woke up the next morning to a heavy, unfamiliar weight on his chest.

Ethan sat up slowly… and froze.

His breasts had grown again.

They were now full, round B-cups — soft, perky, and impossible to hide. They sat high on his chest, jiggling with the slightest movement, nipples stiff and prominently puffy. His compression vest from yesterday would never contain them now.

“Fuck… no…” he whispered, cupping them in his cherry-red nailed hands. They were heavy. Sensitive. Undeniably feminine.

He tried on every loose shirt he owned. Nothing worked. They were clearly visible — two soft, bouncing mounds that strained against every fabric. His narrowed waist and plump ass only made the hourglass figure more obvious.

He had no choice but to go to work like this.



The reactions at the office were immediate and overwhelming.

Whispers followed him everywhere. Coworkers stared openly at his chest. One woman actually gasped when he walked past her desk. His boss did a double-take during the morning stand-up, eyes flicking repeatedly to Ethan’s prominent B-cups before looking away awkwardly.

By lunch, the rumors were flying. Someone had already connected the dots with the club videos.

Kayla found him in the supply closet during their usual “fashion show” time. Her eyes widened with delight when she saw the new size.

“Oh my god, Emerald… your tits got bigger!” She reached out and cupped one gently through his shirt, squeezing. “They’re so soft and pretty now. You’re really turning into such a girl.”

Ethan’s face burned with shame, but his cock throbbed and his hole leaked slick into his panties.



That afternoon, the college girls ambushed him right after work.

Sarah, Mia, and Taylor were waiting in the parking lot, grinning like predators when they saw his chest.

“Holy shit!” Mia squealed, grabbing his arm. “Your boobs grew again! You’re a full B-cup now!”

Taylor bounced excitedly. “We’re taking you bra shopping. Right now. You can’t keep squeezing those poor things into that awful vest.”

Ethan tried to protest, but the girls were relentless. They dragged him to the nearest mall and straight into a high-end lingerie boutique.

The sales associate’s eyes widened when she saw him, but the girls took over immediately.

“ He needs proper support,” Sarah announced. “B-cup, very soft and sensitive. Show us everything cute.”

They made him try on dozens of bras — lacy, padded, push-up, shelf, cupless. Each one made his new B-cups look bigger, rounder, and more obscene. The girls cooed and took photos, forcing him to pose in the fitting room mirror.

By the time they left, Ethan had a new collection of bras — most of them frilly, feminine, and impossible to hide under his shirts.

The girls hugged him tightly in the parking lot.

“Our pretty girl is growing up so fast,” Sarah teased, squeezing one of his breasts. “We can’t wait to see what you look like next week.”

Ethan drove home in a daze, new bras in the passenger seat, B-cups bouncing softly with every turn, mind spiraling deeper into surrender.

Chapter 33: Fitting Room Humiliation

The lingerie boutique was upscale, brightly lit, and mercifully quiet on a weekday afternoon. Soft classical music played overhead while rows of delicate bras, panties, and nighties lined the walls in pastel and jewel tones. The college girls had marched Ethan straight to the bra section the moment they arrived, surrounding him like excited handlers.

Sarah immediately grabbed a sales associate — a stylish woman in her thirties named Claire — and announced, “Our friend here just went up to a full B-cup and needs proper support. We want to see everything cute, lacy, and slutty that you have in his size.”

Claire’s eyes flicked to Ethan’s chest, taking in the obvious swell beneath his shirt. She didn’t bat an eye. “Of course. Let’s get you measured properly, honey.”

Ethan’s face burned as Claire led him to the fitting rooms. The girls insisted on coming inside the large private room with him, crowding the space with their energy and shopping bags.

“Strip,” Mia ordered cheerfully, already sorting through the bras Claire had brought in.

Ethan hesitated, but the girls were relentless. With shaking hands, he unbuttoned his shirt and removed the compression vest. His new B-cup breasts spilled free — soft, round, perky, and undeniably feminine. The puffy nipples were stiff and sensitive in the cool air of the fitting room.

The girls gasped in delight.

“Oh my god, they’re perfect!” Taylor squealed, reaching out to cup one gently. “So soft and bouncy. Look how they sit so high!”

Sarah nodded, eyes wide. “They look even better in person. You’re actually growing real tits now, Emerald.”

Claire measured him professionally, but even she couldn’t hide a small smile at the sight of a muscular man with a full B-cup rack. “34B,” she confirmed. “You’ll fill out most of our styles beautifully.”

The trying-on began in earnest.

The girls made him model every single bra they selected. First came a lacy white push-up that created deep, inviting cleavage. Ethan stood there mortified as the girls adjusted the straps, squeezed his breasts together, and took photos from every angle.

“Next!” Mia said, handing him a sheer black shelf bra that left his nipples completely exposed. The girls cooed and pinched his puffy nipples until they were even harder.

Then a delicate pink babydoll-style bra with little bows. A cupless red lace number that made his breasts look obscene. A padded nude bra that gave him a subtle but noticeable shape under clothes. A strappy harness-style bra that framed his chest like gift wrapping.

Each time he put one on, the girls made him pose — hands on hips, turning slowly, bending forward so his breasts hung heavily, arching his back to emphasize the new curves.

“You’re such a good little dress-up doll,” Sarah praised, snapping another photo. “These are going to look so cute under your work shirts… or without them.”

By the end of the session, Ethan had a new wardrobe of bras — over a dozen, most of them frilly, revealing, and impossible to hide. The total bill was staggering, but the girls happily split it between them, calling it “an investment in our favorite sissy.”

As they left the store, bags in hand, Ethan’s phone rang.

It was his boss.

The conversation was short and brutal. HR had seen the club videos. Multiple complaints had come in. The company could no longer overlook “the distraction” his appearance was causing. He was being let go effective immediately.

Ethan stood in the mall parking lot, phone still in his hand, cherry-red nails bright against the screen, new B-cup breasts heaving under his shirt.

The college girls surrounded him instantly, hugging him tightly.

“Don’t worry, Emerald,” Mia said, rubbing his back. “We’ll take care of you. You don’t need that boring job anymore.”

Sarah grinned. “Now you can focus on being pretty full-time.”

Ethan felt tears prick his eyes again, but his cock was hard and his hole was slick with need.

The changes were accelerating.

And there was no going back.

Chapter 34: No More Pretending

Four months passed in a blur of rejection and quiet humiliation.

Ethan applied to every suitable job he could find in his field — commercial real estate, sales, project management. He tailored his resume, practiced interviews, and showed up in the most masculine outfits he still owned (button-downs that now strained across his B-cup breasts, slacks that barely fit over his wide hips and plump ass).

It never worked.

Interviewers stared openly at his chest. His softened face and platinum blonde hair drew awkward questions. His gentle soprano voice made them do double-takes. More than one hiring manager ended the interview early with a polite but firm “We’ll be in touch,” followed by radio silence.

His savings dwindled. Then ran dry.

The eviction notice came on a rainy Thursday afternoon. 30 days to vacate. Ethan sat on the floor of his half-empty apartment, surrounded by boxes and piles of lingerie, staring at the paper in his cherry-red nailed hands as tears rolled silently down his cheeks.

He had nothing left.



Lila answered the door when he showed up on her doorstep that evening with two suitcases and a duffel bag full of his remaining feminine clothes.

She took one look at his broken expression and pulled him into her arms without a word. Jade appeared behind her, platinum hair glowing, and helped carry his things inside.

That night, after a quiet dinner, Lila sat Ethan (now almost always called Emerald by everyone but himself) down on the couch between her and Jade.

“You’re moving in with us,” Lila said firmly, stroking his longer platinum hair. “Permanently. You don’t have to worry about jobs or money anymore. I’ll take care of everything.”

Ethan’s shoulders shook. Fresh tears spilled down his face.

“I… I can’t do this,” he whispered, voice cracking in his soft soprano. “I used to be somebody. I had a career. I supported myself. Now I’m just… this.” He gestured helplessly at his body — B-cup breasts straining against the soft sweater he wore, wide hips and thick thighs filling out the skirt, smooth legs, delicate hands with painted nails. “I can’t even get a fucking interview. I’m useless. I’m pathetic.”

Jade wrapped her arms around him from the side, pressing her own C-cups against his arm. “You’re not useless,” she said gently. “You’re beautiful. And you’re ours.”

Lila cupped his tear-streaked face, thumbs brushing the wetness away. “This is what you were always meant to be, baby. You fought it for so long, but look how perfect you are now. Soft. Pretty. Feminine. You don’t need to support yourself anymore. You just need to let go and let us take care of you.”

Ethan sobbed quietly between them, overwhelmed by shame, relief, and the deep, aching need the magic had planted in him.

He didn’t argue.

He simply nodded, defeated and exhausted.

Lila kissed his forehead tenderly.

“Welcome home, Emerald. This is where you belong now.”

Chapter 35: Trying On Roles

Ethan woke up the morning after moving in with a fire in his chest.

He refused to be completely dependent on Lila.

No matter how kind she was, no matter how good it felt when she took care of him, the idea of being fully kept — a pretty house sissy with no purpose — made something deep inside him rebel. He still had pride. Fragments of it, at least.

“I’m going to find a job,” he told Lila over breakfast, voice soft but determined. “Something I can actually do like this.” He gestured at his body — B-cup breasts pressing against a soft cream sweater, wide hips filling out a pleated skirt, smooth legs ending in delicate flats. “There have to be jobs for… people like me.”

Lila studied him with a gentle, knowing smile. “If that’s what you need to try, then go ahead, baby. But I’m here if it gets too hard.”

The college girls were more than happy to help.

Sarah, Mia, and Taylor turned the search into their new project. Over the next two weeks, they dragged Ethan to auditions and trial shifts, treating it like a fun game of dress-up with real-world stakes.



First: Stripping

The girls took him to a high-end gentlemen’s club on a slow Tuesday afternoon for an amateur audition.

They dressed him in a tiny silver sequined micro-dress that barely covered his ass, with a matching thong underneath and clear platform heels. His B-cups were pushed up and on full display.

On stage, under the flashing lights, Ethan tried. He swayed awkwardly, attempting to twerk and grind like he’d seen the girls do. The small crowd cheered, but he felt ridiculous — too tall, too broad, too obviously male underneath the glitter. When a customer tucked a twenty into his thong and groped his ass, Ethan nearly bolted off stage.

The manager was polite but honest: “You’ve got a pretty face and nice tits, but you don’t have the moves yet. Come back when you’ve practiced more.”

Ethan left humiliated, cheeks burning as the girls giggled and told him he still looked hot.



Second: Hooters-style Waitress

Mia got him a trial shift at a sports bar with a skimpy uniform policy.

They put him in the tight orange shorts that rode high on his plump ass and a cropped white tank top that barely contained his B-cups. The “Hooters” logo stretched across his chest.

During the shift, Ethan struggled. He kept dropping trays because his longer platinum hair kept falling in his face. Customers openly stared at his breasts and ass, making crude comments. One table of guys kept calling him “sweetheart” and asking for pictures. By the end of the night, his feet ached in the required heels, and his pride was in tatters.

The manager pulled him aside: “You’re cute, but we need someone who can handle the attention better. Sorry, kid.”



Third: Maid Service

Sarah thought a cleaning company would be perfect — “You already look like a sexy French maid anyway.”

They dressed him in a real maid uniform for the trial day: a short black dress with white apron, frilly headpiece, thigh-high stockings, and heels. The company sent him to clean a large private home.

Ethan spent four hours dusting, vacuuming, and bending over in the tiny dress. Every time he reached up or bent down, the skirt flipped up, flashing his lace panties. The homeowner — a middle-aged man — watched him the entire time with hungry eyes.

At the end of the shift, the man tipped him generously… and offered a much higher “private rate” if Ethan wanted to come back in the outfit again.

Ethan turned it down, cheeks flaming.



That night, Ethan sat on the couch in one of his new babydolls, exhausted and defeated. The college girls had gone home, leaving him alone with Lila and Jade.

“None of them felt right,” he admitted quietly, voice thick with emotion. “I looked ridiculous trying to strip. I couldn’t handle the way people stared at Hooters. And being a maid just made me feel like… like a joke.”

Lila pulled him into her arms, stroking his long platinum hair.

“It’s okay, baby,” she whispered. “You tried. That’s what matters. But maybe… it’s time to stop fighting what you are.”

Ethan leaned against her, tears slipping down his cheeks again as his B-cup breasts pressed softly against her side.

He was running out of options.

And the pull toward surrender was getting stronger every single day.

Chapter 36: Surrender’s Wages

The weeks after Ethan moved in blurred into a haze of dependency and deepening femininity.

He no longer even tried to look for traditional work. Every morning he woke up in soft lingerie beside Lila (and often Jade), already aching with need. The magic had taken his reliance on them and turned it into fuel. The more he let Lila take care of him — the more he stopped fighting and simply accepted her gifts, her rules, her touch — the faster his body changed.

He grew skinnier overall. His arms and legs lost their once-impressive muscle definition, becoming slender and softly toned. His waist cinched in even further, creating an dramatic, almost cartoonish hourglass that made his already plump ass look obscenely large and juicy by comparison. His hips widened another inch. His face softened more — cheekbones higher, lips permanently plush, eyes larger and more doe-like.

He looked less like a feminized man and more like a genuine, curvy girl with a secret between her legs.

And he was constantly, unbearably horny.

The magic had turned his libido into an all-consuming fire. He woke up leaking and desperate. He masturbated frantically in the shower every morning, riding his favorite dildo while squeezing his soft B-cup breasts. Lila usually joined him for a second round before breakfast — bending him over the kitchen counter and fucking him deep while he moaned like a whore. Jade often took him again in the afternoon, slow and sensual, making him ride her while she played with his sensitive nipples.

By evening he was usually on all fours again, getting pegged by Lila or one of the college girls while they visited. Some days he came six or seven times — most of them hands-free from prostate stimulation alone, his slick hole clenching greedily around whatever was inside him.

He was exhausted.

He was addicted.

One particularly desperate afternoon, after riding a thick dildo to three shattering orgasms while watching himself in the mirror (his bigger, softer ass rippling, his B-cups bouncing, his long platinum hair sticking to his flushed skin), Ethan lay panting on the floor in a puddle of his own cum.

He stared at the ceiling, cock still twitching, hole still hungry.

“If I’m going to spend this much time fucking myself…” he whispered hoarsely, “I might as well get paid for it.”

That night he created the OnlyFans account.

He named it EmeraldSissy and used the best photos the college girls had taken of him — dolled up in lingerie, bent over, riding toys, looking up at the camera with desperate, needy eyes. His description was short and honest:

“Curvy sissy slut learning to embrace who I am. Daily content. Toys, outfits, and real orgasms. Tips appreciated 💕”

He posted his first video that same night — a ten-minute clip of him riding a suction-cup dildo in a sheer pink babydoll, moaning loudly as he came hands-free, his plump ass bouncing and his B-cups jiggling for the camera.

Within hours, the tips started rolling in.

Lila found him the next morning still in the babydoll, refreshing the page with trembling cherry-red nails, a dazed and slightly ashamed look on his face.

She kissed the top of his platinum head and smiled.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Finally accepting what you’re meant for.”

Ethan didn’t reply. He simply leaned into her touch, cock already hardening again inside his soaked panties.

The account was growing faster than he expected.

And so was he.

Chapter 37: Chat Room Cravings

Ethan’s OnlyFans notifications were blowing up.

He sat cross-legged on his bed in a sheer baby-blue babydoll, the hem barely covering his plump ass and leaking cock. His B-cup breasts strained against the delicate fabric, nipples stiff and hypersensitive. His platinum blonde hair fell in soft waves past his shoulders as he scrolled through the endless stream of messages.

Most were predictable. Filthy. Embarrassing.

But every time he replied… something happened.

The magic responded instantly to his engagement.



@ThickRod87: Fuck you’re hot. Those tits are perfect. Bet you sound like such a slut when you moan.

Ethan’s fingers hovered. He knew he shouldn’t reply. But the ache between his legs won.

EmeraldSissy: Thank you daddy ?? They’re really sensitive…

The moment he hit send, warmth bloomed in his chest. His breasts swelled slightly, pushing fuller against the babydoll. They went from soft B-cups to noticeably larger, rounder B-cups, the weight increasing as his nipples grew even more sensitive. He gasped, cupping them instinctively, a soft feminine whimper escaping his lips.



@BossManNY: That ass is made for taking cock. You ever get fucked on camera, princess?

Ethan’s hole clenched and leaked into his panties. His hands trembled as he typed back.

EmeraldSissy: Not yet… but I think about it all the time…

Another surge.

His waist pulled in tighter, becoming even more dramatically cinched. His hips and ass swelled outward, growing rounder and softer, the babydoll riding higher as his thighs thickened into plush, feminine pillows. His voice cracked higher mid-moan as he read the reply.



@DaddyIssues69: God I want to breed that pretty mouth. You swallow?

EmeraldSissy: Yes daddy… I swallow every drop like a good girl 💕

His lips plumped even further, becoming impossibly soft and pouty. His cheekbones lifted subtly. His face looked even more delicate, more doll-like. The changes were small but constant — every reply feeding the magic, pushing him deeper.



He kept going. Couldn’t stop.

Message after message. Reply after reply.

Each one made him softer. Curvier. Hornier.

By the time he finally closed the app hours later, he was a trembling, leaking mess. His breasts had grown to full, heavy C-cups again, straining the babydoll to its limits. His ass was noticeably bigger, rounder, and jigglier. His waist was tiny enough that he could almost wrap his hands around it. His voice had settled into an even breathier, girlier register.

He stared at himself in the mirror, panting, cock throbbing, hole dripping down his thighs.

“I’m turning into such a fucking slut…” he whispered in his soft, feminine voice.

And the worst part?

He was already opening the app again.



Lila felt every single surge from across the apartment, smiling as she sipped her wine.

Her boy was breaking faster than expected.

And she couldn’t be happier.

Chapter 38: Sealing Emerald

Ethan — or what remained of him — had become a vision of soft, helpless femininity.

His body was almost entirely reshaped. Full, heavy C-cup breasts that bounced with every step. An impossibly tiny waist that flared dramatically into wide, child-bearing hips and a thick, heart-shaped ass that jiggled noticeably when he walked. Long, silky platinum blonde hair cascaded down his back. Plump, cock-sucking lips. A soft, feminine face with large, doe-like eyes. His voice had settled into a permanent breathy soprano that made him sound like pure temptation.

He spent most days in lingerie or tiny dresses, leaking and desperate. The OnlyFans account had exploded in popularity. He was masturbating or getting fucked multiple times a day, often while filming for his growing audience. The college girls visited regularly to “play with their doll,” and Lila and Jade used him every night.

He was broken in the most beautiful way.

And Lila knew it was time.



One quiet evening, after Ethan had spent the afternoon riding a thick dildo on camera while moaning for his subscribers, Lila sat him down on the couch between her and Jade.

His makeup was slightly smudged, his cherry-red nails glossy, and his latest babydoll was stained with his own cum. He looked every bit the addicted sissy he had become.

“Baby,” Lila said gently, taking his soft hands, “you’ve come so far. You’re almost finished. It’s time for the final step.”

Ethan blinked slowly, still hazy from his last orgasm. “What… what do you mean?”

Lila explained everything.

She told him about the Voss family magic. How she drew power by gently unraveling men’s masculinity through feminine surrender. How every pair of panties, every orgasm, every humiliating moment had fed her. How she had guided him exactly like she had once guided Jake — now Jade.

Ethan sat there in stunned silence as the truth washed over him. Tears welled in his eyes, but he didn’t pull away. The magic had sunk too deep. He was too far gone to truly resist.

“I… I knew something was wrong,” he whispered. “I just didn’t know it was you.”

Lila cupped his face tenderly. “And now you do. If you want to stop, we can try to slow it down. But I think… you’re ready to be sealed. Just like Jade was.”

Ethan’s plump lower lip trembled. After a long moment, he nodded.

“Okay,” he breathed. “Do it.”



The Voss witches arrived two days later.

Elara, Marguerite, and Isolde greeted Ethan with warm, approving smiles. They complimented his curves, his hair, his soft voice, and how beautifully he had bloomed. They treated him like a treasured new member of the family.

The sealing ritual was held on a quiet Friday night.

The living room was prepared exactly as it had been for Jade — candles, rose petals, silver threads. Ethan wore only a sheer white lace babydoll, his C-cup breasts and plump ass on full display, his long platinum hair flowing down his back.

He stood trembling in the center of the circle as the four Voss women surrounded him.

Lila stepped forward and took his hands.

“Before we begin,” she said softly, “there’s one more thing. To fully seal your new self… we want you to legally change your name. To Emerald. It’s time to let Ethan go.”

Ethan’s eyes filled with tears again. But after a long, shaky breath, he whispered, “Okay… Emerald.”

The ritual began.

Golden threads of light wrapped around his body as the witches chanted. The magic surged, locking every change into permanence — his breasts, his curves, his voice, his hair, his sensitivity, his slick, needy hole, his addiction to feminine pleasure. All of it became fixed. Irreversible without mutual consent.

When the light faded, Emerald stood there glowing, soft, and utterly feminine.

Lila pulled her into a deep kiss.

“Welcome to the family, Emerald Voss,” she whispered proudly.

The witches applauded gently. Jade watched with happy tears in her eyes.

Emerald — once Ethan — leaned into Lila’s embrace, feeling the finality settle into her bones.

She was sealed.

She was home.

And the rest of her life as a pretty, needy, well-kept sissy was only just beginning.
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