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Chapter 1: Jake’s Awakening

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus stood backstage in the dimly lit wings of Alexa’s Glow After Dark, still dressed in their matching sheer pink lingerie. Their bodies were tense, hearts pounding as they watched the stage through a small gap in the curtains.

Jake was in the spotlight.

He had been transformed just hours earlier. The permanent pussy prosthetic was still fresh between his legs — puffy, hypersensitive, and aching. Vivienne had deliberately edged him for over an hour before the procedure, bringing him right to the brink again and again without letting him cum. The denial had left him in a state of pure, desperate need.

Now he stood center stage under bright lights, wearing nothing but a tiny silver micro bikini top that barely covered his new sensitive nipples and a matching crotchless bottom that left his brand-new pussy completely exposed. His legs shook in tall clear heels. His face was flushed with humiliation and overwhelming arousal.

“I… I don’t understand…” Jake stammered into the microphone, voice cracking. “This can’t be real. I had a dick… I was normal… What the fuck did you do to me?!”

He reached down instinctively, fingers brushing his new puffy lips. The moment he touched his swollen clit, his knees buckled. A loud, involuntary moan escaped his lips as a powerful jolt of pleasure shot through him. The audience — a mix of dominant women and curious clients — laughed and cheered.

Jake’s eyes widened in horror as he realized how wet he was. His new pussy was dripping down his thighs, visibly glistening under the stage lights.

“No… no, this isn’t me…” he whimpered, but his fingers kept moving, rubbing his clit in small, desperate circles. He couldn’t stop. The denial from earlier had left him too wound up. His body was betraying him completely.

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus watched from the wings, faces burning with shared shame. They knew exactly what he was feeling — that first terrifying realization that your cock was gone forever, replaced by something so sensitive and needy it controlled you.

Jake came hard on stage.

His legs gave out. He dropped to his knees, hips jerking as his new pussy clenched and squirted visibly onto the stage floor. The orgasm was intense and humiliating, his moans echoing through the club as the audience applauded.

When it finally subsided, Jake looked out into the crowd with tear-filled eyes, hoping desperately that no one from his old life was there to see him like this — on his knees, pussy dripping, dressed like a cheap whore.

But deep down, he already knew the truth.

His old life was over.

Just like theirs.

Chapter 2: Backstage Breakdown

Jake stumbled off the stage on shaky legs, the bright spotlight still burning in his vision. His new pussy was throbbing violently — swollen, dripping, and unbearably sensitive after the intense edging and the public orgasm he’d just had in front of strangers.

He barely made it behind the curtain before his knees buckled.

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus were waiting for him in the dimly lit backstage area. They rushed forward to catch him as he collapsed.

“Hey… hey, breathe,” Tyler said softly, wrapping an arm around Jake’s shoulders. “We know exactly what you’re going through right now. Just breathe.”

Ryan knelt in front of him, gently wiping tears from Jake’s face with his fingers, though it only smeared the heavy makeup further.

“It’s okay, man… I mean, Jake,” Ryan whispered. “The first time on stage is the worst. Your pussy is so sensitive… it just takes over. We’ve all been there.”

Marcus stood awkwardly beside them, still in his own pink lingerie, looking guilty.

“I’m sorry,” Marcus muttered. “If I hadn’t… none of this would’ve happened to you.”

Jake was crying openly now, mascara running down his cheeks in black streaks. His heavy breasts heaved with each sob. Between his legs, his new clit was still swollen and aching, his pussy lips glistening with fresh wetness that refused to stop.

“I had a dick…” Jake whimpered, voice cracking. “I was normal… Now look at me. I just came on stage like a fucking whore in front of everyone. I couldn’t even control it…”

He reached down instinctively, fingers brushing his puffy new pussy. The moment he touched his clit, a sharp moan escaped him. His hips jerked forward involuntarily.

Tyler gently pulled his hand away. “Don’t. You’ll only make it worse. We all know how addictive it gets.”

But Jake was too far gone. The denial from before the surgery, combined with the public humiliation, had left him in a state of pure, desperate need. Fresh tears spilled down his face as he smeared more of his makeup.

Before any of them could say more, the club manager — a sharp-eyed woman named Lena — walked backstage with a clipboard.

“Jake, right?” she said briskly. “Great debut. You’ve got three VIP room reservations starting in fifteen minutes. Private dances and full service. Fix your makeup quickly — clients like their sissies looking pretty, not like they’ve been crying.”

Jake looked up at her in horror, black streaks running down his cheeks, his new pussy still visibly leaking down his thighs.

“I… I can’t…” he whispered.

Lena raised an eyebrow. “You can and you will. Emily’s orders. Now go clean up. You’re on the clock.”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus exchanged helpless glances as Jake slowly stood up, still trembling, and walked toward the dressing room mirror like a man heading to his own execution.

His new life as a sissy had officially begun.

And there was no going back.

Chapter 3: VIP Rooms

Jake stood outside the first VIP room, legs shaking so badly he could barely stay upright in the clear 6-inch heels. His makeup was a mess — black mascara streaks running down his cheeks, glossy pink lipstick slightly smudged. The sheer pink babydoll clung to his new heavy breasts, and the crotchless panties left his fresh, hypersensitive pussy completely exposed and dripping.

The manager gave him a firm push. “Room 1. Full service. Smile and be a good girl.”

Jake took a deep breath and opened the door.



Room 1: The Businessman

A middle-aged man in a expensive suit sat on the leather couch, legs spread. His eyes lit up when he saw Jake.

“Well, aren’t you a pretty little thing,” he said, voice thick with lust. “First time?”

Jake nodded, too ashamed to speak.

The man patted his lap. “Come here.”

Jake straddled him, the short babydoll riding up. The man’s hands immediately grabbed his ass, squeezing hard as he pulled Jake closer. One hand slid between his legs, fingers rubbing his puffy new pussy lips.

“Fuck… it’s so real,” the man groaned. “So wet already.”

He pushed two thick fingers inside Jake without warning. Jake gasped loudly, his new cunt clenching hard around the intrusion. The sensitivity was overwhelming. Every curl of the man’s fingers made his eyes roll back.

The client didn’t waste time. He freed his cock, thick and hard, and pulled Jake down onto it in one smooth motion. Jake cried out as he was filled completely. The stretch was intense, the pleasure immediate and devastating.

The man fucked him hard, bouncing Jake on his cock while gripping his hips. Jake’s heavy breasts bounced in the sheer babydoll, nipples hard and visible. He tried to stay quiet, but pathetic whimpers and moans kept escaping him.

“I’m… I’m gonna cum—” Jake gasped.

He came hard, his new pussy spasming violently around the man’s cock. The orgasm was so strong his vision blurred. The client groaned and filled him with cum shortly after.

Jake was still trembling when the man pushed him off and zipped up.

“Good girl. Tell your boss I’ll be back for you.”



Room 2: The Young Executive

The second client was younger, maybe late twenties, clearly excited to be there.

He made Jake dance for him first — slow and slutty, bending over, spreading his legs, showing off his dripping pussy. Then he had Jake suck him off while fingering himself.

When the client was ready, he bent Jake over the couch and fucked him from behind, hard and fast. Jake came twice during the pounding — once from the deep thrusts hitting his g-spot, and again when the man reached around and rubbed his swollen clit.

By the time the client finished inside him, Jake was a whimpering, cum-leaking mess.



Room 3: The Regular

The third client was an older man who clearly knew what he wanted.

He had Jake ride him reverse cowgirl while facing the mirror, forcing Jake to watch himself get fucked. Jake’s heavy breasts bounced wildly as he rode the man’s cock, his own tiny clit leaking pathetically.

The man made him talk dirty the entire time.

“Tell me what you are now.”

“I’m… I’m a sissy with a pussy…” Jake moaned, tears running down his face even as he kept bouncing.

The humiliation mixed with the overwhelming pleasure pushed Jake over the edge again and again. He came three times during that session — each one more intense and shameful than the last.

When it was finally over, Jake collapsed onto the couch, legs spread, cum leaking from his used pussy, makeup completely destroyed.



Back in the dressing room, Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus helped clean him up.

“You did good,” Tyler whispered, gently wiping the mascara streaks from Jake’s face. “The first night is always the worst.”

Jake just stared at the floor, broken and exhausted, his new pussy still twitching with aftershocks.

He had just been fucked by three strangers… and he had cum harder than he ever had in his life.

His old life was truly gone.

And the worst part was… some dark, new part of him was already wondering when his next shift would be.

Chapter 4: Girlfriend Problems

After the last VIP client left, Jake sat slumped in the dressing room, still in nothing but the ruined pink lingerie and heels. His new pussy was red, swollen, and leaking cum down his thighs. His makeup was a complete disaster — mascara streaks, smudged lipstick, and a dazed, broken expression.

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus were helping clean him up when Jake finally spoke, voice hoarse and cracking.

“What the fuck am I supposed to tell my girlfriend?” he whispered. “She thinks I’m just out with the guys tonight… How do I explain this? How do I explain any of this?”

The three of them went quiet.

Tyler sighed. “We’re still figuring that out ourselves. Some of us just… stopped answering. Others made up excuses about working late or family emergencies.”

Ryan looked down. “It doesn’t last long. Emily always finds a way to push it further.”

Marcus stayed silent, clearly still processing his own situation.

None of them had a good answer.



Unbeknownst to them, Emily had been standing just outside the dressing room door, listening to every word.

A slow, dangerous smile spread across her face.

Girlfriend, she thought. How interesting. Another loose end to tie up nicely.

She stepped into the room, making all four sissies jump.

“Jake,” she said sweetly, “you’ll report here tomorrow evening at 7 PM sharp with Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus. We’re starting pole dancing training. All of you need to learn how to move properly on stage. The club has standards.”

Jake looked up at her with wide, terrified eyes, but didn’t dare argue.

Emily’s smile widened as she turned to leave.

“And don’t worry about your girlfriend,” she added lightly over her shoulder. “I’ll think of something appropriate to tell her.”

The four sissies exchanged fearful glances as the door clicked shut behind her.

Emily was already planning.

A new target.

Another life to ruin.

And she couldn’t wait to get started.

Chapter 5: The Girlfriend

Jake crashed at Marcus’s place that night.

After the exhausting VIP sessions and the emotional breakdown backstage, he couldn’t face going home. He texted his girlfriend, Sarah, a simple lie:

Jake: Hey babe, out with the guys and had way too many drinks. Crashing at Marcus’s tonight. Love you.

Sarah replied quickly:

Sarah: Okay, be safe. Love you too ❤️

Jake stared at the message for a long time, guilt and fear twisting in his gut. He had no idea how he was going to explain any of this to her.



The next afternoon, Emily sent Sarah a polite but mysterious message from an unknown number:

Emily: Hi Sarah, this is Emily — a friend of Jake’s. There’s something important you should see regarding him. Can you meet me at The Veil boutique downtown at 4 PM? It’s private. I promise it’s better if you hear it from me first.

Sarah, confused but concerned, agreed.



At The Veil, Emily greeted her warmly in a private lounge and showed her the videos without preamble.

First, the fashion show footage of Jake on stage — dressed in slutty lingerie, orgasming publicly while moaning like a whore. Then the training videos. Then the one of Jake desperately masturbating his new pussy right after the procedure, crying about losing his dick.

Sarah watched in stunned silence.

When the final video ended, Emily spoke gently but firmly.

“Jake is no longer the man you knew. He has been fully transformed into a sissy with a permanent, highly sensitive pussy. He belongs to me now — along with several of his friends. They are all being trained as obedient little sluts.”

Sarah was quiet for a long moment… then a slow, intrigued smile spread across her face.

“You’re telling me my boyfriend has a pussy now?” she asked, voice dropping. “And he’s been turned into a submissive sissy?”

Emily raised an eyebrow, surprised by the reaction.

Sarah leaned forward, eyes sparkling with excitement.

“I’ve had a female-led relationship fetish for years. I used to fantasize about turning a man into my perfect submissive toy… but I never thought it could actually happen.” She bit her lip. “This is… honestly kind of perfect.”

Emily smiled, clearly pleased.

“Then we understand each other. Jake doesn’t know you’ve seen any of this yet. We’d like to keep him worrying about how you’ll react. The fear will make his training even more effective.”

Sarah nodded eagerly. “I can play along. Let him squirm. Maybe even tease him a little when he finally tells me… or when you decide it’s time.”

Emily extended her hand. “Welcome to the Council’s extended circle, Sarah. I think you and I are going to get along very well.”



Meanwhile, Jake was back at Marcus’s apartment, pacing nervously in his mini skirt and lingerie, stomach in knots.

He had no idea that his girlfriend had just been brought fully into his nightmare — and that she was excited about it.

Chapter 6: Pole Lessons and Hidden Truths

Pole Dancing Lesson

The next evening, Emily brought all four sissies — Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake — to the main stage of Alexa’s Glow After Dark for their first official pole dancing lesson.

Lena, the club’s strict dance instructor, was waiting for them.

“Strip down to your lingerie,” she ordered. “You’ll be training in full slut mode from now on.”

The four of them changed into matching tiny silver micro bikini sets that left almost nothing to the imagination. Their permanent pussies were clearly visible through the crotchless bottoms, and their heavy breasts strained against the thin triangle tops.

Lena started with basics.

“Posture. Arch your back. Push your ass out. Good girls get tips. Bad girls get punished.”

They spent the first hour learning how to walk seductively around the pole, how to grip it properly, and how to do simple spins. Jake struggled the most — still new to the heels and the way his new breasts shifted and bounced with every movement. Every spin made his sensitive pussy lips rub together, keeping him in a constant state of desperate arousal.

Lena corrected them harshly, slapping asses and making them repeat moves until they were perfect.

“Again, Jake. Roll your hips like you want to be fucked. That’s it… good girl.”

By the end of the two-hour session, all four were sweaty, flushed, and dripping. Jake had cum once from the constant friction against the pole — a small, humiliating orgasm that left a visible wet spot on the stage floor. Lena just smirked and made him clean it up with his tongue while the others watched.



That Night – Hiding From Sarah

Jake got home late, heart racing.

Sarah was already in bed, scrolling on her phone. He quickly changed in the bathroom into the baggiest sweatpants and oversized hoodie he owned, hoping the extra layers would hide his new DD breasts and the lingerie underneath.

He crawled into bed beside her, trying to act normal.

“Hey babe,” he said, voice slightly higher than usual. “Missed you.”

Sarah smiled softly, pretending not to notice how he kept his chest carefully angled away from her or how he moved stiffly to avoid rubbing his sensitive pussy.

Jake, desperate to distract her, slid down under the covers and pulled her panties aside. He buried his face between her legs and began eating her out with frantic enthusiasm.

Sarah moaned, spreading her legs wider. She was already wet — secretly thrilled by how hard he was trying to hide his changes. The way he kept his upper body covered, the slight tremble in his movements, the way he was clearly overcompensating with his tongue… it turned her on more than she expected.

Jake licked and sucked desperately, focusing on her clit while sliding two fingers inside her. He made her cum twice — first with his tongue, then again when he curled his fingers just right. Sarah moaned loudly, gripping his hair, pretending she didn’t notice how his heavy breasts pressed against her thighs through the thick hoodie or how his own hips were subtly grinding against the mattress from his own desperate need.

When she finally came a third time, shuddering and soaking his face, Jake crawled back up, breathing hard, hoping he had successfully distracted her.

Sarah pulled him close, kissing him deeply, tasting herself on his lips.

“You’ve been so attentive lately,” she whispered sweetly, playing along perfectly. “I love it.”

Jake relaxed slightly, thinking he had gotten away with it for another night.

But Sarah’s eyes sparkled with dark excitement in the dark.

She was loving every second of his desperate attempts to hide.

And she couldn’t wait to see how long he could keep pretending.

Chapter 7: Hidden in Plain Sight

Jake’s old life as a construction worker was over.

There was no way he could show up to a job site with DD breast implants, permanent arched eyebrows, platinum blonde hair, and a realistic pussy between his legs. Even with the baggiest hoodies and work pants, his new body was impossible to hide. His breasts bounced too much. His hips swayed too femininely. And the constant wetness in his crotchless panties made every movement a reminder of what he had become.

So he had no choice.

He was now fully dependent on the money he made at Alexa’s Glow After Dark — dancing, giving lap dances, and offering private VIP services in the back rooms.

The humiliation burned deep, but the tips were good. Some nights he made more in one shift than he used to make in a week doing construction.



At home, Jake became obsessively attentive to Sarah.

He cooked dinner every night. Gave her long massages. Went down on her for hours, making her cum multiple times before she even thought about reciprocating. He cleaned the apartment, did the laundry, and brought her flowers “just because.”

He hoped that if he was the perfect boyfriend on the surface, she wouldn’t notice the changes underneath.

Sarah noticed everything.

And it turned her on more than she could describe.



One evening, Jake came home from a day shift at the club, exhausted and still leaking from a particularly handsy VIP client. He quickly showered, changed into the baggiest sweatpants and hoodie he owned, and immediately went to Sarah, who was relaxing on the couch.

“Hey babe,” he said, voice slightly higher than it used to be. “You look stressed. Let me take care of you.”

Before she could respond, he dropped to his knees between her legs, pulled her panties aside, and buried his face in her pussy. He ate her out with desperate enthusiasm — long, slow licks followed by focused attention on her clit. He slid two fingers inside her and curled them perfectly while sucking on her swollen nub.

Sarah moaned loudly, spreading her legs wider. She watched him carefully — the way he kept his upper body angled away so she wouldn’t feel his large breasts through the hoodie, the slight tremble in his movements, the way he was clearly overcompensating.

It made her incredibly wet.

She came hard on his tongue, gripping his hair. Jake didn’t stop. He kept licking her through the orgasm, then brought her to a second, even stronger one.

When she finally pushed him away, breathing heavily, Jake looked up at her with nervous hope.

“Better?” he asked.

Sarah smiled down at him, stroking his platinum blonde hair.

“Much better,” she purred. “You’ve been so good to me lately.”

She pulled him up and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips. Her hand slid down his body, stopping just above the waistband of his sweatpants.

Jake tensed, terrified she would feel the lingerie or the outline of his new curves.

But Sarah stopped just short, smiling sweetly as she played along with his desperate act.

“I love how attentive you’ve become,” she whispered. “Keep it up.”

Jake relaxed slightly, thinking he was still safe.

Sarah, meanwhile, was soaking wet again — deeply aroused by how hard he was trying to hide his new sissy body from her.

She couldn’t wait to see how long he could keep up the act… and what would happen when it finally broke.

Chapter 8: The Reveal

For three long weeks, Jake lived in a state of constant terror and exhaustion.

He worked the barbershop during the day in the loosest clothes he could find, then changed into slutty lingerie for his shifts at the strip club at night. Every moment at home was spent trying to hide his new body from Sarah — baggy hoodies, oversized shirts, careful angles, and endless oral attention to keep her distracted.

He thought he was succeeding.

He was wrong.



One Thursday night, Sarah told Jake she had a late work dinner with a client and wouldn’t be home until after midnight.

Jake believed her.

He went to the club for his shift, performing on stage in a tiny black micro bikini, his heavy DD breasts bouncing as he danced for a rowdy group of clients. He was halfway through a particularly dirty pole routine when he glanced toward the VIP section.

His blood ran cold.

Sarah was sitting there with a well-dressed man in a suit — one of her work clients. She was smiling, sipping champagne, and looking directly at him on stage.

She had known.

She had planned this.



After his set, a bouncer pulled Jake aside.

“VIP Room 3. Your girlfriend requested you specifically.”

Jake’s legs felt like lead as he walked to the private room. When he opened the door, Sarah was sitting on the leather couch, legs crossed, looking calm and in control. Her client was gone — she had sent him away after the show.

“Close the door, Jake,” she said softly.

He obeyed, standing there in nothing but the tiny bikini and heels, trembling.

Sarah looked him up and down slowly — taking in the platinum blonde hair, the dramatic arched eyebrows, the massive fake breasts, the smooth body, and the obvious bulge of his permanent pussy in the micro bikini bottom.

“So this is what you’ve been hiding from me,” she said, voice calm but with an unmistakable edge of excitement. “All those baggy clothes. All the extra attention in bed. You’ve been turned into a sissy, haven’t you?”

Jake dropped to his knees, tears already forming.

“Sarah… please. I didn’t want this. They forced me. Emily, Darius, Vivienne… they did this to me. I lost my dick. I have a pussy now. I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you. I was scared—”

Sarah stood up and walked over to him. She cupped his chin gently, tilting his face up.

“Shhh. You’re confused, baby,” she said softly. “I wished you had come to me with your desires. I’ve fantasized about this for years — having a pretty, submissive girl at home to serve me. And now look at you…”

She slid her hand down and cupped his new pussy through the thin bikini bottom. Jake whimpered as her fingers rubbed his swollen clit.

“You’re already so wet,” she whispered. “So perfect.”

Jake tried again, voice breaking. “Sarah, I’m being forced—”

“You’re confused,” she repeated firmly, cutting him off. “But that’s okay. Things are going to change in our house from now on. I expect to wake up tomorrow morning and see you in something sexy. Lingerie. Heels. Makeup. We’re going to go over the new house dynamics.”

She leaned down and kissed him possessively, tasting the glitter from his lips.

“Be a good girl for me, Jake… or should I start calling you something prettier?”

Jake knelt there, trembling, as Sarah smiled down at him with dark excitement in her eyes.

His last hope of hiding was gone.

And Sarah was clearly ready to take full control.

Chapter 9: New House Rules

The next morning, Jake woke up early, still sore and sensitive from the previous night’s events. He was naked except for the tiny pink thong Sarah had made him sleep in. His new DD breasts felt heavy on his chest, and his permanent pussy was already warm and slightly wet from the constant low-level arousal his body now produced.

Sarah was sitting up in bed, sipping coffee, watching him with a calm, authoritative smile.

“Morning, sissy,” she said sweetly. “Come here.”

Jake crawled onto the bed nervously. Sarah pulled him close, running her fingers through his platinum blonde hair.

“I’ve been thinking about our new dynamic,” she said. “And I’ve decided on some house rules. From now on, you will handle all the household chores. Cooking, cleaning, laundry, everything. And you will do them wearing either lingerie or a proper maid costume. I want to see you looking pretty while you work.”

Jake’s face burned with shame. “Sarah… please, I—”

She placed a finger on his lips. “Shh. This is non-negotiable. You’ve been hiding this side of yourself from me. Now I get to enjoy it.”

She continued, her voice firm but excited.

“Second: You will sexually please me multiple times a day. Whenever I want. However I want. Your mouth, your fingers, your new pussy — they all belong to me now. I expect at least three orgasms from you every day, starting this morning.”

Jake whimpered softly, his tiny clit twitching in the thong.

“And finally,” Sarah said, reaching into the nightstand and pulling out a thick, realistic dildo with a suction cup base, “every morning and every night, you will bounce on this dildo while reciting sissy mantras. I want to hear you accept what you are.”

She stuck the dildo to the floor at the foot of the bed.

“Start now.”



Jake straddled the thick toy, lowering himself onto it with a broken moan as it stretched his sensitive new pussy. Sarah sat on the edge of the bed, watching intently.

“Begin,” she ordered.

Jake started riding slowly, hips rolling as the dildo filled him.

“I… I am a sissy…” he whispered, voice trembling.

“Louder,” Sarah said.

“I am a sissy with a permanent pussy,” Jake moaned, bouncing harder. “I used to be a man… but now I’m just a horny slut for my girlfriend…”

Sarah smiled, slowly touching herself as she watched him.

“Good girl. Keep going.”

Jake’s heavy breasts bounced with every movement. His long pink nails dug into his thighs as he rode the dildo faster, reciting the humiliating mantras between gasps and moans:

“I exist to please my girlfriend…”

“My tiny clit is useless…”

“I am a kept sissy housewife…”

“I love being used and humiliated…”

He came hard halfway through — his pussy clenching around the thick toy as he cried out, juices dripping down the shaft. Sarah didn’t let him stop. She made him keep riding through the orgasm, forcing him to continue the mantras while overstimulated and whimpering.

When she finally allowed him to stop, Jake collapsed against her legs, breathing hard, tears of shame and pleasure on his face.

Sarah stroked his platinum hair gently.

“Good girl. Now go make me breakfast. In the maid outfit. I expect it on the table in twenty minutes.”

Jake nodded weakly and crawled off the dildo, legs shaking as he went to put on the frilly black-and-white maid costume Sarah had ordered for him.

His new life under Sarah’s control had officially begun.

And she was only getting started.

Chapter 10: Expanding the Circle

Emily watched the latest video from Sarah with clear satisfaction.

It showed Jake on his knees in a frilly maid outfit, bouncing on a thick dildo while reciting sissy mantras, his heavy breasts jiggling as he desperately tried to please his girlfriend. Sarah’s voice could be heard off-camera, praising him and occasionally shocking his clit when he slowed down.

Emily smiled, leaning back in her chair.

“Sarah has taken to this beautifully,” she murmured. “Jake is already so much more obedient. The fear of being exposed to someone he loves… it’s doing wonders.”

She turned to Vivienne, who was reviewing footage from the club.

“I’ve decided we’re going to expand this approach,” Emily said. “Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus each have partners too. Girlfriends. We should bring them into the fold. Help them become proper owners of their sissies. It will make training far more effective.”

Vivienne’s cool gray eyes sparkled with interest. “An excellent idea. Nothing breaks a sissy faster than knowing their loved one is not only aware… but actively participating in their humiliation.”



Over the next few days, Emily reached out discreetly.

Tyler’s girlfriend, Lauren — a confident marketing executive — was shocked at first, but after Emily showed her selected videos and explained the situation, Lauren’s surprise turned into dark fascination. She admitted she had always wanted more control in the relationship.

Ryan’s girlfriend, Chloe — a fitness instructor — was initially furious… until she saw how desperately Ryan begged and came when being dominated. She quickly became eager to “retrain” her boyfriend into a proper sissy.

Marcus’s girlfriend, Natalie — a quiet but dominant librarian — barely needed convincing. She had suspected something was wrong for weeks and was thrilled to finally take full ownership.

Emily arranged a private meeting with all three women at The Veil. They watched videos of their boyfriends performing, crying, and cumming like pathetic sissies. By the end of the meeting, all three were fully on board.

“I want to see Tyler in lingerie every day,” Lauren said with a wicked smile.

“Ryan’s going to learn how to serve me properly,” Chloe added.

Natalie simply smiled. “Marcus has always been too loud. I think silence and obedience will suit him better.”

Emily raised her glass.

“To better sissies… and the women who will shape them.”



Back at the club, Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus were performing on stage together when Emily stepped out to announce the new development.

“Your girlfriends have been informed,” she said loudly enough for the audience to hear. “They’ve agreed to help train you. From now on, you will answer to them as well as to me.”

The three sissies froze mid-dance, faces pale with fresh humiliation.

Their last private refuge — the illusion that they could hide this from their partners — was gone.

Emily smiled warmly at the crowd as the music resumed.

“Keep dancing, girls. Your owners will be coming to collect you soon.”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus continued their routine with trembling legs, knowing their descent had just reached a much deeper level.

Chapter 11: The Coming Out Party

Emily spared no expense for the event she called “The Unveiling.”

It was held in a luxurious private ballroom at The Veil — an exclusive gathering for members of the Council’s inner circle, wealthy clients, and a few carefully selected dominant women. The room was elegantly decorated in black, pink, and gold, with a raised central stage and multiple large screens.

Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake were the main entertainment.

Each sissy was dressed in an identical, extremely revealing outfit: sheer white lace babydolls with “Former Man” embroidered across the chest in pink, crotchless panties, garter belts, thigh-high stockings, and tall clear platform heels. Their makeup was flawless but slutty — glossy lips, heavy lashes, and dramatic blush.

Most importantly, each was fitted with a pink leather collar and leash.

Their girlfriends held the other ends.

Lauren led Tyler.

Chloe led Ryan.

Natalie led Marcus.

Sarah led Jake.

The four women looked proud and excited as they walked their sissies into the ballroom on leashes, parading them slowly through the crowd so everyone could see.



Emily took the stage with a microphone, beaming with delight.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Unveiling! Tonight we celebrate four former arrogant straight men who have finally accepted their true place as obedient sissies.”

The lights dimmed, and the large screens lit up with before-and-after photos.

Tyler — before: shirtless at the gym, cocky grin.

After: on his knees, legs spread, showing off his permanent pussy while moaning.

Ryan — before: drinking with the boys at a party.

After: getting double-penetrated during his breaking-in session.

Marcus — before: confident group photo with the guys.

After: desperately fingering his new pussy and crying “Where’s my dick?!” right after transformation.

Jake — before: working construction, muscular and masculine.

After: on stage at the club, cumming publicly while dancing in lingerie.

The crowd murmured with amusement and approval.

Emily continued with glee, “These four used to be ‘one of the boys.’ Now they’re our pretty little sissy pets. Let’s bring them up and hear their confessions!”

The girlfriends led their leashed sissies onto the stage one by one.

Tyler was first. Lauren yanked his leash, forcing him to crawl forward on hands and knees before standing.

“Tell everyone who you used to be,” Emily commanded.

Tyler’s voice shook. “I… I used to be Tyler. A normal guy. I worked construction. I had a dick…”

He choked up. Lauren tugged the leash sharply.

“Keep going, sissy.”

“I have a permanent pussy now,” Tyler whimpered. “I’m just a horny sissy slut who cums from humiliation…”

The crowd laughed and applauded.

One by one, the others were forced to do the same.

Ryan confessed to being a former athlete who now begged to have his pussy fucked.

Marcus admitted he used to dominate women but now craved being used.

Jake tearfully told the crowd how he tried to hide everything from his girlfriend, only for her to embrace his new role.

Emily was in heaven. She walked among them, tugging leashes, making them pose, and forcing them to spread their legs and show their permanent pussies to the audience while their girlfriends held the leashes proudly.

The humiliation was overwhelming.

All four sissies were visibly dripping down their thighs by the end of the presentation. Some even had small, involuntary orgasms from the sheer exposure — their pussies clenching visibly as the crowd cheered.

Emily raised her glass at the end.

“To the complete fall of the ‘buddy group.’ May every arrogant man eventually end up on his knees where he belongs.”

The room erupted in applause as the four leashed sissies stood on stage, broken, exposed, and permanently marked as sissies.

Their old lives were no longer secret.

They had been publicly claimed.

Chapter 12: Tyler’s Homecoming

Emily was in an especially cruel mood when she dressed Tyler for his holiday visit home.

“You’re going to show your family exactly what you’ve become,” she told him as she laid out the outfit on the bed. “A sweet, innocent, conservative college freshman girl who just happens to be a pathetic little sissy.”

The outfit was deliberately humiliating in its faux-innocence:

​●​       A soft pastel pink pleated skirt that ended several inches above mid-thigh — short enough to be slutty, but styled like a “proper” schoolgirl uniform.

​●​       A white button-up blouse, sized too small so it strained across his heavy DD breasts, with the top buttons left undone to show deep cleavage and the lace of his pink bra.

​●​       White thigh-high stockings with little pink bows at the top.

​●​       Mary Jane-style heels with a modest 3-inch heel.

​●​       A delicate pink cardigan left open.

​●​       His platinum blonde hair styled in soft, youthful waves with a pink headband.

​●​       Light, “innocent” makeup — glossy pink lips, subtle blush, and long lashes — but still unmistakably feminine.

Emily made him wear crotchless panties underneath so his permanent pussy would be easily accessible and constantly reminded of its exposure.

“You look like the perfect little Christian college girl who secretly craves cock,” Emily said, admiring her work. “Your mother is going to be so proud.”

Tyler stood in front of the mirror, face burning with shame. He looked like a walking fetish — a hyper-feminine, busty coed who was clearly trying (and failing) to look modest.



The drive home was agonizing.

Tyler kept tugging at the short skirt, trying to make it longer. Every bump in the road made his heavy breasts jiggle and his bare pussy lips rub together. By the time he pulled into his parents’ driveway, he was already wet and trembling.

His mother opened the door first.

“Tyler? Oh my… Tyler?” She stared in shock at the platinum blonde vision standing on her porch.

His father appeared behind her, eyes widening.

Tyler forced a small, nervous smile, speaking in the soft feminine voice Emily had trained him to use.

“Hi Mom… Dad… Merry Christmas. I… I’ve had some big changes.”



The evening was pure torture.

His family was polite but visibly stunned. His mother kept staring at his breasts and arched eyebrows. His father barely spoke, looking uncomfortable. His younger sister kept sneaking glances and whispering to her boyfriend.

Tyler tried to act normal, but everything betrayed him:

​●​       The way his breasts strained against the tight blouse when he reached for the mashed potatoes.

​●​       The short skirt riding up when he sat down, nearly flashing his panties.

​●​       The way he instinctively crossed his legs like a girl, then uncrossed them when he realized what he was doing.

​●​       His soft, feminine voice when he said “pass the gravy, please.”

During dessert, his mother finally asked the question everyone was thinking.

“Sweetheart… are you… transitioning?”

Tyler’s face burned crimson. He could feel his pussy getting wetter from the humiliation.

“I… it’s complicated,” he whispered.

Emily had given him strict instructions: do not deny what you are, but do not explain everything either. Let them wonder.

Later that night, when he was alone in his childhood bedroom, Tyler broke down. He locked the door, pulled up his skirt, and desperately fingered his dripping pussy while crying quietly into a pillow.

He came twice — hard, shameful orgasms — while thinking about how his family now saw him as a girl.

And somewhere deep down, the worst part was that some twisted part of him was starting to enjoy the humiliation.



Chapter 13: Ryan’s Homecoming

Ryan’s drive home for the holidays was filled with dread.

Emily had dressed him personally that morning with the same twisted “innocent college girl” theme she had chosen for the others. The outfit was deliberately humiliating in its attempt at modesty:

​●​       A soft lavender pleated skirt that ended mid-thigh — short enough to be risky, but styled like something a conservative freshman might wear to church.

​●​       A white button-up blouse, one size too small, straining across his new C/D-cup breasts and showing a hint of pink lace bra underneath.

​●​       A light gray cardigan left slightly open.

​●​       White knee-high socks with little pink bows.

​●​       Modest 3-inch Mary Jane heels.

​●​       His hair styled in soft, youthful waves with a matching lavender headband.

​●​       Light, “wholesome” makeup — glossy pink lips, subtle blush, and long lashes that made him look like a pretty, innocent coed.

Underneath, he wore crotchless pink lace panties and a sheer babydoll top. Every movement reminded him of what he now was.



His mother opened the door first.

“Ryan? Oh… honey?” Her eyes widened as she took in the vision standing on the porch — the soft lavender skirt, the prominent breasts, the feminine face with perfectly arched eyebrows and glossy lips.

His father appeared behind her, coffee mug in hand, and nearly dropped it.

“Jesus Christ, son… what the hell happened to you?”

Ryan forced a small, nervous smile, speaking in the soft, practiced feminine voice Emily had drilled into him.

“Hi Mom… Dad… Merry Christmas. I’ve… had some really big changes lately. Can I come in?”

The family dinner was excruciating.

His mother kept staring at his chest and the way his skirt rode up when he sat down. His father barely spoke, looking between confusion and anger. His older brother kept making awkward jokes about “the new look,” while his sister-in-law couldn’t stop sneaking glances at his legs and breasts.

Ryan tried desperately to act normal. He talked about “figuring himself out,” “personal growth,” and “finally being honest with who I am.” But everything undermined him:

​●​       The way his breasts jiggled when he reached for the rolls.

​●​       The soft, feminine lilt in his voice when he said “pass the potatoes, please.”

​●​       The way he instinctively crossed his legs like a girl, then uncrossed them in panic.

​●​       The faint scent of the expensive feminine perfume Emily had made him wear.

During dessert, his mother finally asked the question hanging over the table:

“Sweetheart… are you transgender?”

Ryan’s face burned crimson. He could feel his permanent pussy getting wet from the sheer humiliation of the moment. The lace of his crotchless panties rubbed against his swollen lips with every shift in his seat.

“I… it’s complicated,” he whispered, echoing Tyler’s earlier response. “I’m still figuring things out.”

His father grunted. “You look like a damn sorority girl.”

Ryan excused himself early, claiming jet lag, and retreated to his childhood bedroom. The second the door was locked, he collapsed onto the bed, pulled up his skirt, and desperately fingered his dripping pussy.

He came twice in quick succession — biting a pillow to stay quiet — while tears ran down his cheeks.

The humiliation of his family seeing him like this was overwhelming.

And the worst part was how much his new body loved it.

Chapter 14: Jake’s Homecoming (With Sarah)

Jake’s anxiety was at an all-time high as he drove toward his parents’ house with Sarah in the passenger seat. She had insisted on coming with him, saying she wanted to “support him through this big family moment.” Jake knew better. Her calm, excited energy made it clear she was looking forward to watching him squirm.

Emily and Sarah had collaborated on his outfit, creating the ultimate “innocent conservative college freshman girl” look that was somehow even more humiliating than usual:

​●​       A soft cream-colored pleated skirt that ended several inches above mid-thigh — short enough to be risky when he sat down, but styled like something a modest student might wear.

​●​       A white button-up blouse, one size too small, straining across his prominent DD breasts and showing a noticeable hint of pink lace bra underneath.

​●​       A light beige cardigan left slightly open.

​●​       White knee-high socks with delicate blue bows at the top.

​●​       Modest 3-inch Mary Jane heels.

​●​       His platinum blonde hair styled in soft, youthful waves with a matching cream headband.

​●​       Light, “wholesome” makeup — glossy pink lips, subtle blush, and long lashes that made him look like a pretty, innocent coed trying (and failing) to appear modest.

Underneath, he wore crotchless white lace panties and a sheer babydoll top. Every movement caused the lace to rub against his sensitive pussy lips and swollen clit.

Sarah kept one hand on his thigh the entire drive, occasionally sliding her fingers higher to tease the edge of his skirt.

“You look so adorable,” she whispered. “My sweet little college girl going home for the holidays. I can’t wait to see how your family reacts.”



When they arrived, Jake’s mother opened the door and froze.

“Jake…? Oh my goodness…” Her eyes went wide as she took in the vision on her porch — the short pleated skirt, the prominent breasts straining the blouse, the feminine face with dramatic arched eyebrows and glossy lips.

His father appeared behind her, coffee mug in hand, and nearly dropped it.

“Jesus Christ, son…”

Sarah stepped forward smoothly, taking control with a warm, confident smile.

“Hi Mr. and Mrs. Thompson. I’m Sarah, Jake’s girlfriend. He’s had some very significant changes lately, and I wanted to be here to support him. We hope that’s okay.”

The family dinner was pure psychological torture for Jake.

His mother kept staring at his chest and the way his skirt rode up when he sat. His father was mostly silent, looking between confusion and discomfort. His younger sister kept sneaking glances and whispering to her boyfriend. The entire table felt the tension.

Jake tried desperately to act normal, but everything betrayed him:

​●​       His breasts jiggled noticeably when he reached for the mashed potatoes.

​●​       His soft, feminine voice when he said “pass the gravy, please.”

​●​       The way he instinctively crossed his legs like a girl, then panicked and uncrossed them.

​●​       The faint scent of feminine perfume Sarah had made him wear.

Sarah played her role perfectly — sweet, supportive, and subtly dominant. She kept a hand on Jake’s thigh under the table, occasionally squeezing or sliding her fingers higher to brush against his bare, dripping pussy through the crotchless panties.

During dessert, his mother finally asked the question everyone was thinking.

“Sweetheart… are you… transitioning?”

Jake froze. Sarah answered smoothly before he could speak.

“We’re still figuring things out,” she said, giving Jake’s thigh a firm, possessive squeeze. “But Jake is becoming the person he was always meant to be. I’m so proud of him.”

Jake’s face burned crimson. He could feel himself getting wetter by the second. The humiliation of his family seeing him like this — dressed as a girl, with Sarah clearly in control — was overwhelming.

After dinner, Sarah pulled him aside in the hallway while his family cleaned up.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” she whispered, sliding her hand under his skirt and gently rubbing his swollen clit. “I’m so proud of my pretty sissy trying so hard to hide.”

Jake whimpered softly, hips pushing against her fingers despite himself.

Sarah kissed him deeply, tasting her own power on his lips, then pulled back with a wicked smile.

“Let’s go home early. I want to reward my good girl tonight… and start teaching you the new house rules.”

As they said their goodbyes, Jake’s family watched them leave with a mixture of confusion, concern, and unease.

Sarah drove home with one hand between Jake’s legs the entire way, gently teasing his dripping pussy while he squirmed in the passenger seat.

His last illusion of hiding was gone.

And Sarah was only getting started with her new sissy boyfriend.

Chapter 15: Marcus’s Homecoming

Marcus’s drive home was filled with the same dread the others had felt. Emily had dressed him in the same humiliating “innocent college freshman girl” uniform as the rest of the group:

​●​       A soft baby-blue pleated skirt that ended mid-thigh, short enough to flash his lace panties if he wasn’t careful.

​●​       A white button-up blouse stretched tight across his new C/D-cup breasts, with the top buttons undone to show a hint of pink lace bra.

​●​       A light gray cardigan left open.

​●​       White knee-high socks with little blue bows.

​●​       Modest 3-inch Mary Jane heels.

​●​       His hair styled in soft waves with a matching blue headband.

​●​       Light, “wholesome” makeup — glossy pink lips, subtle blush, and long lashes.

Underneath, he wore crotchless blue lace panties and a sheer babydoll. Every bump in the road made his sensitive pussy lips rub together, keeping him in a constant state of low-level arousal.



His mother opened the door and gasped.

“Marcus…? Oh honey, what… what happened to you?”

His father appeared behind her, eyes widening in shock. His sister and brother-in-law, David, stood further back, staring.

Marcus forced a small, feminine smile, speaking in the soft voice Emily had trained him to use.

“Hi Mom… Dad… Merry Christmas. I’ve had some big changes. Can I come in?”

The family dinner was tense and awkward. His mother kept staring at his breasts and arched eyebrows. His father was mostly silent. His sister kept sneaking glances. But it was his brother-in-law, David — a tall, muscular construction worker — who watched him the most intently.

Marcus tried to act normal, but everything betrayed him: the way his breasts strained the blouse, the soft sway of his hips, the feminine lilt in his voice.

After dinner, as Marcus was preparing to leave early, David stopped him in the hallway near the garage.

“Hold up, Marcus… or whatever you’re calling yourself now,” David said, blocking the door with his large frame. His eyes roamed over Marcus’s body — the short skirt, the prominent chest, the smooth legs in knee-high socks.

Marcus tried to step past him. “David, I really need to go—”

David grabbed his arm, pulling him closer. His voice dropped low.

“You think you can just show up looking like this and leave? I always knew you were a weak little bitch deep down. But this?” He slid a rough hand up under Marcus’s skirt, cupping his bare pussy through the crotchless panties. “Fuck… you really have a cunt now.”

Marcus whimpered as David’s thick fingers rubbed his swollen clit.

“Please… not here,” Marcus begged softly.

David smirked, pushing him into the garage and closing the door behind them.

“On your knees, sissy.”

Marcus obeyed, dropping to his knees on the cold concrete. David unzipped his jeans and pulled out his thick cock, already hard.

“Suck it.”

Marcus took him into his mouth, tears running down his cheeks as David fucked his face roughly, gripping his hair and thrusting deep. The humiliation was overwhelming — being used by his own brother-in-law in his parents’ garage while dressed like a slutty college girl.

David didn’t last long. He pulled out and came across Marcus’s face and breasts, marking him with thick ropes of cum.

“Clean yourself up before you go back inside,” David said, zipping up. “And next time you come home, you better be ready to serve me properly. Understand?”

Marcus nodded weakly, cum dripping from his chin.

“Yes… Sir.”



He cleaned up as best he could in the garage bathroom before driving home, the taste of his brother-in-law still in his mouth and fresh shame burning in his chest.

His fall was complete.

Even his own family was starting to claim him.

Chapter 16: Holiday Confessions

Emily summoned all four sissies to her apartment two days after the holidays.

Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake arrived together, each dressed in their required “innocent college girl” uniforms — short pleated skirts, tight blouses straining over their breasts, knee-high socks, and Mary Jane heels. Their faces were already flushed with shame as they knelt in a row in Emily’s living room.

Emily had set up multiple professional cameras on tripods, with bright ring lights illuminating the scene. Three thick suction-cup dildos were mounted on the floor in front of them.

“Welcome home, girls,” Emily said cheerfully. “Today you’re going to tell me — and your growing OnlyFans audience — all about your holiday experiences with your families. In detail. While riding these dildos. I want to see you cum while you confess how humiliated you felt.”

She pointed at the toys.

“Mount them. Now.”



The four sissies straddled the thick dildos and lowered themselves onto them with collective moans. The cameras started rolling.

Emily sat back on the couch with a remote in her hand, controlling the vibration settings.

“Start with Tyler. Tell us everything.”



Tyler’s Confession

Tyler began riding slowly, hips rolling as the thick dildo stretched his permanent pussy.

“I… I went home wearing the schoolgirl outfit you picked,” he gasped, voice breathy. “My mom… she barely recognized me. She kept staring at my breasts… and my skirt was so short…”

He moaned loudly as Emily turned up the vibration.

“My dad could barely look at me. My sister kept whispering… They asked if I was transitioning. I tried to act normal but… my tits kept bouncing and my pussy was wet the whole time…”

Tyler’s pace quickened, breasts bouncing in the tight blouse.

“I came in my childhood bedroom… twice… fingering myself while thinking about how they saw me as a girl now…”

He came hard mid-sentence — crying out as his pussy clenched around the dildo, juices dripping down the shaft. The orgasm made his eyes roll back, but Emily didn’t let him stop riding.



Ryan’s Confession

Ryan was next, already whimpering as he rode.

“I went home… and my mom thought I was a girl when she opened the door,” he gasped. “My dad called me a sorority girl… My brother kept making jokes…”

He bounced harder, the wet sounds of the dildo filling the room.

“I ate my girlfriend out for hours every night… trying to distract her… but she knew. She loved it. She made me wear the maid outfit and bounce on a dildo while she watched…”

Ryan came violently, thighs shaking as his pussy gushed. He kept riding through it, sobbing with humiliation as he described how his family treated him like a confused girl.



Marcus’s Confession

Marcus was crying before he even started.

“My brother-in-law… he caught me in the garage,” he whimpered, riding desperately. “He saw me in the skirt… and he fucked me right there… called me a pathetic sissy… came on my face…”

His heavy breasts bounced wildly as he rode.

“He said next time I come home I have to serve him properly… My family thinks I’m just going through a phase… but I’m not… I’m a sissy now…”

He came twice in quick succession — the first from the shame of his brother-in-law story, the second from the relentless dildo and Emily’s teasing.



Jake’s Confession

Jake was the most broken.

“My girlfriend… Sarah… she already knew,” he sobbed, bouncing on the dildo. “She came with me to my parents’ house… She made me wear the schoolgirl outfit… She touched me under the table during dinner… My family saw me as a girl… and she loved it…”

He came hard, almost collapsing forward as his pussy spasmed.

“She told me things are going to change at home… I have to do all the chores in lingerie… please her multiple times a day… and say sissy mantras while riding a dildo every morning…”

By the end of the video, all four sissies were a sweaty, cum-soaked mess — pussies red and leaking, makeup ruined, bodies trembling from multiple forced orgasms.

Emily turned off the cameras with a radiant smile.

“Perfect. This will be our highest-earning video yet. ‘Broken Bros – Holiday Humiliation Confessions.’”

She looked down at the four exhausted, whimpering sissies.

“You’re all doing so well. Keep this up… and maybe one day I’ll let you cum without the shockers.”

The four of them could only whimper in response, knowing their public humiliation was only beginning.



Chapter 17: Glory Hole Challenge

Emily gathered all four sissies in her living room the following evening. Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake knelt in a neat row, dressed in their matching “innocent college girl” uniforms — short pleated skirts, tight blouses, knee-high socks, and Mary Jane heels. Their faces were already flushed with nervous anticipation.

Emily paced in front of them, clearly excited.

“You’ve all been doing so well with your training,” she said sweetly. “But it’s time to take things to the next level. Tonight, you’re going on a public outing. Each of you will visit a different adult bookstore with glory holes. You will film yourselves sucking anonymous cock through the hole — no exceptions. The entire thing must be recorded.”

The four sissies paled.

Emily continued with a wicked smile. “The one who performs the worst — judged by enthusiasm, skill, and how much cum you swallow — loses. The loser will receive a permanent plastic surgery change… chosen by their girlfriend.”

She let that sink in.

“Sarah, Lauren, Chloe, and Natalie have already been informed and are very excited to choose your upgrades. Now go. You have until 2 AM. Send the videos live to the group chat so we can watch in real time.”



The Outing

Each sissy was dropped off at a different location by Emily’s driver.

Tyler went to a seedy adult bookstore on the outskirts of town. He wore his short lavender skirt and white blouse, looking like a nervous college girl. He found a glory hole booth, locked the door, and knelt. The camera was set up to capture everything. When an anonymous cock slid through the hole, Tyler hesitated only a second before taking it into his mouth. He sucked with desperate enthusiasm, gagging and moaning, determined not to lose.

Ryan was at a slightly nicer establishment downtown. He was visibly shaking as he entered the booth. The cock that appeared was thick. Ryan whimpered but started sucking, tears running down his face as he bobbed his head, his short skirt riding up to show his dripping pussy.

Marcus was sent to the most rundown location. He tried to back out at the last second, but Emily’s warning text made him continue. He sucked the stranger’s cock with humiliated fervor, his heavy breasts bouncing in the tight blouse as he worked.

Jake had the worst luck — his location had multiple viewers waiting. He ended up servicing two cocks in succession, tears streaming as he alternated between them, gagging and choking while trying to look eager for the camera.

All four recorded themselves swallowing load after load, moaning like desperate sluts while their pussies dripped untouched.



They returned to Emily’s apartment at 1:50 AM, exhausted, faces and outfits stained with cum, pussies visibly wet and swollen.

Emily reviewed the videos with a delighted smile.

“Very impressive, girls. But there can only be one loser…”

She paused dramatically, then pointed at Jake.

“Jake, my dear… you came in last. Too much gagging, not enough enthusiasm. Sarah has already chosen your punishment.”

Jake’s face went white.

Sarah stepped forward from the corner, smiling sweetly.

“You’re getting lip fillers, baby. Nice, plump, cock-sucking lips. And a little cheek enhancement to make your face even prettier. We’ll schedule it next week.”

Jake whimpered, fresh tears forming as the other sissies looked at him with a mix of pity and relief.

Emily clapped her hands.

“Wonderful work tonight, girls. Now go clean up. Tomorrow we review the footage for your OnlyFans debut.”

The four broken sissies crawled away to clean themselves, knowing their public humiliation was only accelerating.

Chapter 18: Fuel for the Fire

Emily sat alone in her private office at The Veil late that night, surrounded by multiple large monitors.

She had spent the last few hours editing the raw footage from the sissies’ glory hole challenge. She worked with meticulous, almost loving care — cutting the best angles, adding slow-motion replays of their most humiliating moments, and overlaying soft pink text captions like “Former Bro Swallows Load #3” and “Pathetic Sissy Cunt Leaking While Sucking.”

As she edited Tyler’s video — watching him gag and moan around a thick anonymous cock, tears running down his face while his short skirt rode up to show his dripping pussy — Emily felt heat building between her legs.

She leaned back in her chair, one hand sliding under her skirt.

“God… look at you,” she whispered, fingers circling her swollen clit. “You used to be such a cocky asshole. Now you’re just a desperate cocksucker with a needy cunt.”

She turned up the volume, letting Tyler’s muffled whimpers and gagging sounds fill the room as he swallowed another load. Emily’s fingers moved faster, dipping into her soaked pussy.

She switched to Ryan’s footage. The way he cried while sucking, his heavy breasts bouncing in the tight blouse, his hips unconsciously grinding against nothing. Emily moaned softly, pumping two fingers deeper into herself.

“Such a good little whore,” she breathed. “All of you… broken so easily.”

Marcus’s video was next — his visible reluctance turning into desperate hunger as he sucked, then the way he came untouched when the stranger filled his mouth. Emily’s hips bucked against her hand as she watched, her own orgasm building fast.

By the time she got to Jake’s footage — him servicing two cocks in succession, tears streaming, his new body clearly loving the degradation — Emily was furiously masturbating, legs spread wide, fingers plunging in and out of her dripping cunt.

She came hard, moaning loudly as she watched Jake swallow load after load, his eyes defeated but his pussy visibly clenching with shameful arousal.

Panting, flushed, and satisfied, Emily leaned back in her chair, fingers still lazily circling her clit as she stared at the frozen image of Jake on his knees.

A dark, determined smile spread across her face.

“You four think this is bad?” she whispered to the screens. “This is only the beginning. I’m going to break every last piece of masculinity left in you. I’m going to make sure the whole world sees what pathetic sissy sluts you’ve become.”

She saved the edited videos and began drafting the upload schedule for their OnlyFans.

The “Broken Bros” channel was about to go viral.

And Emily had never been more motivated to completely destroy them.

Chapter 19: Broken Bros Launch

Emily hosted the launch party at a private lounge inside The Veil — an intimate gathering for the Council members, the four girlfriends, and a few select VIP clients.

Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake were the main entertainment.

They were dressed in matching “Broken Bros” branded outfits: tiny sheer white babydolls with the logo printed across the chest, crotchless panties, garter belts, and tall clear heels. Their makeup was heavy and slutty, and each wore a pink collar with a small tag that read “Property of Emily.”

The girlfriends — Lauren, Chloe, Natalie, and Sarah — sat on plush couches like queens, sipping champagne and watching with dark excitement.

Emily raised her glass to start the night.

“Tonight we launch ‘Broken Bros’ — four former arrogant straight boys, now fully broken sissy sluts. Let the show begin.”



The four sissies were ordered to please their girlfriends first.

Tyler dropped between Lauren’s legs, eagerly eating her out while she gripped his platinum hair and moaned. Ryan worshipped Chloe’s pussy with desperate enthusiasm, his tongue working frantically. Marcus buried his face between Natalie’s thighs, while Jake served Sarah with tears in his eyes, knowing she was loving every second of his humiliation.

The girlfriends were vocal and cruel, praising their sissies while reminding them how far they had fallen.

“Look at my big strong boyfriend,” Lauren moaned, grinding on Tyler’s face. “Now just a pathetic pussy-eating sissy.”

After the girlfriends had each cum at least once, Emily ordered the real show.

“Service each other. In front of everyone.”

The four sissies formed a daisy chain on the floor — Tyler eating Ryan, Ryan eating Marcus, Marcus eating Jake, and Jake eating Tyler. They licked and sucked each other’s permanent pussies with shameless desperation, moaning loudly while the audience watched and filmed.

Emily made sure the cameras captured every angle — close-ups of their tongues on swollen clits, their heavy breasts bouncing, their tear-streaked faces buried between thighs.

All four sissies came multiple times during the performance, their pussies gushing as they licked each other in front of the crowd. The humiliation was overwhelming, but their bodies betrayed them completely.



By the end of the night, the “Broken Bros OnlyFans” channel had launched with the new video as its first upload.

Within hours, it went viral.

The combination of the raw confessions, the public fashion show footage, the glory hole videos, and the live daisy chain performance made it explode. By morning, they had thousands of subscribers and the comments were flooding in:

“These used to be straight bros?? Holy shit.”

“Best sissy transformation content I’ve ever seen.”

“Can’t believe they used to be men.”



What Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake didn’t know was that Alexa had secretly paid a significant sum to boost the page through targeted ads and promotion.

She sat in Darius’s lap that night, watching the subscriber count climb with a satisfied smile.

“They deserve this,” she whispered. “After everything they did to me… let the whole world see what they’ve become.”

Darius kissed her neck. “You’re becoming quite the dominant one yourself.”

Alexa smiled darkly.

She was no longer just surviving.

She was helping shape their punishment.

Chapter 20: Handover (Final Chapter)

Emily hosted the final Council meeting in her private lounge at The Veil.

Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake knelt in a perfect row in the center of the room, dressed in their full “Broken Bros” uniform: sheer white babydolls with the logo, crotchless panties, garter belts, thigh-high stockings, and tall clear heels. Their makeup was flawless, their platinum and styled hair perfectly done. They no longer resisted. They were fully broken — obedient, horny, and submissive sissies.

Their girlfriends — Lauren, Chloe, Natalie, and Sarah — sat on the couch like proud owners, watching them with satisfied smiles.

Emily stood before them, radiant.

“Gentlemen… or should I say, my sweet broken sissies,” she began. “You have all exceeded expectations. Your OnlyFans is thriving. Your public humiliation is complete. Your old lives are gone.”

She turned to the girlfriends.

“I am officially handing full control of these four over to you. Train them, use them, break them further — however you see fit. They belong to you now.”

The four women smiled, clearly thrilled with their new toys.

Emily continued, looking back at the kneeling sissies.

“As for you four… your final duty is simple. You will endorse, find, and help Darius bring me new candidates. The ones you suggested from your old lives. Coworkers, remaining friends, rivals — anyone you think would make a good sissy. You will help lure them, film their falls, and welcome them into the sisterhood.”

Tyler, Ryan, Marcus, and Jake lowered their heads in complete submission.

“Yes, Mistress,” they whispered together.

Emily smiled one last time.

“You started as arrogant bros. Now you’re helping turn others into what you’ve become. How poetic.”

She raised her glass.

“To the Broken Bros… and to all the new sisters you will help create.”



One Month Later

The four sissies had fully embraced their new roles under their girlfriends’ control.

Tyler served Lauren as her live-in maid and personal toy.

Ryan was Chloe’s obedient gym sissy, wearing tiny workout outfits while she trained him.

Marcus was kept in permanent chastity and domestic service by Natalie.

Jake had become Sarah’s perfect submissive housewife, performing daily sissy mantras while riding his dildo.

They had already helped Darius and Emily secure three new candidates — old acquaintances who had no idea what was coming.

The cycle continued.

And the Broken Bros were now proud participants in it.
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