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Chapter 1: Tyler’s Fall

Tyler’s POV

Tyler stared at his phone in disbelief.

The video was still playing on loop — clear footage of him on his knees in sheer pink lingerie, legs spread, showing off his brand-new, puffy, hyper-sensitive pussy while he whimpered like a slut.

He had just been turned into a sissy.

It had happened so fast.

One moment he was laughing with the boys about the crazy video of Alex (Alexa) sucking cock. The next, Darius’s men were dragging him into The Veil, and Vivienne was explaining exactly what was going to happen to his balls.

Now he had a real pussy. A permanent, realistic, dripping wet pussy.

And the worst part? He had already cum twice from it.

Ryan’s message popped up in their group chat:

Ryan: Dude… what the fuck happened? You actually got it done??

Tyler typed back with shaking hands, his long fake nails making it awkward:

Tyler: They didn’t give me a choice. Darius said if any of us leak Alexa’s videos, we all end up like this. I’m… I’m Emily’s new sissy now.

The chat exploded.

Marcus: Holy shit.

Chris: This is a joke right?

Jake: Send proof.

Tyler hesitated… then, with burning shame, he spread his legs, aimed the camera between them, and recorded a short video of his new pussy. He sent it to the group.

The replies came fast:

Ryan: Fuck… it looks real.

Marcus: I’m deleting everything. I’m out.

Chris: This is insane.

Tyler set his phone down and looked at himself in the mirror. The pink lingerie. The smooth shaved body. The permanent pussy between his legs that was still tingling.

He was fucked.

And deep down, some traitorous part of him was already getting wet again at the humiliation.

Chapter 2: Fighting the Urge

Tyler’s POV

Tyler locked himself in his apartment for three straight days.

He couldn’t look at himself in the mirror without feeling sick. The pink lingerie Emily had forced him into still lay crumpled on the floor where he’d torn it off. But even without it, he couldn’t escape what had been done to him.

Between his legs was a perfect, puffy, hyper-realistic pussy.

Every time he moved, the soft outer lips (made from his own former balls) rubbed together. The new clit — swollen and far too sensitive — throbbed with the slightest shift of his thighs. Even the air conditioning blowing across it made him shiver.

He tried everything to ignore it.

Cold showers. Video games. Porn (guy-on-girl, the kind he used to watch). Jacking off with his hand like he was still a man.

Nothing worked.

His tiny, shrunken cock-clit was useless now. It barely got hard and leaked pathetically when he was really turned on. The real pleasure — the deep, aching, overwhelming kind — came from inside his new pussy.

On the second night, he broke.

He was lying in bed, trying to sleep, when the throbbing became too much. His hand slowly drifted down. The moment his fingers brushed his new outer lips, a jolt of pleasure shot through him so strong his legs jerked.

“Fuck… no,” he whispered, pulling his hand away.

But the ache only got worse.

An hour later, he gave in again. This time he spread his legs wide, staring at the ceiling as two fingers slid between his puffy lips. The wetness was obscene. His new pussy was soaked. He found his clit and rubbed it in slow circles, biting his lip to stay quiet.

It felt incredible.

Within minutes he was moaning like a whore, hips rolling as he fingered himself deeper. The sensations were so much stronger than anything he’d felt as a man. When he finally came, his back arched hard and his new cunt clenched rhythmically around his fingers, juices running down his ass.

He lay there afterward, panting, staring at the ceiling in shame.

“I’m not a fucking sissy,” he muttered to the empty room.

But his pussy was already getting wet again just from the memory of the orgasm.



The next morning, Tyler tried to act normal.

He put on baggy sweatpants and a hoodie, hoping to hide everything. But the fabric rubbing against his sensitive lips and clit made him hard — or whatever the female version of hard was. His tiny cock-clit leaked into his boxers as he tried to eat breakfast.

Emily texted him:

Emily: Good morning, sissy. Send me a video of you playing with your new pussy. The Council wants to see how you’re adjusting.

Tyler stared at the message for ten minutes.

Then, with shaking hands and burning cheeks, he pulled his sweatpants down, spread his legs in front of his phone, and recorded himself fingering his dripping cunt while whimpering softly.

He sent it.

Emily replied immediately with a heart emoji.

Emily: Good girl. We’ll be collecting you for training soon.

Tyler dropped his phone and buried his face in his hands.

He was losing the fight.

His new pussy was winning.

Chapter 3: Late Night Shopping

Tyler’s POV

Tyler’s phone buzzed on the coffee table.

He already knew who it was before he looked.

Emily: Tomorrow is your first official sissy training session. You need proper lingerie. Something slutty. Go shopping tonight. I expect photos of everything you buy. Don’t disappoint me, sissy.

Tyler stared at the message, his new pussy giving an involuntary throb.

It was already 9:47 PM. Most normal stores were closed. The only place still open within driving distance was a 24-hour adult superstore on the edge of town — the kind with blacked-out windows and a neon “XXX” sign.

He groaned, already dreading it.



The parking lot was mostly empty. Tyler pulled his hoodie low over his face and walked in, trying to look like he was just buying something normal.

He was not.

The store was overwhelming. Bright lights, loud music, and rows upon rows of lingerie, toys, and videos. A bored goth girl at the counter barely glanced at him.

Tyler moved quickly through the women’s lingerie section, face burning. He grabbed whatever looked the sluttiest:

​●​       A bright pink micro bikini set with tiny triangles that would barely cover his new nipples and pussy.

​●​       A sheer black fishnet bodystocking that was completely see-through.

​●​       A red “stripper” babydoll with cutouts over the tits and crotch.

​●​       A cheap silver sequined “ho” dress that barely reached the bottom of his ass.

​●​       A pair of clear 6-inch platform heels.

Every item made his tiny clit twitch with shame.

He was about to head to checkout when he wandered into the sex toy section.

That was his mistake.

A friendly but pushy salesman in his thirties spotted him immediately.

“First time shopping for yourself, huh?” the guy said with a knowing grin. “Looking for something special?”

Before Tyler could escape, the salesman was showing him the top-shelf fuck machines.

“This bad boy right here,” he said, patting a massive, expensive-looking machine with a thick dildo attachment. “The ThrustMaster Pro. Adjustable speed, depth, and rotation. Best on the market. Once you lock your new pussy onto this thing, you won’t want to leave the house.”

Tyler tried to say no.

He really did.

But the salesman kept talking about how good it would feel on a “brand new sensitive pussy,” and how it would “train you properly for your Mistress.”

Twenty minutes later, Tyler walked out of the store carrying three huge bags.

He had spent nearly $1,800.

On lingerie he was terrified to wear… and a top-of-the-line fuck machine he couldn’t return.



In the car, Tyler sat in the driver’s seat, staring at the receipt in horror.

“What the fuck did I just do?” he whispered, gripping the steering wheel.

His new pussy was soaked. His hands were shaking. He had just spent almost two thousand dollars on slutty stripper clothes and a machine designed to pound his new cunt into submission.

He leaned his head against the steering wheel, face burning with shame.

Tomorrow, Emily would see everything he bought.

And he already knew she was going to make him use the machine on camera.

Tyler closed his eyes and let out a long, defeated groan.

He was losing control faster than he ever imagined.

Chapter 4: Emily’s New Toy

Tyler stood outside Emily’s upscale apartment door the next evening, heart hammering in his chest. He was wearing baggy clothes to hide everything, but the three large shopping bags in his hands felt like evidence of his complete surrender.

He knocked.

Emily opened the door wearing a sleek black dress, looking every bit the dominant woman she was. Her eyes immediately dropped to the bags.

“Well, well. Come in, sissy.”

Tyler stepped inside, cheeks already burning. He set the bags down and started pulling out the items one by one.

The cheap stripper outfits. The sheer fishnet bodystocking. The micro bikini. The silver “ho” dress. The clear 6-inch heels.

Emily’s eyebrows rose with amusement as she inspected each piece.

“Very trashy. I like it. You really went all out.”

Then Tyler pulled out the final item — the heavy box containing the ThrustMaster Pro fuck machine.

Emily’s eyes widened in genuine surprise.

“You… bought a fuck machine?” She let out a soft, delighted laugh as she opened the box and ran her fingers over the expensive equipment. “Tyler, this is very expensive. You must have been really horny when you bought this.”

Tyler looked at the floor, mortified. “I… the salesman was very convincing.”

Emily’s expression shifted from surprise to pure predatory excitement. She stepped closer, tilting his chin up with one finger.

“Oh, I’m going to have so much fun with you tonight.”



Training Begins

Emily made him strip completely and put on the sluttiest outfit he’d bought — the bright pink micro bikini with the tiny triangles that barely covered his new nipples and pussy, paired with the clear 6-inch platform heels.

She set up the fuck machine in the middle of her living room.

“On your hands and knees, sissy.”

Tyler obeyed, ass up, face down. Emily positioned the thick dildo attachment right against his new pussy and turned the machine on low.

The moment it started thrusting, Tyler moaned loudly. The machine was relentless — slow, deep, powerful strokes that hit every sensitive spot inside his brand-new cunt.

Emily sat on the couch in front of him, legs spread, slowly touching herself while she watched.

“Look at you,” she purred. “So desperate you spent two thousand dollars on a machine to fuck your new pussy. How does it feel?”

“So good…” Tyler whimpered, hips pushing back against the thrusting dildo. His tiny clit was rock hard and leaking.

Emily turned the speed up.

For the next two hours, she used his horniness against him perfectly. Every time he got close to cumming, she turned the machine down or made him beg. She made him tell her how much he loved his new pussy. Made him admit he was a sissy. Made him thank her for turning him into this.

When she finally let him cum, it was while riding the machine at full speed while she sat on his face. Tyler came so hard his vision went white, pussy gushing around the thick dildo as he screamed into her cunt.

Emily came right after, grinding on his face while praising him.

“Good girl. We’re going to use this machine every single training session from now on.”

Tyler lay on the floor afterward, exhausted, leaking, and completely broken in for the night.

He was starting to realize just how dangerous his new pussy was.

And Emily was only getting started.

Chapter 5: Lingerie Addiction

Tyler’s POV

The worst part wasn’t the constant shame.

It was the constant horniness.

Tyler’s new pussy never let him forget it existed. Every step caused the soft, puffy lips to rub together. Every time he sat down, the pressure against his sensitive clit made him twitch. Even the seam of his boxers was enough to keep him in a low-level state of arousal all day.

He was terrified about work.

He still had his corporate job — remote for now, thank god — but he couldn’t hide forever. Meetings. Video calls. The fear of someone noticing how he squirmed in his chair or how flushed he got when his new pussy got wet from something as simple as crossing his legs.

He needed an outlet.

That night, after another humiliating training session with Emily (where she made him ride the fuck machine while reciting “I’m a pathetic sissy with a needy cunt”), Tyler made a decision.

He went lingerie shopping.



He meant to go to a normal store.

Instead, in his horny, sleep-deprived state, he drove to Lace & Luxe — one of the most exclusive, high-end lingerie boutiques in the city. The kind where everything was custom, insanely expensive, and the sales associates were intimidatingly elegant.

The moment he walked in, a tall, sophisticated woman in her forties named Sophia greeted him with a polite but knowing smile.

“Welcome. Are you shopping for yourself or…?”

Tyler’s voice cracked. “M-myself.”

Sophia didn’t even blink. “Wonderful. Let’s get your measurements, shall we?”

Before he could protest, he was led into a luxurious private fitting room with three full-length mirrors. Sophia had him strip down to nothing. He stood there completely naked, tiny useless cock-clit twitching, realistic pussy visibly wet, heavy embarrassment written all over his face.

Sophia took professional measurements — around his chest, underbust, waist, hips, and even the most intimate ones for the crotch area. She ran her fingers along his new pussy lips while measuring, making clinical comments like “Very sensitive, I see. We’ll make sure the fabric is extra soft against your vulva.”

Tyler was mortified… and rock hard (as much as his tiny clit allowed).

She brought out dozens of pieces for him to try on.

Tyler ended up buying way too much:

​●​       Multiple sheer babydolls in every color

​●​       Crotchless lace teddies

​●​       Micro G-strings that disappeared between his puffy lips

​●​       Open-cup bras that framed his sensitive nipples

​●​       A scandalously slutty red “stripper” set with chains and cutouts

​●​       Several garter belts and thigh-high stockings

Every time he tried something on, Sophia adjusted it personally, running her hands over his body and commenting on how beautifully the lingerie framed his “adorable new pussy.”

By the end, Tyler had spent over $4,200.

He sat in his car afterward, surrounded by luxury shopping bags, face burning with shame.

“What the fuck is wrong with me?” he whispered, pressing his thighs together. The new crotchless black lace thong he was wearing rubbed deliciously against his swollen pussy lips with every movement.

He was addicted.

And he was terrified of how much worse this was going to get.

Chapter 6: Spiraling Debt

Tyler’s POV

The spending was out of control.

It started with the lingerie. Then the fuck machine. Then another shopping trip for “better quality” outfits because the cheap ones “didn’t feel right” against his sensitive new pussy.

Now it was everything.

Makeup palettes. Expensive heels. Butt plugs with jewels. Satin robes. Perfume. Even a custom chastity cage he didn’t need because his tiny clit barely worked anymore.

Tyler stared at his credit card statements in horror. He was already $9,400 in debt in just two weeks — and that didn’t include rent or bills. His savings were disappearing fast. He kept telling himself he would stop after “one more thing,” but every time his new pussy throbbed with need, his willpower crumbled.

He was constantly horny.

The permanent pussy never gave him peace. Even wearing normal clothes caused constant friction against his puffy lips and swollen clit. He was leaking into his panties multiple times a day. The only relief was buying something new and slutty… or using the fuck machine until he couldn’t think straight.

He didn’t know how to stop.



That afternoon, he told himself he was only going to buy one bottle of perfume — something feminine to wear for Emily’s next training session.

He walked into Éclat Luxe, an upscale perfume boutique in the mall. The moment the sweet, intoxicating scents hit him, his judgment clouded again.

The saleswoman was elegant and persuasive. She had him sit down and began testing scents on his wrists and neck. Every time she leaned close, her perfume mixed with his own growing arousal.

“This one has notes of vanilla and musk — very sensual on feminine skin,” she said, dabbing it on his neck.

Tyler’s pussy clenched. He bought it.

Then another.

And another.

By the time he left the store, he had spent another $1,850 on eight different luxury perfumes — each one “perfect for a sissy,” according to the helpful saleswoman.

He sat in his car afterward, surrounded by shiny shopping bags, head in his hands.

“What the fuck is wrong with me?” he whispered.

He knew the answer.

The constant, overwhelming horniness from his new pussy was destroying his self-control. Every twitch, every wet slide of his lips, every accidental brush against his clit made rational thought harder. He was trapped in a feedback loop: horniness → impulsive shopping → more shame → more horniness.

His phone buzzed.

Emily: Send me a picture of what you bought today, sissy. I want to see how much you’re spoiling your new cunt.

Tyler groaned, already getting wet again at the command.

He was spiraling.

And he had no idea how to make it stop.

Chapter 7: Sissy Bonding

Tyler arrived at Emily’s apartment for his scheduled training session with a heavy sense of dread and unwanted arousal. He was wearing one of his new outfits under his hoodie — a sheer pink lace babydoll and crotchless panties that rubbed constantly against his hypersensitive pussy with every step.

Emily opened the door with a satisfied smile.

“Come in, sissy.”

Tyler stepped inside and froze.

Ryan was already there.

He was kneeling in the center of the living room, wearing nothing but a tiny pink lingerie set — sheer babydoll, matching thong, and thigh-high stockings. Tears were running down his face, smearing his poorly applied makeup. Between his spread legs was an unmistakable, puffy, realistic pussy — identical to Tyler’s.

Ryan looked up, eyes red and desperate. “Tyler… they got me too.”

Emily closed the door behind Tyler and locked it.

“Both of you, strip down to your lingerie and kneel facing each other.”

They obeyed.

Tyler pulled off his hoodie and pants, revealing his own slutty pink outfit. The two former friends knelt across from each other — both in pink lingerie, both with permanent pussies, both visibly ashamed and aroused.

Emily circled them slowly, clearly enjoying the sight.

“Look at you two. Former bros, now matching sissy sluts with pretty new cunts. The Council thought you needed some bonding time. So you’re going to spend the next two hours getting to know each other’s new bodies very intimately.”

She sat down on the couch and crossed her legs.

“Start by kissing. Then I want you to explore each other. Fingers, tongues, whatever feels good. I want to see real sissy bonding.”



At first they were hesitant and awkward.

But Emily was patient and cruel. She made them kiss deeply, tongues sliding together while she commented on how pathetic they looked. Then she ordered them to touch each other’s breasts and pussies.

Ryan’s hand trembled as he reached between Tyler’s legs and gently stroked his puffy lips. Tyler moaned despite himself — the sensation was electric. He returned the favor, sliding two fingers into Ryan’s soaking wet cunt.

Soon they were on the floor in a tangled mess.

Emily made them 69 — Tyler on top, eagerly licking Ryan’s new pussy while Ryan sucked on his tiny clit and fingered him. Both of them were moaning like desperate whores, hips grinding, faces shiny with each other’s juices.

“You two are so much wetter when you’re together,” Emily observed, slowly touching herself as she watched. “Keep going. Make each other cum.”

Tyler came first — shuddering and whimpering into Ryan’s pussy as his own cunt clenched around Ryan’s fingers. Ryan followed shortly after, soaking Tyler’s face.

Emily wasn’t satisfied until they had both cum twice.

By the end, they were lying side by side on the floor, exhausted, covered in sweat and their own juices, pink lingerie ruined.

Emily smiled down at them.

“Good girls. This is just the beginning of your sissy bonding. Next week you’ll be performing together for the Council.”

Tyler looked over at Ryan, who was still softly crying.

Neither of them said a word.

They both knew they were sinking deeper — and there was no escape.

Chapter 8: Hidden in Plain Sight

Ryan’s POV

Ryan hadn’t left his bedroom in three days except to sneak to the bathroom when his roommates were asleep or out of the apartment.

He had three roommates — Jake, Chris, and Marcus (who thankfully still hadn’t been caught yet). They all still thought he was the same cocky, gym-going guy from college. If any of them saw what was between his legs now… or the growing collection of slutty lingerie hidden under his bed… his life would be over.

The permanent pussy prosthetic was impossible to ignore.

It was always there. Warm. Soft. Constantly wet. Every time he shifted in bed, the puffy lips rubbed together. Even wearing loose sweatpants caused the fabric to brush against his swollen clit and make him leak into his panties.

He was terrified to leave the room.

When he absolutely had to go out (for food or to pretend everything was normal), he wore the baggiest hoodies and sweatpants he owned, walking like he had a stick up his ass so nothing would rub too much. He timed his exits carefully — slipping out when he heard the front door close or when everyone was playing video games with headphones on.

But the alone time was destroying him.

Hours upon hours locked in his room with nothing but his new pussy and his shame.



At first he tried to fight it.

He would sit at his desk pretending to work, legs squeezed tightly together. But within an hour the throbbing would start. The aching need. The constant wetness.

By day four, he had given up pretending.

He spent most of his waking hours on his bed with his legs spread, exploring his new cunt with desperate fascination.

He had become very good at it.

He knew exactly how to rub his clit in tight circles to make himself whimper. He knew how to curl two fingers inside himself to hit that perfect spot that made his toes curl and his eyes roll back. He had even started using the handle of his hairbrush when his fingers weren’t enough.

Last night he came four times in a row — each one stronger than the last — while wearing the sheer pink crotchless panties Emily had forced him to buy. He had to bite his pillow to stay quiet when his roommates were home.

He hated how much he loved it.

The orgasms were so much more intense than anything he’d ever felt as a man. Deep, rolling waves that started in his core and spread through his entire body. His new pussy would clench and flutter for minutes afterward, leaking all over his sheets.

This morning he was at it again.

Legs spread wide, one hand frantically rubbing his swollen clit while two fingers of the other hand fucked his dripping hole. He was getting close — so close — when his phone buzzed.

Emily: Training session tonight at 8. Wear something pretty. Don’t be late, sissy.

Ryan whimpered, hips bucking as he read the message. The combination of fear and arousal pushed him over the edge. He came hard, biting his lip to stay quiet while his pussy spasmed around his fingers.

He lay there afterward, panting, staring at the ceiling with tears in his eyes.

He was becoming a complete slut for his own cunt.

And he had no idea how much longer he could hide it from his roommates.

Chapter 9: Performance for the Council

Tyler’s POV

The message from Emily came at 6 PM:

Emily: Both of you. My place. 8 PM sharp. Full slut mode. The Council wants to see how well you two play together.

Tyler’s stomach dropped. He looked across the room at Ryan, who was already pale.

They both knew what “play together” meant.



At exactly 8 PM, Tyler and Ryan knelt side-by-side in Emily’s living room.

They were dressed identically in matching sheer baby-pink lingerie sets: tiny babydolls that barely covered their heavy breasts, crotchless panties that framed their permanent pussies, garter belts, and thigh-high stockings. Their makeup was done — glossy pink lips, heavy lashes, and blush to make them look like desperate dolls.

Vivienne, Kai, and Emily sat on the couch like judges, watching them with satisfied expressions.

“Begin,” Emily commanded.



Tyler and Ryan turned toward each other.

At first it was awkward and hesitant. They started with deep, sloppy kissing — tongues sliding together while their hands roamed over each other’s bodies. Tyler could feel Ryan’s new breasts pressing against his own. Their pussies were already wet.

Emily cleared her throat. “Don’t be shy. Show us how much you’ve accepted your new roles.”

That broke them.

Ryan pushed Tyler onto his back and climbed on top of him. They grinded their pussies together desperately, slick lips rubbing and sliding against one another. Tyler moaned loudly as Ryan’s clit bumped against his own. The sensation was overwhelming — wet, hot, and humiliatingly pleasurable.

They switched positions. Tyler got on top and fucked Ryan with two fingers while sucking on his nipples. Ryan whimpered and begged for more, hips bucking up desperately.

Then they moved into a 69.

Tyler buried his face between Ryan’s thighs, licking and sucking his puffy pussy while Ryan did the same to him. The room filled with wet, obscene sounds and muffled moans. Both of them came hard within minutes — thighs shaking, pussies gushing onto each other’s faces.

The Council watched in silence, clearly pleased.



“Very good,” Vivienne said eventually, her voice smooth with approval. “You two are already so much more submissive than we expected at this stage.”

Kai nodded. “Their bodies have accepted the changes beautifully. Look how eagerly they please each other.”

Emily smiled, slowly clapping.

“I’m proud of my two newest sissies. Keep performing like this and you’ll both be rewarded. Disappoint us…” Her smile turned sharp, “and we’ll make your lives much more difficult.”

She snapped her fingers.

“Clean each other up. With your tongues.”

Tyler and Ryan obeyed without hesitation. They licked their combined juices off each other’s faces, breasts, and pussies like obedient pets.

When they finished, both were flushed, breathing hard, and leaking again.

Vivienne stood up.

“Excellent work, girls. We’ll be scheduling regular joint performances. The audience loves watching former bros degrade each other.”

As Tyler and Ryan knelt there, covered in each other’s wetness and shame, they both realized the same terrifying truth:

They were breaking faster than they ever thought possible.

And the Council was loving every second of it.

Chapter 10: Caught by Marcus

Ryan was exhausted and still leaking as he crept through the front door of the apartment at 1:17 AM.

His pink lingerie was hidden under an oversized hoodie and baggy sweatpants, but he could feel the sheer fabric of the babydoll rubbing against his sensitive new pussy with every step. His thighs were sticky. His makeup was slightly smudged. He just wanted to make it to his room without anyone noticing.

He almost did.

Marcus was sitting on the couch in the dark living room, playing on his phone. He looked up at the sound of the door.

Ryan froze.

Marcus’s eyes narrowed. He slowly stood up and walked over, flipping on the hallway light.

“The fuck are you wearing under that hoodie?” Marcus asked, voice low.

Ryan tried to step past him. “Nothing, man. Just tired. Going to bed.”

Marcus grabbed his arm and yanked the hoodie open before Ryan could stop him.

The sheer pink babydoll was impossible to hide. The matching crotchless panties framed Ryan’s permanent pussy perfectly. The thigh-high stockings and slight smear of lipstick on his lips completed the picture.

Marcus stared for a long second… then a dark, hungry smile spread across his face.

“Holy shit,” he whispered. “They really got you too.”

Ryan’s face burned with shame. “Marcus, please… don’t—”

But Marcus was already pushing him against the wall, one hand sliding down to cup Ryan’s bare pussy through the crotchless panties.

“Fuck… it’s real,” Marcus breathed, fingers stroking the puffy lips. “You’ve got a real pussy now. Just like Tyler.”

Ryan whimpered as two thick fingers pushed inside him without warning. His new cunt was still sensitive and wet from the training session with Tyler.

Marcus’s voice dropped into a rough, dominant growl.

“I always knew you were a weak little bitch deep down. But this? This is pathetic.” He curled his fingers, making Ryan moan. “Look at you. Dressed like a cheap whore, sneaking in after getting fucked. You want this, don’t you?”

Ryan tried to deny it, but his hips were already pushing back against Marcus’s hand.



Marcus didn’t ask permission.

He dragged Ryan into his bedroom, shoved him face-down onto the bed, and ripped the pink lingerie down to his thighs.

“Ass up, sissy.”

Ryan obeyed, trembling. Marcus freed his thick cock and slammed into Ryan’s dripping pussy in one brutal thrust.

“Fuck!” Ryan cried out, gripping the sheets.

Marcus fucked him hard and mercilessly — deep, punishing strokes that made the bed slam against the wall. One hand gripped Ryan’s hip, the other reached around to roughly rub his swollen clit.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Marcus growled. “This pussy was made for cock. You’re not even a man anymore.”

He pulled Ryan’s hair, forcing his head back as he railed him. Ryan came hard within minutes, moaning like a whore as his new cunt clenched around Marcus’s cock.

Marcus didn’t stop.

He flipped Ryan onto his back, pushed his legs wide, and fucked him in missionary so he could watch his face. Every thrust made Ryan’s small tits jiggle and his eyes roll back.

By the time Marcus finally came deep inside him, Ryan had cum twice more — shaking, whimpering, completely broken.

Marcus pulled out and wiped his cock on Ryan’s thigh.

“From now on, whenever I want this pussy, you’re going to give it to me. Understand, sissy?”

Ryan nodded weakly, cum leaking from his used cunt.

“Yes…”

Marcus smirked and patted his cheek.

“Good girl.”

Chapter 11: Marcus Takes Charge

Tyler pulled up outside the apartment complex, heart pounding. He was wearing a loose hoodie over one of his new pink lingerie sets — the sheer babydoll and crotchless panties Emily demanded they wear under normal clothes for “training readiness.”

He texted Ryan:

Tyler: I’m outside. Let’s get this over with.

A minute later, Ryan slipped out the front door, also in baggy clothes, looking just as nervous. They didn’t say much as Tyler started driving toward Emily’s place.

They never made it.

The moment they stopped at a red light two blocks away, the back door of Tyler’s car opened.

Marcus slid into the backseat.

Both Tyler and Ryan froze.

“Drive,” Marcus ordered calmly. “We’re not going to Emily’s tonight.”

Tyler’s hands shook on the wheel. “Marcus… what are you—”

“Drive to the old storage unit lot. Now.”

They obeyed.



The abandoned storage unit lot was dark and empty. Marcus made them park in the back corner, then ordered them both into the backseat with him.

“Strip,” he commanded.

Tyler and Ryan hesitated only a second before obeying. They pulled off their hoodies and sweatpants, revealing matching pink lingerie sets — sheer babydolls, crotchless panties, and thigh-high stockings. Their permanent pussies were already glistening with nervous arousal.

Marcus grinned, unzipping his jeans and pulling out his thick, hard cock.

“Look at you two. Matching sissy sluts. On your knees.”

They knelt on the backseat facing him. Marcus grabbed the back of both their heads and pushed them toward his cock.

“Share it. Like good little cocksuckers.”

Tyler and Ryan leaned in together. Their glossy lips met around the head of Marcus’s cock. They kissed sloppily around it, tongues sliding against each other and the throbbing shaft. Marcus groaned in pleasure as they worked together — licking up and down the sides, taking turns sucking the head, their pink lips brushing constantly.

“That’s it,” Marcus growled, gripping their platinum and brunette hair. “Two former bros sharing my dick. Pathetic.”

He fucked their faces alternately, then made them both suck at the same time again — their mouths stretched wide, tongues swirling around his cock as they drooled and whimpered.

Tyler felt completely broken. The humiliation of sucking cock alongside Ryan while dressed like cheap whores made his new pussy drip down his thighs. Ryan was in the same state — moaning around Marcus’s cock, eyes glassy with shame and arousal.

Marcus finally pulled out and stroked himself rapidly.

“Open your mouths. Tongues out.”

Both sissies obeyed, kneeling side by side with their tongues extended. Marcus came hard, painting their faces and tongues with thick ropes of cum. Some landed on their pink babydolls and exposed breasts.

Marcus leaned back, breathing heavily, looking down at the two cum-covered sissies.

“Good girls,” he said smugly. “Next time I catch you two sneaking off to training, I’m bending you both over and fucking those new pussies raw. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” they whispered together, cum dripping from their chins.

Marcus zipped up and got out of the car.

“Clean yourselves up before you go to Emily. Wouldn’t want her knowing I used her toys first.”

He slammed the door and walked away.

Tyler and Ryan sat there in silence, faces covered in cum, pink lingerie ruined, pussies throbbing with unwanted need.

They were no longer just Emily’s sissies.

Marcus had claimed them too.

Chapter 12: Late and Doomed

Tyler and Ryan sat in the car for almost twenty minutes after Marcus left, too stunned and humiliated to move. Cum was drying on their faces and lingerie. Their pussies were still throbbing and leaking from the rough treatment.

“We’re so fucking late,” Ryan whispered, voice shaky.

Tyler checked the time. It was almost 9:40 PM. Emily had told them to be there at 8.

They drove the rest of the way in terrified silence.

When they finally arrived at Emily’s apartment and knocked, there was no answer. The lights were off.

Tyler’s phone buzzed. A message from Emily:

Emily: You two useless sissies are over an hour late. I had better plans than waiting around for pathetic broken toys.

Emily: There will be a punishment for missing your training appointment. A very public one.

Emily: Tomorrow at 2 PM you will both come to The Veil. You will make a video together warning the rest of your little buddy group. Tell them their time is numbered. Every single one of them is going to end up just like you — with a pretty new pussy and a collar around their neck. Make it convincing. Or the punishment gets worse.

Ryan read the message over Tyler’s shoulder and let out a broken whimper.

“They’re really going to do it,” he whispered. “They’re going to turn all of them…”

Tyler stared at the screen, his new pussy giving a shameful throb at the thought.

The two of them stood there in the hallway — matching pink lingerie ruined with cum, faces sticky, makeup smeared — realizing just how completely they had lost control of their lives.

Tomorrow they would have to record a video condemning their remaining friends to the same fate.

And they both knew they had no choice but to obey.

Chapter 13: The Warning Video

Tyler and Ryan arrived at The Veil the next afternoon exactly on time, both trembling with anxiety. They were dressed in matching tiny pink lingerie sets — sheer babydolls, crotchless panties, and thigh-high stockings — as Emily had demanded.

Emily was waiting for them in the private punishment room, along with Vivienne. On a small table lay two tiny silver devices with wires and remotes.

“Strip,” Emily ordered.

Once they were naked except for their stockings and heels, Emily picked up the devices.

“These are clit shockers,” she explained calmly. “Very sensitive. Very effective. Every time you get close to orgasm, they will deliver a sharp shock. This is your real punishment for being late.”

She personally attached the small electrodes directly to their swollen clits — Tyler first, then Ryan. The devices were snug and impossible to ignore.

“Try not to cum too quickly,” Vivienne said with a cold smile. “The shocks get stronger the more times you trigger them.”

Emily handed them each a script.

“You will now record a video for your remaining friends. Make it convincing. Tell them their time is up. Every single one of them will end up just like you.”



The camera was set up on a tripod.

Tyler and Ryan knelt side by side in front of it, legs spread, hands behind their backs. Emily sat behind the camera with the remote in her hand.

“Begin.”

Tyler started, voice shaky:

“Hey guys… it’s Tyler. And Ryan. We… we got turned into sissies. Permanent pussies and everything. Emily and the Council own us now.”

Ryan continued, tears already forming:

“If you leak any videos of Alexa… or try to fight this… they’ll do the same to all of you. Jake, Chris, Marcus… all of you. It’s too late to run.”

As they spoke, Emily turned on the vibrating function of the devices. Both Tyler and Ryan moaned mid-sentence, their clits buzzing intensely.

They tried to keep reading the script, but the edging quickly became brutal.

Emily kept them right on the edge for nearly twenty minutes. Every time one of them got close to cumming, she pressed the shock button.

ZAP!

Tyler cried out as a sharp jolt hit his clit just as he was about to orgasm. His hips bucked helplessly.

ZAP!

Ryan whimpered loudly as the same thing happened to him seconds later.

They kept trying to finish the video between moans and shocks, their voices breaking:

“Please… just delete everything… don’t make the same mistake we did…”

By the end of the recording, both sissies were sobbing, drooling, and leaking heavily from their pussies. Their clits were red and swollen from the repeated edging and shocks.

Emily finally turned off the devices and smiled.

“Good girls. That video will be sent to the group chat tonight.”

She stood up and looked down at the two broken sissies.

“The shockers stay on until I decide you’ve learned your lesson. No cumming for either of you until I say so. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress…” they whimpered in unison.

Emily leaned down and gently stroked their platinum and brunette hair.

“Welcome to real sissy training, boys.”

Chapter 14: Marcus’s Rules

Marcus watched the video in the group chat with a smirk.

Tyler and Ryan, dressed in matching pink lingerie, tearfully warning the rest of the group that their time was numbered. Their voices cracked as they spoke. The shame on their faces was obvious.

Marcus felt nothing but amusement… and a growing sense of power.

He texted them both privately:

Marcus: Come to my room tonight. Both of you. Don’t make me come find you.



Tyler and Ryan arrived twenty minutes later, clearly terrified.

Marcus was sitting on his bed, legs spread, stroking his hard cock slowly.

“Strip down to your lingerie,” he ordered.

They obeyed, revealing the sheer pink babydolls and crotchless panties Emily made them wear. Their permanent pussies were already glistening with nervous arousal.

Marcus grinned. “Good girls. Now get on the bed. On all fours, side by side.”

He spent the next hour using them roughly.

He fucked Tyler’s pussy first, hard and deep, while Ryan was forced to watch. Then he switched to Ryan, pounding him just as mercilessly. Every time one of them got close to cumming, Marcus would reach down and press the remote on their clit shockers.

ZAP!

Tyler cried out, hips jerking as the shock hit right as he was about to orgasm.

ZAP!

Ryan whimpered pathetically, his new cunt clenching around nothing as the device punished him.

Marcus laughed darkly. “Look at you two. Former bros, now leaking all over my bed like desperate little whores. Every time you try to cum, you get shocked. I love it.”

He made them suck his cock together again, their glossy lips sliding along his shaft while he held the remote. Whenever one of them got too into it and started grinding against the bed, he’d shock them.

By the end, both Tyler and Ryan were sobbing, faces covered in cum, pussies red and swollen from the repeated edging and shocks.

Marcus wasn’t done.

“From now on,” he said, tossing two tiny black mini skirts at them, “you wear these whenever you’re around me. No pants. No hoodies. Mini skirts only. I want easy access to those new pussies. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” they whispered, humiliated.

Marcus smiled, satisfied.

“Good girls. Now crawl over here and thank me properly.”

Tyler and Ryan crawled forward on their hands and knees, mini skirts riding up their asses, and began licking his cock clean together.

Marcus leaned back, hands behind his head, thoroughly enjoying his new position of power.

The fall of the buddy group was accelerating.

And he was loving every second of it.

Chapter 15: Skirts and Consequences

Marcus was waiting for them outside the apartment the next evening.

“New rule,” he said with a cruel smirk. “You two are wearing the mini skirts I gave you. Nothing over them. I want easy access whenever I feel like using those new pussies.”

Tyler and Ryan tried to protest, but Marcus’s glare shut them down quickly. They changed in the car — pulling on the tiny black pleated mini skirts that barely covered the bottom of their asses. The sheer pink lingerie underneath was clearly visible, and their permanent pussies felt completely exposed with every breeze.

They drove to Emily’s place in humiliated silence, the short skirts riding up their thighs the entire way.



Emily opened the door and immediately raised an eyebrow.

“Well, well… what do we have here?”

Tyler and Ryan stood before her in full sissy mode — sheer pink babydolls, thigh-high stockings, clear heels, and the ridiculously short black mini skirts that Marcus had forced them into. Their faces were burning with shame.

Emily smiled, clearly amused. “You two look adorable. So cute and slutty. But those skirts are new. Why are you wearing them today?”

Tyler and Ryan exchanged a nervous glance.

Marcus’s threats echoed in their heads, but Emily’s authority was stronger.

Ryan cracked first.

“Marcus… he’s forcing us,” he admitted quietly. “He caught us the other night. He’s been… using us. He made us wear the skirts so he can have easy access.”

Tyler nodded, voice trembling. “He said if we don’t, he’ll make it worse.”

Emily’s expression shifted from amusement to sharp interest. She looked at them for a long moment, then pulled out her phone and sent a quick text.



Thirty minutes later, Darius walked into the room.

He took one look at Tyler and Ryan in their tiny skirts and smiled coldly.

“Marcus, huh?” he said. “Interesting.”

He didn’t say anything else. He simply nodded at Emily and left.



Later That Night

Marcus was leaving the gym when two large men stepped out of a black SUV and blocked his path.

“Darius wants to see you,” one of them said.

Marcus didn’t even have time to run.



The next morning, Tyler and Ryan received a video from Emily.

It showed Marcus strapped to the familiar chaise at The Veil, naked and terrified, as Vivienne prepared the permanent pussy prosthetics.

Marcus looked straight into the camera, voice shaking:

“Tyler… Ryan… I’m sorry. I fucked up. Tell the others… it’s too late. They’re coming for all of us.”

Vivienne smiled behind him as she began the procedure.

“Welcome to the sisterhood, Marcus.”



Tyler and Ryan stared at the video in silence, knowing their numbers were shrinking fast.

The buddy group was falling apart.

One by one.

Chapter 16: The First Touch

Marcus was still dazed from the anesthesia when Vivienne unstrapped him from the chaise.

His body felt… wrong. Heavy in the chest. Smooth everywhere. And between his legs — a deep, aching warmth he couldn’t quite place.

“Easy now,” Vivienne said calmly. “Stand up slowly.”

Marcus swung his legs over the side of the chaise and stood on shaky legs. The sheer pink babydoll Emily had dressed him in brushed against his skin. His chest felt swollen and sensitive. But none of that mattered compared to what he felt — or rather, didn’t feel — between his thighs.

His hand shot down instinctively.

He grabbed.

Instead of his familiar cock and balls, his fingers found soft, puffy, warm flesh. Two plump outer lips. A swollen, sensitive nub at the top. A slick, needy entrance below.

Marcus’s eyes widened in horror.

“No… no, no, no—”

He rubbed frantically, searching for any trace of his old manhood. His fingers slid between the realistic lips, brushing his new clit. A lightning bolt of pleasure shot through him so strong his knees buckled.

“Ahh—fuck!”

He couldn’t stop.

His fingers moved faster, rubbing his swollen clit in desperate circles. His other hand joined, spreading his new pussy lips open as he pushed two fingers inside the wet, velvety channel.

It felt incredible.

Better than anything he’d ever felt as a man.

“Oh god… where is it?” he whimpered, voice cracking. “Where’s my dick?! What did you do to my fucking dick?!”

Tears streamed down his face as he frantically fingered himself in front of Emily and the camera. His hips bucked shamelessly against his own hand. The wet, obscene sounds of his fingers plunging in and out of his dripping pussy filled the room.

Emily watched with a satisfied smile, arms crossed.

“Such a desperate little sissy already,” she purred. “Look at you. Crying about your lost cock while you fuck your new cunt like a whore.”

Marcus sobbed loudly, but his fingers didn’t stop. He rubbed his clit harder, curling his fingers inside himself, chasing the overwhelming pleasure.

“I had a dick…” he cried, voice breaking. “I used to have a dick… now I’m just a pathetic sissy with a pussy… oh fuck, it feels so good—”

His legs shook violently as the first powerful orgasm crashed through him. His new pussy clenched hard around his fingers, gushing wetly down his thighs as he moaned like a broken slut. The pleasure was so intense it made his vision blur.

He kept going.

Even as he cried, even as he mourned the loss of his manhood, he couldn’t stop rubbing his new clit. Another orgasm followed quickly, then a third — each one more humiliating than the last.

Vivienne kept the camera rolling the entire time.

Emily stepped closer and gently stroked Marcus’s tear-streaked cheek.

“Welcome to your new life, sissy. That little clit is all you’ll ever need now.”

Marcus collapsed to his knees, fingers still buried in his dripping pussy, sobbing and whimpering as another weak orgasm rolled through him.

He was broken.

And the worst part was… he already wanted more.

Chapter 18: Sissy Sisters

Marcus was still shaking, curled up on the floor with his fingers buried between his new puffy pussy lips, when Tyler and Ryan were brought into the room by Emily’s assistant.

The two sissies froze for a moment at the sight — another one of their old friends, broken and desperately masturbating his fresh cunt while crying.

Tyler moved first.

He knelt beside Marcus and gently pulled his hand away from his dripping pussy.

“Hey… Marcus,” Tyler said softly, voice full of understanding. “We know exactly what you’re feeling right now. That first day… it’s overwhelming.”

Ryan knelt on Marcus’s other side and wrapped an arm around his shoulders.

“It’s okay to cry,” Ryan whispered. “We both did. The sensitivity… it never really goes away. But you’re not alone anymore.”

Marcus looked up at them with tear-streaked eyes, his new clit still visibly throbbing.

“I had a dick…” he whimpered. “Now I’m just… this pathetic, horny thing.”

Emily watched from the doorway with a pleased smile.

“Clean him up, girls. Give your new sister a bath. Help him adjust.”



The large marble bathtub was luxurious and deep.

Tyler and Ryan helped Marcus into the warm water, then climbed in with him. At first they were gentle — soaping his smooth skin, washing his new heavy breasts, carefully cleaning around his hypersensitive pussy.

But the sensitivity was too much for all three of them.

Every brush of fingers against Marcus’s new clit made him moan. Ryan’s hand lingered too long, and soon Marcus was grinding against it. Tyler leaned in and kissed Marcus softly at first, then deeper. Ryan joined, and within minutes the gentle bath had turned into a full sissy sex party.

They made out sloppily in the water, tongues sliding together. Hands roamed everywhere — squeezing breasts, rubbing clits, fingering dripping pussies. Tyler sat on the edge of the tub while Ryan and Marcus took turns licking his cunt. Then Marcus was bent over the side as Tyler fucked him with two fingers and Ryan sucked on his clit.

All three of them were incredibly horny and sensitive from their permanent prosthetics. They came again and again — loud, shaking, feminine orgasms that echoed through the bathroom. Marcus came the hardest, sobbing with pleasure as his new pussy clenched around Tyler’s fingers while Ryan sucked his clit.

Emily watched the entire scene from the doorway, slowly touching herself, clearly delighted by how quickly the three former friends had turned into a writhing pile of desperate sissies.

When they finally collapsed in the warm water, exhausted and tangled together, Emily spoke softly.

“Look at my three pretty girls… bonding so beautifully. This is exactly what I wanted.”

Marcus lay between Tyler and Ryan, breathing hard, tears still on his cheeks but his new pussy satisfied for the moment.

He wasn’t alone in his fall anymore.

And somehow, that made it feel just a little less terrifying.

Chapter 19: The Surprise

Emily watched the three exhausted sissies in the bathtub for a long moment, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“You’ve all had a very long day,” she said softly. “I think you should stay the night. All three of you.”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus looked up at her with a mix of relief and dread.

Emily stood and gestured toward the large guest bedroom.

“Go clean yourselves up properly. Then come to the bedroom. I have new outfits for my pretty girls.”



Fifteen minutes later, the three sissies stood naked and freshly showered in Emily’s bedroom.

Emily laid out three matching sets on the bed — the sluttiest, most girly lingerie they had ever seen.

Hot pink satin babydolls with white lace trim, extremely short hems that barely covered their asses, built-in garter belts, and crotchless panties with little heart-shaped cutouts right over their pussies. The tops had tiny bows between the breasts and were nearly see-through.

“Put them on,” Emily ordered.

They obeyed in silence. The satin felt cool and luxurious against their smooth skin. The short babydolls made their heavy breasts look even bigger, and the crotchless design left their permanent pussies completely exposed and framed obscenely.

Emily walked around them, adjusting straps and smoothing fabric.

“You all look so cute,” she cooed, clearly delighted. “My three matching sissy sisters. Perfect.”

She kissed each of them on the forehead.

“You have a very big day tomorrow. I’m so excited for the surprise I have planned for you.”

Tyler’s stomach twisted. “What… what kind of surprise, Mistress?”

Emily just smiled sweetly and tapped his nose.

“If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it? Now get some rest. You’re going to need your energy.”

She turned off the main lights, leaving only a soft pink nightlight, and left the room, locking the door behind her.



The three sissies lay together in the large bed, still in their slutty pink lingerie.

None of them could sleep.

They whispered in the dark, voices full of anxiety.

“What do you think she’s planning?” Ryan asked, voice trembling.

“Whatever it is, it’s going to be bad,” Tyler muttered. “Emily’s surprises are never good for us.”

Marcus curled up tighter, hugging one of the satin pillows. “She looked way too happy… I don’t like it.”

They spent the entire night worrying — imagining public humiliations, more surgeries, being shown to their remaining friends, or worse. Every time one of them shifted, their sensitive pussies rubbed against the satin sheets or each other, keeping them in a constant state of low-level arousal despite their fear.

By the time the sun rose, all three were exhausted, horny, and terrified of what the “big surprise” would be.

Emily had them exactly where she wanted them.

Chapter 20: The Fashion Show

The “big surprise” was revealed the next morning.

Emily woke them up early, excited and energetic.

“Today is a very special day, girls. You three are going to be the lead models for a brand-new sissy fashion line I’ve been working on with Vivienne. ‘Broken Bros’ — lingerie and outfits designed specifically for former straight boys who have been properly turned into obedient sissies.”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus stared at her in horror.



The venue was a private, high-end event space attached to The Veil. The audience was a carefully selected mix — wealthy clients, members of the Council’s inner circle, and several dominant women who enjoyed collecting sissies.

A large screen was set up on stage.

When the lights dimmed, Emily stepped out as the presenter.

“Today we showcase our latest collection. But first… let’s meet our models and see how far they’ve come.”

The screen lit up with before and after photos.

Tyler — before: cocky gym selfie, shirtless with abs.

After: on his knees in pink lingerie, legs spread, showing off his permanent pussy.

Ryan — before: smiling at a party with a beer.

After: face down, ass up, getting fucked during his breaking-in.

Marcus — before: confident group photo with the boys.

After: the video of him desperately masturbating his new pussy right after transformation, crying about losing his dick.

The audience murmured with amusement and approval.

Then the three sissies were brought out.

They wore the new “Broken Bros” line — extremely slutty, coordinated outfits:

​●​       Sheer white micro babydolls with “Former Bro” written across the chest in pink glitter

​●​       Matching crotchless panties

​●​       Tall clear heels

​●​       Full makeup and platinum/blonde/brunette wigs

They had to walk the runway one by one, pose, turn, and show off the lingerie.

The humiliation was crushing.

Every step made their sensitive pussies rub together. The audience could see everything — their exposed cunts, their heavy breasts, their faces burning with shame.

Halfway through Tyler’s walk, the overwhelming embarrassment hit him like a wave. He suddenly orgasmed on stage — knees buckling slightly as his pussy clenched and leaked down his thighs. The audience clapped and cheered.

Ryan came during his pose when the screen showed a close-up of him getting fucked by Marcus.

Marcus broke during the final group pose when the screen played the audio of him crying “Where’s my dick?!” while frantically rubbing his new clit.

All three of them had multiple involuntary orgasms during the show, their pussies visibly dripping as they tried to maintain their poses.

The audience loved it.

Emily beamed from the side of the stage.

“These three used to be arrogant straight boys. Now look at them — leaking, orgasming from pure humiliation, and modeling sissy lingerie for your enjoyment. This is what the ‘Broken Bros’ line is all about.”

The crowd applauded loudly.

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus stood on stage, trembling, cum and pussy juice running down their thighs, completely exposed in every way possible.

Their old lives were no longer just fading.

They were being publicly paraded and destroyed for entertainment.

Chapter 21: Constant Fear

The fashion show had been a private, invitation-only event.

That was the only thing keeping Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus from completely losing their minds.

They were almost certain no one who knew them from their old lives had been in the audience. The Council was careful about that. But the photos. The videos. The professional shots of them in full sissy lingerie, orgasming on stage, faces clearly visible in some of the wider shots.

Those existed now.

And they could get out.



The next few days were pure psychological torture.

At work, all three of them moved like ghosts — heads down, voices quiet, trying desperately to act normal while wearing their required lingerie underneath their baggy “guy clothes.”

Tyler sat through team meetings clenching his thighs together, terrified that if he shifted wrong, someone would hear the faint rustle of his sheer pink babydoll or notice the way he sometimes squirmed when his sensitive pussy lips rubbed together. Every time his boss called his name, he flinched, convinced this was the moment someone had seen the footage.

Ryan became paranoid about his phone. He checked the group chat obsessively, terrified someone would share the photos. He started wearing compression shorts under his work pants just to hide the outline of his garter belt and to keep his leaking pussy from soaking through.

Marcus, who had always been the loudest and most confident of the group, barely spoke anymore. He worked from home as much as possible, jumping at every notification. When he did have to go into the office, he wore the baggiest hoodies he owned and constantly tugged at his clothes, terrified a flash of pink lingerie or stocking top might show if he bent over.

All three of them lived in a state of constant, low-level panic.

Every notification on their phones made their new pussies clench with fear. Every time a coworker laughed too loudly, they assumed it was about them. Every mirror reflection reminded them of what they now were underneath their normal clothes.

At night, they would text each other in a private group chat:

Tyler: Anyone see anything today?

Ryan: No… but I swear my boss looked at me weird when I stood up.

Marcus: I almost had a panic attack in the elevator. I think someone could see my bra strap.

The fear never left them.

Even when they were alone, the lingerie Emily forced them to wear under their clothes kept them constantly aware of their new bodies. The soft lace rubbing against their pussies. The garter straps tugging gently. The way their heavy breasts pressed against the cups of their bras.

They were slowly sinking.

Not just into submission.

Into paranoia.

And they all knew it was only a matter of time before someone from their old lives saw the photos… or worse — before the Council decided it was time to stop hiding.

Chapter 22: Shared Relief and Growing Debt

The only upside — if it could even be called that — was how insanely horny they all were.

The permanent pussies made sure of it. Constant sensitivity. Constant wetness. Constant need.

Whenever the fear and shame became too overwhelming, they turned to each other for relief.

It started small.

One night after a particularly stressful day, Tyler showed up at Ryan’s apartment. They didn’t even speak. They just stripped down to their lingerie and desperately 69’d on Ryan’s bed, licking and fingering each other’s dripping cunts until they both came hard.

Marcus joined them two nights later.

The three of them ended up in Tyler’s room, a tangled mess of pink lingerie, moaning and whimpering as they took turns riding each other’s faces and fucking each other with fingers and toys. They couldn’t resist. The relief was the only thing that made the constant terror bearable.

They became each other’s secret outlet — sneaking into each other’s rooms, locking the door, and frantically helping one another cum whenever the pressure got too high.

But Emily made sure the shame never let up.

She started sending them shopping lists almost daily:

“Buy three new babydolls.”

“Get the expensive perfume set.”

“Order the full maid outfit collection.”

“You need better heels. Something taller.”

She monitored their spending. If they tried to cut back, she would threaten to send more videos to their remaining friends or make their next punishment even worse.

Tyler was now over $14,000 in debt.

Ryan was closing in on $12,000.

Marcus had maxed out two credit cards in under three weeks.

They all knew they were spiraling financially. They talked about it in hushed voices during their secret meetups, but none of them could stop. The combination of Emily’s commands and their own uncontrollable horniness kept them buying more and more slutty things.

The lingerie felt too good against their sensitive pussies.

The heels made their asses look too fuckable.

The perfume made them feel like the pathetic sissy sluts they were becoming.

Every new purchase made them wetter.

Every new debt made them more desperate.

And every desperate night they spent helping each other cum only deepened their addiction to this new, humiliating life.

They were no longer just falling.

They were drowning in pink satin, debt, and their own uncontrollable lust.

Chapter 23: The Breaking Point

The debt had become unbearable.

Tyler stared at his latest credit card statement with tears in his eyes. $19,400. Ryan was at $17,200. Marcus had just hit $21,000 after Emily demanded he buy an entire new wardrobe of “proper sissy evening wear.”

They couldn’t keep this up.

That evening, all three of them showed up at Emily’s apartment together — still in their required mini skirts and lingerie underneath — and dropped to their knees in front of her.

“Please, Mistress,” Tyler begged, voice shaking. “We can’t do this anymore. The shopping… we’re drowning in debt. We’re going to lose everything if this keeps going.”

Ryan nodded desperately. “I’m behind on rent. I had to borrow money from my parents. This has to stop.”

Marcus, voice cracking, added, “We’ll do anything else. Just please stop making us buy more lingerie and toys every day.”

Emily looked down at the three kneeling sissies with a mix of amusement and disappointment.

She tilted her head, smiling sweetly.

“Oh girls… that’s such a poor people mindset.” She gave them a deliberate wink. “You’re thinking like broke boys, not proper sissies. The problem isn’t that you’re spending too much. The problem is that you’re not making enough.”

She walked around them slowly, heels clicking on the hardwood floor.

“If you want to keep buying pretty things — and you do want to keep buying pretty things, don’t you? — then you need to earn more money. Simple as that.”

Emily stopped in front of them and tapped her chin thoughtfully.

“You have two very good options. One: Start an OnlyFans account together. ‘Broken Bros’ has a nice ring to it. I’m sure your fans would love watching you three fuck each other in all the expensive lingerie you keep buying.”

She smiled wider.

“Or two: Work at the new sissy strip club behind Alexa’s Glow. You can dance, give lap dances, and offer private VIP services. The tips are excellent… and you’ll get to wear even sluttier outfits every night.”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus stared up at her in horror.

Emily crouched down so she was eye-level with them.

“Either way, you’ll be making money like proper sissy whores should. And then you can keep spoiling those greedy little pussies with all the pretty things they deserve.”

She stood up and clapped her hands once.

“You have until the end of the week to decide. But know this — if you choose neither, I’ll simply increase your daily shopping requirements. After all, good sissies need to stay motivated.”

The three of them knelt there in silence, mini skirts riding up their asses, pussies throbbing with fear and unwanted arousal.

They were trapped.

And Emily had just handed them the shovel to dig their own financial graves even deeper.

Chapter 24: No Escape

The three of them met in Tyler’s room late that night, still wearing the slutty mini skirts Marcus had forced on them earlier. The pink lingerie underneath felt like a constant reminder of how deep they had fallen.

For a long time, they just sat there in silence.

Then Marcus finally spoke, voice low.

“We should run.”

Tyler and Ryan looked at him.

“Like… leave town?” Ryan whispered. “Start over somewhere else?”

Marcus nodded. “Anywhere. Change our names. Get new jobs. Just… disappear before Emily turns us into full-time strippers or porn stars.”

The idea hung in the air for a moment — tempting, desperate.

But Tyler shook his head slowly.

“She has everything,” he said quietly. “All the photos. All the videos. The gangbang. The training sessions. The way we begged and came like sluts. If we run, she’ll release it all. Our families, our coworkers, everyone we know… they’ll see us like this.”

Ryan swallowed hard. “And Darius… he found Marcus in like two days. You really think he couldn’t find us if we ran?”

Marcus stared at the floor, defeated. “No. He’d find us.”

The silence returned, heavier this time.

Tyler finally spoke again.

“So… we have to choose. OnlyFans or the strip club.”

They debated for over an hour.

The strip club meant performing live. Being seen in person. Risking someone from their old lives walking in one night. Tips might be good, but the exposure was immediate and terrifying.

OnlyFans felt… safer. More controlled. They could film in private. Maybe hide their faces at first. Grow the account slowly. It would probably take longer for anyone from their normal lives to stumble across it.

“No one knows anything yet,” Ryan said quietly. “They just think we’ve been acting weird. Distant. If we do OnlyFans, we might buy ourselves more time.”

Marcus nodded reluctantly. “Yeah… OnlyFans. At least we can control it a little more.”

Tyler let out a long, defeated breath.

“OnlyFans it is.”

None of them felt good about the decision.

But it felt like the slightly less catastrophic option.

Tyler picked up his phone and texted Emily:

Tyler: We’ll do the OnlyFans.

Emily replied almost instantly with a heart emoji and a single line:

Emily: Smart girls. We start filming tomorrow. Wear your sluttiest outfits. The Council is very excited to see your debut.

The three sissies sat in silence, mini skirts riding up their thighs, permanent pussies already getting wet with fear and reluctant arousal.

There was no running.

There was only sinking deeper.

Chapter 25: The Debut Video

Emily called them to her apartment the next evening with clear instructions: “Full sissy mode. Bring your favorite dildos.”

When Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus arrived, they were dressed in their sluttiest matching pink lingerie sets. Emily greeted them with a pleased smile.

“I’ve decided to be your manager for the OnlyFans channel,” she announced. “Obviously I’ll be taking a very generous cut of the profits — 60%. After all, I made you what you are. The rest you can use to keep buying pretty things for those greedy little pussies.”

None of them dared to argue.

Emily had already set up the professional lighting and multiple cameras in the living room. Three sturdy suction-cup dildos were mounted on the floor in front of a large mirror.

“Tonight you’re filming your debut video,” she said. “Introduce yourselves. Tell your story. How you went from arrogant straight boys to pathetic, cock-hungry sissies with permanent pussies. And you’ll do it while riding those dildos. I want you cumming while you confess everything.”



The three sissies knelt in front of the cameras, straddling the thick dildos.

On Emily’s signal, they lowered themselves onto the toys simultaneously.

All three moaned loudly as the thick shafts stretched their sensitive new pussies. They started riding slowly at first, hips rolling as they faced the camera.

Tyler spoke first, voice breathy and broken:

“H-Hi… I’m Tyler… or I guess I’m just a sissy now. I used to be one of the guys… cocky, straight… Then Darius and Vivienne turned me into this. I have a real pussy now… made from my own balls…”

He gasped as the dildo hit a sensitive spot, his heavy breasts bouncing in the sheer babydoll. His pace quickened.

Ryan was next, already whimpering:

“I’m Ryan… I didn’t think it could happen to me… but now I have this needy cunt… I can’t stop touching it… I cum so easily now…”

Marcus was struggling the most, tears already forming as he rode his dildo harder.

“I’m Marcus… I used to fuck girls like this… now I’m the one getting fucked… I lost my dick… I have a pussy and I can’t stop cumming…”

Emily walked behind them, controlling the pace with a remote that made the dildos vibrate and thrust upward.

The three sissies lost control quickly.

Tyler came first — crying out as his pussy clenched hard around the dildo, juices dripping down the shaft. He kept riding through it, confessing more of his shame.

Ryan followed, moaning loudly as he orgasmed, his body shaking while he admitted how much he loved getting fucked by his former friends.

Marcus came twice in quick succession, sobbing with humiliation as he described how Marcus had dominated him and how good it felt to be used.

The video went on for nearly forty minutes. All three of them came multiple times while telling their full stories — the transformation, the training, the gangbangs, the debt, the constant horniness. Their confessions were interrupted by moans, orgasms, and desperate riding as the dildos continued their relentless work.

By the end, all three were a sweaty, cum-soaked mess — pussies red and puffy, lingerie ruined, makeup running down their faces.

Emily turned off the cameras with a satisfied smile.

“Perfect. This will be our launch video. ‘Broken Bros: How We Became Sissy Sluts.’”

She looked down at the three exhausted, leaking sissies.

“Welcome to your new careers, girls. The money you earn will go right back into buying even sluttier outfits for your next videos.”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus could only whimper in response, knowing they had just taken another irreversible step into complete submission.

Chapter 26: Unexpected Audience

Alexa had stopped by Emily’s apartment to drop off some new lingerie samples for the club when she heard the moans.

Curious, she quietly opened the door to the living room and froze.

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus were in the middle of filming their next OnlyFans video.

All three were completely naked except for matching pink collars and thigh-high stockings. They were arranged in a triangle on the floor — each one lying on their back with their head between another’s legs, desperately licking and sucking each other’s permanent pussies in a lewd, wet daisy chain. Their faces were shiny with juices, heavy breasts heaving, hips grinding shamelessly against each other’s mouths.

The camera was set up on a tripod, capturing every humiliating detail.

Alexa stood in the doorway, eyes wide.

For a moment, genuine concern flashed across her face. These were guys she had known for years. But that feeling lasted only a few seconds before something darker and much more satisfying replaced it.

They deserved this.

After everything they had done to her — the gangbang, the blackmail, the way they had used her body like a toy — seeing them reduced to desperate, moaning sissy sluts eating each other out felt… right.

Tyler noticed her first. He pulled his mouth away from Ryan’s pussy, lips glistening, eyes wide with panic and shame.

“A-Alexa…” he whimpered.

The other two stopped and looked up, faces flushed and terrified.

Alexa stepped further into the room, closing the door behind her. She was wearing a sleek black dress that hugged her new DD breasts and showed off her curves.

“Don’t stop on my account,” she said coolly.

The three sissies hesitated only a second before continuing, clearly hoping their obedience might earn them some mercy. They licked and sucked each other with renewed desperation, moaning loudly while stealing glances at her.

Marcus, voice muffled between Ryan’s thighs, whimpered, “Please… Alexa… we’re sorry… we’ll do anything…”

Tyler pulled away again, breathing hard. “We know what we did to you was wrong… Please… tell Emily to go easier on us…”

Alexa slowly walked closer until she was standing over them. She lifted the hem of her dress, revealing her bare, realistic pussy.

Without a word, Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus crawled toward her like eager pets. They didn’t need to be told twice.

All three of them began worshipping her at once.

Tyler buried his face between her legs, licking deep into her pussy with long, desperate strokes. Ryan sucked on her clit while Marcus kissed and licked her inner thighs, occasionally sucking on her swollen lips.

Alexa let out a soft moan, one hand resting on Tyler’s head as she enjoyed the feeling of three former bullies eagerly eating her out.

They worked together desperately — tongues sliding over her clit, fingers gently spreading her lips, mouths worshipping every inch of her superior pussy. They were clearly hoping their submission would earn them forgiveness or lighter punishments.

Alexa closed her eyes and enjoyed it, hips slowly grinding against their faces. She came once, then again, soaking Tyler’s tongue while the others whimpered and continued licking.

When she finally stepped back, all three sissies looked up at her with hopeful, cum-smeared faces.

“Please…” Ryan whispered. “Tell Emily we’re sorry…”

Alexa looked down at them for a long moment, adjusting her dress.

“I enjoyed that,” she said honestly. “But I’m not going to help you. You three did this to yourselves… and to me. Now you get to live with it.”

She turned and walked toward the door, leaving the three broken sissies kneeling on the floor, faces wet with her juices, eyes filled with despair.

Alexa felt a deep, satisfying sense of closure.

She didn’t owe them mercy.

Not after what they had put her through.

Chapter 27: The Cycle Continues (Final Chapter)

Tyler’s phone lit up at 2:47 AM.

Emily: All three of you. My place. Now. Don’t make me wait.

No explanation. No time to prepare.

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus threw on their required mini skirts and sheer lingerie underneath hoodies and rushed out into the night. They drove in silence, hearts pounding, knowing Emily’s middle-of-the-night summons never meant anything good.

When they arrived at Emily’s apartment, the door was already open.

They stepped inside and froze.

Darius was there, dragging a struggling, half-conscious Jake into the living room. Jake — another one of their old college buddies — looked terrified and confused, still in his gym clothes.

“No… what the fuck is this?!” Jake shouted, trying to pull away.

Darius easily overpowered him and shoved him toward the familiar chaise in the center of the room.

Emily stood waiting with Vivienne, both looking pleased.

“Perfect timing,” Emily said. “Strip him.”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus hesitated only a second before obeying. They helped Darius strip Jake down until he was completely naked, then strapped him to the chaise.

Jake’s eyes were wide with panic as he recognized them.

“Tyler? Ryan? Marcus? What the hell is going on? Why are you dressed like that?!”

None of them answered.

Emily handed each of them a small vibrating wand.

“You three are going to edge him,” she said calmly. “For as long as I say. Make him desperate. Make him beg. Show him what his future looks like.”

For the next three brutal hours, they edged Jake mercilessly.

Tyler worked his cock while Ryan sucked on his balls. Marcus teased his nipples and whispered taunting descriptions of what it felt like to have a permanent pussy. Every time Jake got close to cumming, they pulled back, leaving him whimpering and thrusting into the air.

Jake broke quickly.

“Please… I’ll do anything… just let me cum…”

By the end, he was sobbing, hips desperately humping the air, begging them to finish him.

Emily finally nodded.

“Enough. Vivienne — he’s ready.”



Vivienne stepped forward with the familiar silver case containing the permanent pussy prosthetics.

Jake’s eyes widened in horror as he realized what was about to happen.

“No… no, please! Not that! I’ll do anything—!”

Tyler, Ryan, and Marcus were forced to help hold him down as Vivienne began the procedure.

They watched in silence as their last remaining friend was transformed — just like they had been.

As Vivienne started reshaping Jake’s scrotum into new, puffy pussy lips, Emily looked at her three broken sissies with a satisfied smile.

“See? The cycle continues.”

The three of them stood there in their slutty mini skirts, knowing there was no escape.

One by one, their entire friend group had fallen.

And soon, there would be no one left.
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