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Chapter 1: The Report

Professor Lang stood frozen in the doorway of Riley’s office.

The scene before him was unmistakable: Noah Thompson on all fours in sheer black lingerie, a short pink skirt flipped up over his ass, getting fucked by his roommate Tyler while eagerly eating out the Teaching Assistant Riley. The pink jeweled plug was clearly visible, and Noah’s face was flushed with shame and pleasure.

For a long, terrible second, no one moved.

Professor Lang’s expression shifted from shock to cold understanding. He slowly closed the door behind him.

“Well,” he said calmly, voice low. “This is quite the study session.”

Noah’s blood ran cold. He tried to pull away, but Tyler and Riley held him in place, equally stunned.

Professor Lang took out his phone and snapped a quick photo before anyone could react.

“I’ll be reporting this to the Sissy Enforcement Office immediately,” he said. “Consistent feminine presentation, sexual acts in university property, clear sissy behavior… You’ve just made yourself a prime candidate for registration, Mr. Thompson.”

He turned and left without another word.



The next few days were pure torture for Noah.

He waited anxiously for something to happen — a letter, a phone call, a summons. Every notification on his phone made his heart race. He barely slept, constantly checking the Sissy Registration portal for any updates on his status.

But… nothing happened.

No email. No official notice. No enforcement officers showed up at his dorm.

Sophie tried to reassure him. “Maybe he was bluffing? Or maybe the report just takes time?”

Tyler and Riley were nervous too, but life continued strangely normally. Noah went to classes. He still wore the plug and lingerie under his clothes as Sophie demanded. He still serviced Tyler and Riley when they wanted.

But the anxiety never left him.

Every time he saw Professor Lang in the hallway, the older man gave him a long, knowing look. It felt like a predator watching prey — waiting for the right moment to strike.

At night, Noah lay awake staring at the ceiling, the weight of the plug a constant reminder.

They’re going to register me, he thought. They’re going to force me to become a real sissy. Owned. Collared. Public.

The fear was overwhelming.

He was no longer just playing with fire.

He was standing in the middle of the blaze, waiting for it to consume him.



Chapter 2: Sophie’s Thrill

The anxiety was eating Noah alive.

Every day that passed without an official notice felt like borrowed time. He jumped at every notification on his phone. He scanned the Sissy Registration portal obsessively. He barely slept, imagining enforcement officers showing up at his dorm to drag him away for processing.

Sophie, on the other hand, was thriving.

She loved seeing him like this — nervous, jumpy, and vulnerable. It gave her even more power, and she used it.

One evening, while Noah was on his knees in her room wearing the pink maid outfit, Sophie sat on the edge of her bed, gently stroking his platinum blonde hair as he sucked on a dildo she’d bought him.

“You know,” she said sweetly, voice dripping with excitement, “once you get registered, everything will be so much easier. No more worrying about hiding. You’ll have an official owner who can sign all your papers. You’ll look so much cuter as a proper registered sissy — all done up in pretty outfits, collared, maybe even with bigger breasts one day…”

Noah whimpered around the dildo, his face burning with shame. The words only made him leak more into his panties.

Sophie smiled wider, clearly getting off on his fear.

“I can already picture it,” she continued, pushing the dildo deeper into his mouth. “You in a tiny dress, walking around campus with your owner’s tag on your collar. Everyone will know exactly what you are. No more pretending to be a boy. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

She pulled the dildo out so she could hear his answer.

Noah’s voice was small and shaky. “Sophie… please. I don’t want to be registered.”

She tilted her head, pretending to be sympathetic, but her eyes sparkled with delight.

“Aww, but you’re already so close, baby. The professor saw you. The TA knows. Tyler knows. It’s only a matter of time. And when it happens… I’ll be right there to help you become the prettiest registered sissy on campus.”

She pushed the dildo back into his mouth and leaned back, enjoying the view.

“Keep sucking, pretty girl. Practice makes perfect. You’re going to need to be really good when they assign you an owner.”

Noah’s mind spun with terror and unwanted arousal as he obeyed.

Sophie was no longer just his friend.

She was actively excited about him losing his freedom.

And the worst part was how powerless he felt to stop her.

Chapter 3: Loophole Hunt

Noah couldn’t take the waiting anymore.

The anxiety of not knowing when — or if — the registration notice would come was driving him insane. After another sleepless night, he decided to take action. He reached out to a couple of law students he knew from campus — Mia and Jordan, both in their second year of law school and known for being sharp and discreet.

He met them in a quiet corner of the library, voice low.

“I need help,” he whispered. “The new Sissy Ownership Act… is there any loophole? Any way to avoid registration if someone reports you?”

Mia and Jordan exchanged a look. They asked a few careful questions. Noah, desperate, gave them more details than he should have — the professor walking in, the TA, Tyler, the lingerie, the plug.

By the end of the conversation, both law students were leaning in with clear interest.

“We can look into it,” Jordan said slowly. “But we’ll need to see the full picture. If we’re going to help you fight this, we need to understand exactly what kind of ‘presentation’ you’re doing.”

Mia smiled. “Bring an outfit. Show us how you dress when you’re… being a sissy. Privately, of course. Then we’ll dig through the law for loopholes.”

Noah’s stomach dropped. He knew it was a terrible idea. But the fear of official registration was stronger.



Two nights later, in a private study room they had reserved, Noah showed up with a bag.

He changed in the small bathroom and came out wearing the pink babydoll, the short pleated pink skirt, thigh-high stockings, and the jeweled plug still inside him.

Mia and Jordan stared, clearly fascinated.

“Wow,” Mia breathed. “You actually look really cute.”

They made him pose, turn around, and even bend over slightly so they could see the plug. Noah’s face was burning with humiliation the entire time. His cock strained against the tiny thong as they examined him like a specimen.

Jordan took a few photos “for reference only” while promising to keep everything confidential.

“We’ll start researching tonight,” Mia said, eyes still roaming over him. “Come back in a few days and we’ll see what we’ve found. Keep dressing like this when you visit us. It helps us… understand the context better.”

Noah left the study room feeling sick.

He had just shown two more people his secret.

And instead of finding a way out, he had only dug the hole deeper.

Sophie was thrilled when he told her later that night.

“See?” she said, stroking his hair. “Even when you try to fight it, you end up showing more people what a pretty sissy you are. This is perfect.”

Noah didn’t argue.

He was starting to realize that every attempt to save himself only pulled him further in.

Chapter 4: Research

Noah couldn’t stop himself.

After the humiliating meeting with the law students, the anxiety gnawed at him constantly. That night, while Tyler was supposedly at a late practice, Noah locked the door, put on the pink babydoll and boyshorts, and stuck the dildo to the floor.

He told himself he was just doing research. Preparing. Trying to understand what might happen if he got registered.

He lowered himself onto the dildo with a soft moan, the familiar stretch filling him. Then he opened his laptop and started searching.

“Sissy registration process”

“What happens after sissy registration”

“Daily life as a registered sissy”

The results were overwhelming.

Articles, official government pages, and forums showed photos and testimonials. Registered sissies were required to wear visible identifiers — collars, tags, or special badges. Many were expected to present femininely at all times. Some owners made their sissies wear chastity permanently. Others required public leashing or service at events.

One testimonial from a registered sissy read:

“After registration, I finally felt free. No more pretending. My owner decides everything now — what I wear, who I serve, how I live. It’s peaceful.”

Noah’s hips started moving on their own. He rode the dildo slowly at first, then faster, eyes glued to the screen. The combination of the fullness inside him and the detailed descriptions of permanent ownership made his caged cock leak heavily into the lace boyshorts.

He read about mandatory hormone therapy options, public service requirements, and how registered sissies often became “community assets” for events.

His breathing grew ragged. The plug pressed perfectly against his prostate with every bounce. The images of collared, obedient sissies burned into his mind.

He came hard.

A weak, hands-free orgasm ripped through him as he read about a sissy describing how good it felt to be fully owned. Thin spurts soaked the front of his boyshorts while he whimpered pathetically, still riding the dildo.

He was still panting, coming down from the orgasm, when the door opened.

Tyler walked in.

He took one look at Noah — dressed in pink lingerie, plugged, riding a dildo, covered in his own cum — and grinned.

“Damn. Couldn’t even wait for me?”

Tyler didn’t hesitate. He dropped his bag, pulled out his already-hard cock, and moved behind Noah.

“Keep riding,” he ordered.

Noah moaned as Tyler pushed into him alongside the dildo, stretching him even more. Tyler fucked him hard from behind, gripping his hips and using the babydoll like handles.

“You’re such a fucking slut now,” Tyler groaned. “Researching how to be a registered sissy while riding dick? Pathetic.”

Noah could only whimper and take it, his body still sensitive from his own orgasm.

Tyler finished deep inside him, then pulled out and made Noah clean him with his mouth.

As Noah knelt there afterward, leaking from both ends, the reality sank in deeper.

He wasn’t just researching anymore.

He was preparing for a future he was terrified of… but couldn’t seem to stop moving toward.

Chapter 5: Hail Marys

Noah met Mia and Jordan again in the same private study room three days later.

He arrived wearing the pink babydoll under his hoodie and the short pleated skirt under his jeans, as they had requested. His stomach was in knots the entire walk there.

The two law students were waiting with serious expressions and a stack of printed documents.

“So,” Mia started, “we dug as deep as we could. The bad news is… the loopholes are basically Hail Marys. Extremely long shots that courts almost never accept. The law was written very tightly on purpose.”

Jordan continued, “You could try arguing ‘temporary experimentation’ or ‘coerced presentation,’ but with the photos we saw and the professor’s report, it’s unlikely to work. Once the process starts, registration is almost automatic. The best realistic outcome is delaying it… not stopping it.”

Noah felt his heart sink. “So… there’s nothing?”

Mia gave him a sympathetic but realistic look. “We can file some motions to slow things down. But it’ll cost you.”

Noah swallowed hard. “How much?”

They didn’t want money.

Jordan smiled slightly. “Payment in kind. We want photos. Videos. And… use of that pretty mouth while we work.”

Noah’s face burned with shame, but the fear of immediate registration was stronger. He nodded silently.



Over the next hour, Noah paid their price.

He stripped down to just the pink babydoll and skirt. They made him pose for photos — bending over, on his knees, showing the plug, looking up submissively at the camera. They recorded a short video of him riding the dildo they had brought while reciting, “I am a sissy in training.”

Then they took turns using his mouth while they reviewed documents and typed notes. Noah knelt between them, sucking one while the other stroked his hair or played with his nipples through the sheer fabric.

By the end, his face and chest were covered, and he felt completely used.

Jordan patted his head. “Good boy. We’ll file the motions this week. It probably won’t save you, but it’ll buy some time.”

As Noah left the study room, wiping his face, the reality settled heavily on him.

Even his desperate attempt to fight the system had only given more people power over him.

Sophie was waiting for him when he got back, excited to hear every detail.

And Noah knew he would tell her everything.

He was too deep to hide anymore.

Chapter 6: Accelerated

The appeals backfired completely.

Instead of slowing things down, filing the motions had flagged Noah’s case. What might have lingered in bureaucratic limbo was now fast-tracked. Two weeks after meeting with Mia and Jordan, Noah received an official summons to appear before a Sissy Registration Judge.



The hearing was short and clinical.

The judge, a stern Black woman in her 50s, reviewed the professor’s report, the photos from Riley’s office, and the statements from the law students.

“You’ve clearly been presenting as a sissy,” she said, looking over her glasses. “The appeals you filed only confirm your active engagement with feminine behaviors. We’re moving you to the front of the line for registration.”

Noah’s heart sank.

The judge continued, “Before final registration, we will use the new Sissy Evaluation Technology to determine the extent of your inclinations. It measures arousal patterns, brain wave activity, and hormone levels during controlled stimuli. You will continue dressing in feminine attire daily. On weekends, you will present in full sissy dress-up. You will maintain your current sexual routines with your known partners.”

She looked directly at Noah.

“Failure to comply will result in immediate registration and possible public assignment.”

Noah left the courthouse numb.



The new routine took over his life.

Every day he wore panties, a plug, and at least one feminine item under his clothes. On weekends, Sophie dressed him fully — skirts, makeup, heels, the works. He continued servicing Tyler almost daily, often in full lingerie. Riley demanded regular “study sessions.” Mia and Jordan kept asking for more “research payments” — photos, videos, and use of his mouth.

Sophie was thrilled by all of it.

“See?” she said one night while filming him riding the dildo in full makeup. “Fighting it only made everything happen faster. Now you have no choice but to be a good girl.”

Noah could only moan in response, the plug and the constant sexual demands pushing him deeper into a haze of submission.

The evaluation test was scheduled for the following month.

And Noah knew, deep down, that the results were almost certainly going to confirm what everyone else already believed.

He really was a sissy.

Chapter 7: The Device

The Sissy Evaluation Test was scheduled for a Tuesday afternoon at a discreet government medical facility.

Noah arrived nervous and dressed as required — a short pleated skirt, sheer white crop top, thigh-high stockings, and full makeup, all chosen by Sophie. The plug was firmly in place.

A technician greeted him professionally and explained the device.

“The Sissy Evaluation Sensor is very small and non-invasive,” she said, holding up what looked like a tiny, flesh-colored patch no larger than a fingernail. “We place it at the base of your spine. It monitors arousal patterns, brain waves, and hormone response during various stimuli. You won’t even feel it after application.”

They attached it quickly. It was barely noticeable — just a slight warmth that faded within minutes.

The test itself was clinical but humiliating. They showed him a series of images and videos — feminine clothing, sissy training clips, dominant Black men — while monitoring his physical and neurological responses. Noah tried to stay calm, but his body betrayed him repeatedly. The technician noted every erection, every twitch, every spike in arousal.

When it was over, the technician smiled politely.

“The results will be sent to the judge within 48 hours. You may go.”



That night, Sophie couldn’t wait to experiment.

She had Noah in full lingerie, riding his dildo in front of the mirror. As he got close, she reached behind him and pressed firmly on the small sensor patch at the base of his spine.

Noah’s eyes widened.

The orgasm hit him hard — and kept going.

Even after he stopped moving, the pleasure continued rolling through him in long, uncontrollable waves. He moaned helplessly, spurting weakly into his panties again and again while Sophie watched with wide-eyed fascination.

“Oh my god,” she whispered. “It doesn’t stop when you press it just right…”

She tested it multiple times that night. Each time she triggered the effect, Noah was left shaking and whimpering, completely at the mercy of the prolonged orgasm.

Sophie’s eyes lit up with wicked excitement.

“This changes everything,” she said, kissing his forehead. “Now I can make you cum as long as I want… and use it to train you even better.”

From that night on, Sophie took full advantage of the device’s side effect.

She made him wear it constantly. During his sessions with Tyler and Riley, she would secretly press the spot at the perfect moment to force extended, helpless orgasms. She used it while making him practice makeup, walk in heels, and film more videos — rewarding every feminine behavior with prolonged pleasure.

Noah’s resistance crumbled faster than ever.

Every time he tried to push back, Sophie would simply press the sensor and leave him moaning and leaking for minutes, whispering encouragement in his ear:

“Good girl… this is what you’re meant for… just let it happen…”

The device had turned his own body into the perfect tool for his conditioning.

And Sophie was loving every second of it.

Chapter 8: Bulge Training

Sophie became obsessed with the device’s side effect.

Over the next week, she turned it into a systematic training tool. Her goal was simple and devious: condition Noah to get visibly aroused by the sight of men’s bulges — especially Black men’s.

She started small.



Day 1–2: Pictures

Sophie began with curated photos.

She sat Noah on the floor in full pink lingerie, plugged and locked, while she scrolled through images on her laptop. At first, innocent ones — men in suits, athletes in compression shorts. Every time Noah’s eyes lingered on a visible bulge, Sophie pressed the sensor.

The effect was immediate and devastating.

Noah would moan helplessly as a long, rolling orgasm washed over him, his caged cock spurting weakly into his panties while he stared at the screen. Sophie kept pressing, forcing the pleasure to continue for 30–60 seconds at a time.

“Good boy,” she cooed. “Look at how hard you get for real men’s bulges. That’s natural. That’s right.”

By the end of Day 2, Noah was leaking constantly just from seeing pictures.



Day 3–4: Videos

Sophie escalated to videos.

She made Noah ride his dildo while watching carefully selected clips: men in locker rooms, tight pants on the street, slow-motion shots of athletes adjusting themselves. Every time Noah’s eyes focused on a prominent bulge, Sophie triggered the device.

The orgasms became longer and more intense. Noah would shake and whimper, hips twitching on the dildo as wave after wave of forced pleasure hit him. Sophie kept him edged for hours, only letting him have full release when he verbally admitted things like:

“I like looking at men’s bulges…”

“Real men have big cocks…”

“I get hard when I see them…”

By Day 4, Noah was blushing and getting visibly hard in his panties the moment Sophie opened a new video.



Day 5–7: Public Outings

The final stage was public.

Sophie took him out every afternoon and evening.

First to the campus gym, where they sat and watched men working out in basketball shorts. Every time Noah’s eyes drifted to a bulge, Sophie discreetly pressed the device through his clothes. Noah had to bite his lip to stay quiet as prolonged orgasms hit him in public, soaking his panties while surrounded by people.

Then to the mall food court, where they sat near groups of tall Black men. Sophie would point out bulges and trigger the device repeatedly, forcing Noah to experience helpless pleasure while trying to act normal.

By Day 7, the conditioning was deeply ingrained.

They were sitting in a busy coffee shop when a tall, muscular Black man in grey sweatpants walked by. The outline of his heavy cock was clearly visible. Noah’s eyes locked onto it automatically. His breathing quickened.

Sophie smiled and pressed the sensor.

Noah whimpered softly, gripping the edge of the table as a long, rolling orgasm washed over him in the middle of the crowded café. His small breasts heaved under his crop top, his caged clit spurted into his soaked panties, and his plugged ass clenched around the toy.

People nearby glanced at him curiously, but Sophie just stroked his thigh under the table and whispered:

“Good girl. You’re getting so much better at noticing what real men have.”

Noah sat there panting, face flushed, completely broken in public.

The training had worked.

He was now instinctively getting hard at the sight of bulges — especially large ones.

And Sophie was only getting started.

Chapter 9: Official Verdict

The email arrived on a Thursday morning.

Noah’s hands shook as he opened it. The subject line read: Sissy Registration Evaluation – Final Determination.

He read it slowly, heart pounding in his throat.

Official Notice of Registration

Mr. Noah Thompson,

After review of your submitted materials, behavioral evidence, and Sissy Evaluation Technology results, you have been officially classified and enrolled as a Level 2 Sissy.

Requirements:

​●​       You must present femininely at all times in public.

​●​       All male clothing must be donated or discarded within 7 days.

​●​       You are required to attend at least one approved sissy party per week and actively participate.

​●​       You must enroll in and attend weekly Sissy Obedience & Pleasing Men classes.

​●​       You are encouraged to seek a suitable Black male owner/guardian for full legal support.

Failure to comply will result in escalated enforcement measures.

Noah stared at the screen, feeling the floor drop out from under him.

It was real. He was officially registered.

Sophie read the email over his shoulder and let out a delighted little squeal.

“Oh my god, Noah! You’re officially a sissy now!” She hugged him tightly from behind. “This is so exciting. We’re going to have so much fun.”

Noah felt numb. The reality crashed over him in waves. He was no longer just playing. The government had officially labeled him.



That same afternoon, Sophie helped him follow the first order.

They went through his entire closet. Every pair of male underwear, every pair of jeans, every hoodie and t-shirt that looked even slightly masculine was put into donation bags. Sophie made him keep only a few “neutral” items for emergencies.

By evening, Noah’s wardrobe consisted almost entirely of the lingerie, skirts, crop tops, and dresses Sophie had bought him.

Sophie beamed as she hung up the last tiny skirt.

“You look so much better already,” she said, kissing his cheek. “Now you have no choice but to dress pretty every day.”



The following Monday, Noah attended his first mandatory “Sissy Obedience & Pleasing Men” class.

It was held in a private community center. About fifteen other registered sissies were there, all dressed femininely. The instructor — a confident, elegant Black woman — taught them proper kneeling technique, how to give a proper blowjob, eye contact rules while servicing, and basic submissive postures.

Noah sat there in a short pink skirt and crop top, face burning, taking notes like a good student.

That Friday, Sophie dragged him to his first required sissy party.

She dressed him in the tiny silver micro-dress and made sure his plug was in and his makeup was perfect. At the party, she encouraged him to dance, flirt, and let men touch him.

Noah participated.

He danced. He let men grope his ass and breasts. He even gave one tall Black man a nervous but eager blowjob in a side room when Sophie whispered that it would look good on his record.

As the night went on, Noah felt the last fragments of his old identity slipping away.

He was registered now.

He had to attend parties.

He had to dress like a sissy.

He had to learn how to please men.

There was no going back.

Chapter 10: Sophie’s Wardrobe

Sophie took the registration requirements very seriously.

The very next weekend, she declared it was time for a complete wardrobe overhaul.

“No more half-measures,” she told Noah as they stood in his dorm room surrounded by donation bags. “You’re a registered sissy now. You need a proper wardrobe. My version.”

They spent the entire day shopping.

Sophie was ruthless in her selections. She only allowed outfits that were extremely revealing, hyper-feminine, and left almost nothing to the imagination.

The final haul was devastatingly slutty:

​●​       Micro-dresses: A collection of sheer, see-through baby doll dresses in pastel pinks, lavenders, and baby blues. Most were so short they barely covered the bottom of his ass.

​●​       Crop tops & bralettes: Tiny heart-shaped crop tops, sheer mesh bralettes with bows, and lace-trimmed bralettes that made his small breasts and nipples clearly visible.

​●​       Skirts: An assortment of pleated micro-skirts, tennis skirts with “Sissy Girl” or “Daddy’s Toy” written on them, and sheer babydoll skirts that flared dramatically.

​●​       Lingerie: Dozens of crotchless panties, garter sets, sheer babydolls with matching thongs, and strappy harness-style lingerie that framed his plug and cage.

​●​       Accessories: Pink collars with bells, thigh-high stockings with little bows, and clear platform heels that forced him onto his toes.

Sophie made him try on almost everything in the private fitting rooms, taking photos and videos “for reference.”

By the end of the shopping trip, Noah’s entire wardrobe consisted of less than two full drawers of extremely revealing, girly clothing. No pants. No hoodies. No normal shirts.

Back in his dorm, Sophie helped him organize everything with a satisfied smile.

“From now on, this is all you wear,” she said, hanging up a particularly tiny pink sheer dress. “No more hiding. You’re a registered sissy. You need to look the part every single day.”

Noah stood there in a tiny white pleated skirt and sheer pink crop top, staring at his reflection. The outfit left his legs, midriff, and the bottom of his ass completely exposed. His new plug shifted inside him as he moved.

Sophie came up behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist.

“You look so much cuter like this,” she whispered, kissing his neck. “My pretty registered snow bunny.”

Noah didn’t argue.

He was too deep now.

And Sophie was making sure he stayed that way.

Chapter 11: On Display

The news spread like wildfire across campus.

Within 48 hours of his official registration, everyone seemed to know. Noah Thompson — the quiet computer science major — was now a registered sissy. The combination of the professor’s report, the leaked photos from Riley’s office, and the official government listing made sure of it.

Whispers followed him everywhere.

“Is that him?”

“He actually got registered?”

“Look at what he’s wearing…”

Sophie had chosen his outfits carefully. Every day he wore one of her approved looks: short pleated skirts, sheer crop tops, thigh-high stockings, and heels. His platinum blonde hair was styled cutely, and his makeup was light but noticeable. The pink collar with his registration tag was clearly visible.

The university administration had also updated his schedule.

He was now required to sit in the front row of every single class “for better visibility and to serve as a positive example of compliance with the new laws.”



The first day was hell.

In his 9 AM lecture, Noah sat front and center in a tiny lavender pleated skirt and a sheer white crop top. Every student behind him had a perfect view. He could feel their eyes on his smooth legs, his small breasts pressing against the thin fabric, and the occasional flash of his pink thong when he shifted.

Professor Lang taught the entire class with a satisfied smile, occasionally calling on Noah just to make him stand up and answer.

By the end of the day, Noah’s face was permanently flushed with humiliation.



That evening, Riley summoned him for a “private study session.”

The moment Noah entered her office, she locked the door and pushed him against the desk roughly.

“You’ve caused quite the stir on campus,” she said, voice low and hungry. “Everyone knows what a registered little slut you are now.”

She didn’t bother with foreplay.

Riley hiked up her skirt, bent Noah over her desk, and thrust into him hard with her strap-on. The session was rougher than usual. She fucked him with deep, punishing strokes, one hand gripping his platinum hair and the other slapping his ass.

“You like being watched, don’t you?” she growled, pounding into him. “Sitting in the front row so everyone can see what a pretty registered sissy you are.”

Noah moaned helplessly, his small breasts pressed against the desk, the plug long removed and replaced by Riley’s thick strap-on. She reached around and played with his sensitive nipples, triggering the device’s side effect multiple times, forcing long, shaking orgasms out of him while she continued to rail him.

By the end, Noah was a trembling, leaking mess — cum dripping down his thighs, makeup ruined, voice hoarse from moaning.

Riley finally pulled out, patted his ass, and said casually:

“Good work today. Keep sitting front and center. It’s good for campus morale.”

Noah left her office on shaky legs, knowing that tomorrow he would have to do it all over again.

The entire campus was watching him now.

And there was nowhere left to hide.

Chapter 12: Side Effects

Noah had been noticing the changes for over a week but kept trying to ignore them.

His chest felt tender and swollen. His nipples were constantly sensitive — brushing against fabric made them harden instantly and sent little jolts of pleasure through his body. When he looked in the mirror after a shower, he could clearly see small, soft mounds forming under his skin. Real breast tissue. Small A-cups beginning to develop.

Everyone on campus noticed too. In class, in the hallways, at the cafeteria — people stared openly at his chest. The sheer crop tops Sophie made him wear only made the budding breasts more obvious.

He finally confronted Sophie one night while she was lazily playing with his nipples, making them stiffen and ache.

“Why are my breasts growing?” he asked, voice shaky. “I never took hormones…”

Sophie smiled, pinching one erect nipple and making him whimper.

“It’s the device,” she said casually. “The Sissy Evaluation Sensor has a wonderful side effect. Every time it’s triggered — especially repeatedly — it tells your body to produce extra estrogen and other female hormones. It’s designed to help registered sissies develop properly and naturally. Your nipples getting so easily erect is just the beginning. They’re going to look so pretty when they’re a little bigger.”

Noah felt a wave of panic, but Sophie just kept toying with them, clearly delighted.

“I love how they get hard like this now,” she whispered, flicking one nipple. “So sensitive. So obvious. Everyone can see what a real sissy you’re becoming.”



That weekend, Sophie decided they were going to a big sissy party to “celebrate” his progress.

She dressed him in one of her favorite outfits: a tiny, sheer baby-pink micro-dress with a plunging neckline that put his small, perky breasts and prominently erect nipples on full display. The hem was so short that his pink thong and the base of his plug were visible with every step. She added glossy makeup, thigh-high stockings, and clear platform heels.

At the party, things quickly turned very graphic.

Sophie guided him to a large cushioned area in the center of the room. Two tall, muscular Black Bulls quickly claimed them. One pulled Noah onto his lap and pushed the dress up, sliding his thick cock into him in one smooth thrust. Noah moaned loudly as he was filled completely.

The Bull sucked hard on his sensitive new breasts while fucking him deep and steady, triggering the device multiple times. Noah came repeatedly — long, shaking, helpless orgasms that left him whimpering and leaking everywhere. The rewired nerves and extra hormones made every sensation overwhelming.

Sophie was beside him, getting fucked by the other Bull, but she kept glancing over with a proud, aroused smile.

“Look at you,” she moaned. “Taking real cock so well with your pretty little tits bouncing…”

The night became a blur of hands, mouths, and cocks. Noah was passed between the two Bulls and several others. He was fucked on all fours, ridden reverse cowgirl while his breasts were played with, and made to suck cock while being railed from behind. His small breasts were sucked, pinched, and slapped until they were red and aching. He came so many times he lost count — weak, ruined spurts that soaked his thighs and the cushions beneath him.

Sophie stayed close the entire time, occasionally kissing him or whispering encouragement while she was being used herself.

By the end of the night, Noah was a trembling, cum-covered mess — dress long discarded, makeup ruined, body marked with hickeys and handprints, still plugged and leaking.

Sophie pulled him into her arms as the party wound down, kissing him softly.

“You were perfect tonight, baby,” she whispered. “My beautiful registered sissy.”

Noah could only lean against her, exhausted and overwhelmed, knowing there was no escape from any of this anymore.

Chapter 13: Clit Display

Sophie came back from the latest sissy party buzzing with new ideas.

She had spent hours talking with several of the Black Bulls, listening carefully to what they liked most about sissies. One preference came up repeatedly — they loved when a sissy’s “clit” (their small white penis) was put on clear display and emphasized. The more attention drawn to it, the better. Special underwear, padding, and clothing that framed and highlighted it made the power dynamic even stronger.

Sophie’s eyes lit up when she heard this.

The very next day, she took Noah shopping again.



She found exactly what she wanted in a specialty sissy boutique.

The new pieces were specifically designed to accentuate a sissy’s small clit:

​●​       Sheer, crotchless panties with delicate lace framing that pushed the caged or uncaged clit forward and made it impossible to ignore.

​●​       Special “display pouches” — soft, padded satin cups with little bows and cutouts that made even a small, caged penis look prominent and cute.

​●​       High-waisted thong sets with a sheer front panel and a tiny heart-shaped opening right over the clit area.

​●​       Micro-skirts with built-in ruffles that naturally flipped up to show off the enhanced front.

Sophie made Noah try on several combinations in the fitting room.

The effect was immediate and mortifying.

The new display panties pushed his small, caged clit forward obscenely. The sheer fabric and padding made it the undeniable focal point of his outfit. Even in the short skirts Sophie chose, his clit was constantly on display — framed, highlighted, and impossible to hide.

“Look at that,” Sophie whispered, clearly aroused. “The Bulls are going to love this. Your little clit is so cute when it’s properly presented.”

Noah stared at himself in the mirror, face burning. The outfit made him look even more like a desperate sissy — small breasts in a sheer top, tiny skirt, and his caged clit prominently displayed like an offering.

Sophie bought several sets and made him wear one home immediately.

That night, she had him model for her, bending over, spreading his legs, and posing so his displayed clit was clearly visible. She took many photos and videos, telling him they were “for his training portfolio.”

From that day forward, every outfit Sophie chose for him emphasized his clit. She made sure it was always framed, padded, or highlighted. At campus, in classes, at parties — his small white penis was now one of the most noticeable parts of his sissy presentation.

Sophie loved it.

Every time she saw men staring at the obvious, displayed bulge in his tiny outfits, she would whisper in his ear:

“See? They all know what you are now. A registered sissy whose little clit is meant to be seen and appreciated.”

Noah could only blush and leak into his new display panties, knowing there was no hiding anymore.

Chapter 14: Conditioned Movement

Sophie’s training grew more sophisticated.

After the success with bulge conditioning, she turned her attention to how Noah moved.

“You walk like a boy still,” she complained one afternoon while watching him cross the room in a tiny pink pleated skirt. “That won’t do. Registered sissies need to move like pretty girls.”

She began using the device strategically.



At first, she focused on posture.

Every time Noah bent at the knees instead of the waist, Sophie pressed the sensor. The sudden rush of forced pleasure made him gasp and instinctively correct himself — bending at the waist, ass pushed out, back arched. She rewarded the correct movement with another long, rolling orgasm.

Within days, the conditioning took hold. Noah started bending at the waist automatically, even when picking up a pencil or reaching for something on a low shelf. The short skirts Sophie made him wear rode up every time, flashing his displayed clit and the base of his plug to anyone nearby.



Next came the walk.

Sophie took him to a quiet part of campus at night for “practice sessions.”

“Walk normally,” she instructed.

The moment he took a normal stride, she triggered the device. Noah moaned and stumbled as pleasure flooded him. She repeated it until he learned: to avoid the overwhelming sensation, he had to adopt a bouncy, feminine sway — hips rolling, ass jiggling slightly, steps shorter and more delicate.

The short skirts made it worse. Every bouncy step caused the hem to flip and flare, constantly showing off his pink display panties and the prominent, framed bulge of his caged clit.

Sophie was delighted.

“Look at how your little clit bounces when you walk properly,” she cooed, filming him. “And just wait until your boobies get a little bigger. They’re going to bounce so cutely with every step. Everyone will see what a proper sissy you are.”

Noah’s budding breasts were already starting to show more noticeably. The extra hormones from the device made them tender and slightly fuller. When he practiced the bouncy walk in front of the mirror, he could see the small mounds jiggling under his sheer crop tops. The sight made him leak into his panties every time.

By the end of the week, the new movements had become automatic.

He bent at the waist to pick things up. He walked with a pronounced, bouncy sway that made his short skirts flare and his small breasts jiggle. His displayed clit was almost constantly visible to anyone who glanced down.

Sophie couldn’t stop smiling.

“You’re getting so close to perfect,” she whispered one night while pressing the device and forcing another long orgasm out of him as he practiced walking in heels. “Soon everyone on campus will see exactly what kind of sissy you are — just by the way you move.”

Noah could only moan and obey, his body trained to move in the most feminine, attention-drawing way possible.

The old Noah was disappearing faster than ever.

Chapter 15: Public Attention

Noah’s new walk was impossible to ignore.

The bouncy, feminine sway Sophie had trained into him made his short pleated skirts flare and flip with every step. His small, developing breasts jiggled noticeably under the sheer crop tops she made him wear. The special display panties pushed his caged clit forward, making it prominently visible whenever the skirt rode up — which happened constantly.

On campus, he became the center of attention.

Guys stared openly. Some whistled. Others stopped talking mid-conversation to watch him pass. Whispers followed him everywhere:

“Look at that registered sissy…”

“His little clit is on full display…”

“Those tits are bouncing so much…”

The attention was constant and overwhelming. Noah’s face stayed flushed with embarrassment all day.

It didn’t take long for some of them to act.



After his last class one afternoon, two tall, athletic Black guys from the basketball team approached him near the edge of the quad.

“Yo, snow bunny,” one of them said with a cocky grin, eyes locked on Noah’s chest and the obvious bulge in his tiny skirt. “You’ve been flaunting that ass and little clit all week. You gonna let us try out the goods or what?”

Noah tried to keep walking, but they stepped in front of him casually. The humiliation burned hot in his cheeks, but the conditioning and constant public exposure had worn down his resistance. He followed them behind the athletic center without much protest.

What happened next was quick and degrading.

One of them pushed Noah against the wall, flipped up his short skirt, and pulled his display panties aside. He thrust into him hard and fast, gripping Noah’s small breasts and making them bounce while he fucked him. The other guy watched, stroking himself and occasionally slapping Noah’s ass.

Noah came embarrassingly fast — a weak, hands-free orgasm that left him whimpering and spurting into his panties while being fucked. The guys laughed at how easily he finished.

“Damn, this sissy cums quick,” one of them chuckled.

They took turns, using his mouth and ass while teasing him about how obvious his little clit was and how his tits jiggled when they fucked him. Noah came a second time during the second guy’s turn, even more pathetically than the first.

When they finished, they left him there — skirt askew, panties soaked with cum, makeup smudged, legs shaky.

Noah walked back to his dorm with the bouncy feminine gait, feeling the evidence of what had just happened leaking down his thighs. The embarrassment was crushing.

He came so easily now. From being fucked. From having his breasts played with. From the sheer humiliation of being used in public.

Sophie was waiting when he got back. She took one look at his disheveled, cum-stained state and smiled with dark delight.

“Looks like your new walk is working perfectly,” she purred, pulling him close. “Good girl. Keep showing off for them. That’s exactly what a registered sissy is supposed to do.”

Noah didn’t argue.

He was too far gone.

Chapter 16: Salon Day

The rumors spread quickly.

Guys who had used Noah behind the athletic center or in empty classrooms started bragging to their girlfriends. The stories were always the same: the registered sissy with the bouncy walk, the visible little clit, and the surprisingly skilled mouth.

“He gives the best blowjobs I’ve ever had,” one basketball player told his girlfriend openly in the cafeteria, not caring that Noah was sitting just two tables away. “Way better than most girls. Swallows and everything.”

Word traveled fast. Soon, several girlfriends — curious, amused, or turned on by the idea — started approaching Noah directly.

At first it was just questions in passing:

“Hey, Noah… how do you do that thing with your tongue?”

“Can you show me some tips? My boyfriend keeps talking about you.”

Sophie loved it. She encouraged Noah to answer their questions, sometimes even making him demonstrate basic techniques with a dildo in private study rooms.

Eventually, a group of four girls — all girlfriends of guys who had used Noah — decided they wanted more than just tips.

“You should come with us to the salon,” one of them said, smiling. “We’re getting the Ultimate Package. You should too. It’ll be fun.”

Sophie immediately agreed on Noah’s behalf.



The “Ultimate Package” at Blissful Salon was designed for sissies who wanted maximum feminization.

Noah sat nervously in the chair as the technicians went to work under Sophie’s excited supervision.

They started with his hair — bleaching it even brighter platinum blonde and adding long, voluminous extensions with soft waves. Then came the makeup — permanent lip tint, lash extensions, microblading for perfect brows, and a soft, feminine contour that made his face look much prettier and more delicate.

They waxed him completely smooth again, even though the laser had already done most of the work. Then came the nails — long, stiletto-style acrylics in glossy hot pink with little white hearts and bows.

The final touch was a set of temporary but realistic breast forms that gave him a fuller, more noticeable C-cup look for the day, complete with highly sensitive nipple covers.

When they spun the chair around to face the mirror, Noah barely recognized himself.

He looked like a full-blown sissy doll — platinum blonde waves, perfect makeup, long pink nails, and a chest that jiggled realistically with every breath.

The girls clapped and cooed.

“You look adorable!” one of them said. “No wonder the guys can’t stop talking about you.”

Sophie beamed with pride, taking dozens of photos.

On the way out of the salon, Noah walked with his conditioned bouncy gait, the short skirt flipping, his enhanced chest bouncing, and his displayed clit visible under the hem. Heads turned everywhere. More guys stared. More girls whispered.

Sophie leaned in close as they walked.

“See? This is what you are now. And you’re only going to get prettier.”

Noah said nothing.

He just kept walking, the weight of his new breasts, the click of his heels, and the constant stares reminding him that there was no escape from any of this.

Chapter 17: Stripped Bare

Sophie was determined to show off Noah’s new look.

She started the night at Velvet Cage. Noah wore a tiny silver micro-dress that clung to his body, the temporary C-cup breast prosthetics creating noticeable cleavage and bounce. His platinum blonde hair was styled in loose waves, makeup flawless, and the jeweled plug shifted with every step.

The crowd went wild. Tips poured in as he danced, his enhanced chest jiggling, the short dress riding up to show his display panties and caged clit.

After his set, Sophie took him straight to a large, crowded sissy party.



The night started with Noah still mostly dressed.

But piece by piece, the clothing disappeared.

A Bull pulled him onto the dance floor and the dress was tugged higher. Another spilled a drink on him “accidentally,” soaking the fabric. Sophie helped “fix” it by pulling the dress off entirely, saying it was ruined. Then the bra came off during a group dance. The panties were removed when a guy wanted easier access.

By the end of the night, Noah was left wearing only small pink heart-shaped nipple pasties on his temporary breasts and his pink chastity cage.

Nothing else.

He stood in the middle of the crowded party, completely exposed.

Everyone was staring.

Guys pointed and laughed. Other sissies whispered. Comments flew around him:

“Look at that registered sissy…”

“His little clit is locked and on full display.”

“Those fake tits look so good bouncing on him.”

“He’s so embarrassed… but so fucking hard.”

The humiliation was overwhelming.

Noah’s caged clit strained desperately against the cage. He was painfully horny from the constant stares, the whispers, and the exposure. His small prosthetic breasts felt heavy, the pasties barely covering his erect nipples.

To try and relieve the aching need, he gave in completely.

He had sex with multiple guys that night.

One Bull bent him over a couch and fucked him hard while others watched. Another made him ride him reverse cowgirl so everyone could see his bouncing breasts and leaking cage. A third used his mouth while another took him from behind.

Noah came multiple times — weak, hands-free orgasms that left him shaking and whimpering — but it never helped. The horniness only grew worse. No matter how many loads he took, how many times he was used, the deep, shameful arousal remained.

By the end of the night, Noah sat on a couch in just the nipple pasties and chastity cage, covered in cum, makeup ruined, body trembling, surrounded by people still staring and talking about him.

Sophie sat beside him, gently stroking his platinum hair.

“You were the star of the party, baby,” she whispered proudly. “Everyone loved seeing the real you.”

Noah could only lean against her, exhausted, humiliated, and still desperately horny.

There was no hiding anymore.



Chapter 18: Wrong Impression

A few days after the humiliating party, Noah received an official notification.

Ownership Application Approved – Provisional

A man named Darius — one of the tall, dominant Bulls who had used him that night — had applied to become his official owner. The system had fast-tracked the application due to Noah’s registered status and “high compatibility score.”

Sophie was thrilled. “This could be perfect! Darius seemed really into you.”

Noah was terrified.



Darius moved fast.

He picked Noah up the next evening and took him back to his apartment. From the very first night, it was clear he had gotten the wrong idea about Noah.

“You were so confident being naked and exposed at the party,” Darius said with a grin. “I like that. I want my sissy living like that all the time. No clothes in the house. Ever.”

Noah tried to explain that he had been stripped gradually, that he was embarrassed, but Darius wasn’t interested in hearing it.

From that moment on, Noah was kept completely naked whenever he was at Darius’s place. No lingerie. No skirt. No pasties. Just his chastity cage, the plug, and his small developing breasts on full display.

Darius made him do everything naked — cooking, cleaning, even watching TV while sitting on the floor at his feet. He took him on “walks” around the apartment complex at night, making Noah crawl on all fours in the hallway completely exposed. He invited friends over and showed Noah off like a trophy, making him serve drinks and suck cock while fully naked in front of everyone.

The constant exposure was overwhelming for Noah. He felt raw, vulnerable, and deeply ashamed every second. His body reacted with constant humiliation-fueled arousal, but emotionally he was breaking down.

After ten days, Darius finally sat him down.

“You know what?” he said, looking disappointed. “I thought you were a real exhibitionist sissy. The kind that loves being naked and shown off 24/7. But you’re clearly miserable. This isn’t working.”

Darius filed the paperwork the next morning.

Ownership Transfer Cancelled. Sissy returned to previous guardian (Sophie).

When Sophie picked Noah up, he was shaking. She hugged him tightly and stroked his platinum hair.

“Poor baby,” she whispered. “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you. I know exactly what kind of sissy you really are.”

Noah leaned into her, exhausted and broken.

He had been passed around, exposed, and rejected — all in the span of less than two weeks.

And he was starting to realize that Sophie might be the only constant in his new life.

Chapter 19: Glory Hole

Noah was surprised by how much it hurt.

He had expected relief when Darius canceled the ownership. Instead, he felt hollow. Rejected. Ugly.

Back in Sophie’s room, he stood in front of the mirror and slowly peeled off the temporary C-cup breast prosthetics. Without them, his chest looked flat again — just small, tender mounds that hadn’t grown much yet. The sight made something twist painfully inside him.

Even a random Bull didn’t want me, he thought. I’m not pretty enough. Not sissy enough. Just… nothing.

The rejection stung deeper than he expected. He felt worthless. Undesirable. The constant conditioning, the device, the new laws — everything had built up until he couldn’t handle the emptiness.

That night, without telling Sophie, Noah slipped out.

He went to a notorious glory hole club on the edge of town — a dark, anonymous place where sissies went to be used.

He didn’t dress up much. Just a short hoodie, tiny skirt, and the plug still inside him. He stepped into one of the booths, locked the door, and knelt.

For hours, he was used.

Cock after cock pushed through the holes. Noah sucked them eagerly, desperately — letting them fuck his mouth and throat until they came. Some used his ass when he turned around and presented himself. He lost count of how many loads he swallowed or took inside him. His small breasts ached from being grabbed through the hoodie. His cage leaked constantly.

He came multiple times just from the humiliation and the rough use — weak, unsatisfying orgasms that only made him want more.

He returned the next day.

And the day after that.

For three straight weeks, Noah went to the glory hole almost every single day. Sometimes for hours. He became a regular — known as the eager, platinum blonde sissy who never said no. The anonymity helped him disappear into the role. No one knew his name. No one cared who he was. They just used him.

Sophie finally noticed something was wrong when he came home one night covered in dried cum, eyes hollow, walking with a pronounced limp.

She confronted him immediately.

“Noah… where have you been going every day?”

He broke down and told her everything — the rejection, the feelings of ugliness, the desperate need to be used.

Sophie listened quietly, then pulled him into a tight hug.

“You don’t have to do that anymore,” she whispered, stroking his hair. “I’m here. I’ll take care of you. You don’t need to chase strangers to feel wanted.”

She held him for a long time, gently rocking him as he cried.

But deep down, Sophie knew this was another turning point.

Noah was no longer just falling.

He was actively seeking his own destruction.

And she was more determined than ever to guide him through it.

Chapter 20: Championship Prize

The basketball team won the national championship.

The campus erupted in celebration. Parades, parties, and endless cheering filled the streets. Mace and his teammates were the kings of the night.

Sophie saw an opportunity.

She reached out to one of the players she knew and made a bold offer: Noah could “help celebrate” with the team. The player accepted immediately.



What was supposed to be one wild victory party turned into a week-long marathon.

Noah was taken to the team’s luxury off-campus house and essentially became the official celebration toy. For seven straight days, he was used almost constantly by the championship-winning team.

They dressed him in the sluttiest outfits Sophie had bought him — tiny cheerleader skirts with “Championship Sissy” written across the ass, sheer crop tops that showed off his budding breasts, and nothing underneath but his chastity cage and plug. They passed him around the house like a shared prize.

He was fucked on the couch while they watched game highlights.

He sucked cock in the hot tub while they drank champagne.

He was bent over the kitchen counter while they ate victory meals.

He rode players while others cheered and filmed on their phones.

The basketball players were relentless — young, athletic, and full of post-championship energy. Noah lost track of how many loads he took, how many times he came weakly from prostate and nipple stimulation alone, and how many times he was passed from one lap to another.

By day four, he was exhausted, voice hoarse, body covered in marks, but the team kept going. They loved how easily he came, how obedient he was, and how pretty he looked when he was completely broken and leaking.



Sophie started getting worried by day five.

Noah wasn’t answering texts. He wasn’t coming home. She tried calling the players, but they brushed her off with “He’s fine. We’re still celebrating.”

By day seven, she was genuinely concerned and showed up at the team house demanding to see him.

The players reluctantly brought Noah out.

He looked wrecked.

His platinum blonde hair was messy, makeup long gone, body covered in hickeys and handprints. He was wearing nothing but a cum-stained micro-skirt and his chastity cage. His small breasts were red from being sucked on for days. He could barely stand.

The team captain sighed. “Alright… you can take him back. He was fun, but we’ve got practice starting again soon.”

Sophie helped Noah into the car. He was barely coherent, eyes glassy, body trembling.

As they drove away, Sophie stroked his hair gently.

“You’re home now, baby,” she whispered. “I’ve got you.”

Noah leaned against her, too exhausted to speak.

The championship celebration had pushed him further than ever before.

And Sophie knew the real work of molding him was only just beginning.

Chapter 21: Broken

Noah barely spoke anymore.

After Darius rejected him, after the endless days at the glory hole, and especially after the week-long championship celebration with the basketball team, something inside him had simply shut off.

He moved like a ghost through Sophie’s apartment. When she told him to eat, he ate. When she told him to shower, he showered. When she told him to kneel, he knelt. His eyes were often distant, unfocused. The spark that used to fight back — even weakly — had gone quiet.

The only time he came alive was during sex.

Then he was eager, almost desperate. His body responded instantly — moaning, arching, sucking, riding, taking load after load with soft, broken whimpers. He came easily and often, especially when used roughly. But as soon as it was over, he went quiet again, curling up or staring at the wall until Sophie gave him the next instruction.

Sophie watched this change with growing concern.

At first she found it convenient. She could dress him however she wanted, film whatever content she needed, and he would obey without resistance. But after a few days, the emptiness in his eyes started to worry her.

One evening, she sat him down on the couch after a long session with Tyler. Noah was still in the cum-stained pink maid outfit, staring blankly at the floor.

“Baby,” she said softly, cupping his face. “Talk to me. What’s going on in that pretty head?”

Noah blinked slowly. His voice was quiet and flat.

“Nothing… I just do what I’m told.”

Sophie’s heart twisted. This wasn’t the reluctant, blushing Noah she had enjoyed pushing. This was someone who had been pushed too far.

She pulled him into her arms and held him tightly, stroking his platinum blonde hair.

“I think I broke you a little too much,” she whispered. “We need to bring you back. Not all the way to being a normal boy… but to something closer. Something that can still function. Something that can still enjoy this life without completely disappearing.”

She kissed his forehead gently.

“Starting tomorrow, we’re going to work on rebuilding you. Slowly. I’ll take care of you, okay?”

Noah just nodded, resting his head against her chest.

He didn’t have the energy to argue.

Sophie held him for a long time, already planning how to carefully put the pieces of her favorite sissy back together — while making sure he stayed exactly where she wanted him.

Chapter 22: Rebuilding

Sophie realized she had pushed Noah too far, too fast.

For the next several days, she kept things gentle. She fed him, bathed him, and held him when he zoned out. But she knew she couldn’t let him stay like this — a broken, empty doll who only came alive during sex.

It was time to rebuild him.



The first step was structure.

“Starting tomorrow,” she told him one morning while brushing his platinum blonde hair, “you’re going back to class. Full time. No more hiding in the apartment.”

Noah looked at her with dull eyes. “But… everyone knows now.”

“Exactly,” Sophie said firmly. “You’re a registered sissy. You can’t hide forever. But you’re still Noah. You’re still smart. You’re going to keep studying, even if you do it as a pretty girl.”

She dressed him for class in a way that was feminine but not completely outrageous: a soft pastel pink pleated skirt that stopped mid-thigh, a white cropped sweater, thigh-high stockings, and subtle makeup. The pink collar stayed on, and the plug remained inside him.

Noah sat in the front row of every class as required. He took notes. He answered questions when called on. His voice was soft and slightly higher now from the constant feminine conditioning, but he still participated.

It was hard. People stared. Some whispered. Some smiled. But he showed up every day.



Sophie also made him reconnect with old interests — but always in a feminine way.

She bought him a pink gaming headset and made him play his old video games while wearing a cute skirt and crop top. She had him cook meals again, but in an apron and heels. She even signed him up for a creative writing class, encouraging him to write stories with feminine protagonists.

“You’re not allowed to disappear,” she told him sternly. “You can be a sissy and still be a person. I won’t let you turn into a brainless sex toy.”

At the same time, she kept him submissive.

Every night she had him service her — sometimes gently, sometimes roughly. She made him practice walking, posing, and speaking in a softer voice. She kept him plugged and in chastity most of the time. She praised him when he obeyed and gently corrected him when he slipped back into old masculine habits.

It was a strange balance: independence during the day, submission at night.

Noah slowly started to come back to himself. The blank, empty look in his eyes faded. He still blushed constantly and obeyed Sophie without question, but he was functioning again. He was studying. He was thinking. He was existing.

One night, after a long study session, Noah looked at Sophie with tired but clearer eyes.

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” he whispered.

Sophie pulled him into her lap and stroked his hair.

“You’re my pretty registered sissy,” she said softly. “But you’re also still Noah. We’re going to find a way to make both work. Okay?”

Noah nodded against her chest, exhausted but no longer completely broken.

The rebuilding had begun.

Chapter 23: Dating for Ownership

Sophie decided it was time.

“You need a real owner,” she told Noah one morning while brushing his platinum blonde hair. “Someone who can take care of you properly. But I’m not handing you off to just anyone. They have to be interested in you, not just your body.”

She started screening potential owners carefully, using her growing network in the sissy community. Only those who showed genuine interest in Noah’s old hobbies were allowed to meet him.



First Date: Gamer

The first candidate was Kyle, a tall, athletic Black guy who loved video games.

They met at Kyle’s apartment. Sophie dressed Noah in a tiny pink gamer-girl outfit — a cropped jersey, micro skirt, and thigh-high stockings. They played multiplayer for hours. Noah was surprisingly good, even in the distracting outfit.

When Noah won the final round, Kyle grinned.

“Loser gives head, right?”

Noah blushed but nodded. He dropped to his knees and sucked Kyle while Sophie watched and filmed. Kyle was gentle but firm, guiding Noah’s head and praising him.

“You’re cute and good at games,” he said afterward. “I could get used to this.”



Second Date: Chef

The second was Marcus, who loved cooking and baking.

Sophie sent Noah over in a frilly pink apron and nothing else underneath. They spent the afternoon in the kitchen. Marcus taught him how to make cookies while they played truth or dare.

The dares quickly turned sexual.

“Take off the apron.”

“Spread your legs while you stir.”

“Ride my fingers while the cookies bake.”

By the end of the night, Noah was completely naked except for his collar and plug, covered in flour and cum, while Marcus fucked him slowly against the counter.

“You’re surprisingly good company in the kitchen,” Marcus said, kissing his neck. “I like that.”



Third Date: English Major

The third was Jamal, an English major who wrote poetry and loved literature.

He was fascinated when Noah shyly mentioned he used to write short stories. Jamal asked him to read one aloud while sitting on his cock.

Noah, dressed in a sheer white babydoll, straddled Jamal on the couch and slowly rode him while reading chapters from an old story he’d written. Jamal listened intently, hands on Noah’s hips, guiding his movements.

Every time Noah stumbled over a sentence from pleasure, Jamal would thrust up harder.

“Keep reading, pretty girl,” he murmured. “Your writing is good… but you feel even better.”

Noah came twice during the reading — weak, trembling orgasms that left him gasping between paragraphs.

Jamal finished deep inside him, then kissed him softly.

“You’re more than just a body,” he said. “I like that.”



Sophie reviewed all three carefully.

She was pleased. All of them seemed interested in more than just sex. But she wasn’t ready to hand Noah over yet.

She wanted to make sure the next owner would be perfect.

And Noah, still recovering from his breakdown, let her make the decisions.

He was learning to trust her completely.

Chapter 24: The Fine

The authorities had run out of patience.

Two weeks after his registration, Noah received a formal letter in the mail:

Notice of Non-Compliance Fine

Due to delayed full feminine presentation and insufficient progress toward finding a suitable owner, you are hereby issued a Sissy Compliance Fine.

Penalty: Immediate professional piercing (ears and belly button) at an approved parlor. You will cover all costs and provide appropriate service to the technician as compensation.

Sophie read the letter with a mix of sympathy and excitement.

“They’re not playing around anymore,” she said. “We’re going to the parlor today.”



The tattoo and piercing parlor was dimly lit and smelled of antiseptic and ink. The technician — a muscular, tattooed Black man in his late 20s named Rico — greeted them with a knowing smirk.

“Registered sissy, huh? Let’s get you marked up properly.”

Noah was led to the back room. Sophie stayed to watch, filming discreetly on her phone.

First came the ears.

Rico had Noah sit in the chair and carefully pierced both lobes and the upper cartilage, adding small silver hoops and studs. Noah winced at each sharp sting, but stayed still.

Then came the belly button.

“Lift your top,” Rico ordered.

Noah obeyed, exposing his smooth stomach. Rico cleaned the area, marked the spot, and pushed the needle through. Noah gasped sharply as the metal went in. A cute pink gemstone was inserted, sparkling above the waistband of his tiny skirt.

The whole process left Noah flushed and trembling.

As Rico finished cleaning the new piercings, he looked down at Noah with a casual, expectant expression.

“Payment time, sissy.”

Sophie gave Noah a gentle push forward. Noah knew what was expected.

He dropped to his knees in front of Rico, hands shaking as he unzipped the man’s pants. Rico’s thick cock sprang free. Noah leaned in and took him into his mouth, sucking obediently while the fresh piercings in his ears and belly button throbbed.

Rico groaned, resting a hand on Noah’s platinum blonde head.

“Fuck… you registered ones are always so eager to pay.”

Noah sucked him with practiced skill, the humiliation burning hot in his chest. Sophie watched silently, filming the entire thing. When Rico finally came down his throat, Noah swallowed every drop without being told.

Rico patted his head afterward.

“Good girl. Come back if you need more work done.”

Noah left the parlor with fresh piercings, a sore throat, and a deep sense of defeat.

Sophie held his hand on the walk home, gently touching his new belly button piercing through his crop top.

“You look even cuter now,” she whispered. “The piercings really complete the look.”

Noah didn’t reply.

He just walked beside her in silence, the new jewelry a constant, sparkling reminder that the system — and Sophie — were tightening their grip.

There was no slowing down anymore.

Chapter 25: Accidental Date

Sophie had been pushing Noah to meet more potential owners, but Noah was dragging his feet. He was still emotionally raw from the basketball team week and the constant public exposure.

One afternoon, while Noah was sitting in the campus coffee shop in a short lavender skirt and crop top, a tall, handsome Black man in his late 20s approached him with a warm, slightly awkward smile.

“Hi… I’m Dr. Elias Kane. I saw you here last week and… well, I meant to say hello then but chickened out. Would you like to grab a coffee? No pressure, just talking.”

Noah blinked, surprised. The man was clearly intelligent — dressed in a casual button-down with a lab coat folded over his arm. He introduced himself as a researcher specializing in advanced body modification and hormone optimization.

Before Noah could think of an excuse, Sophie (who had been watching from across the café) appeared and enthusiastically agreed on his behalf.

“He’d love to! Noah’s been needing to get out more.”

And just like that, Noah found himself on what felt like an accidental date.



They talked for over two hours.

Dr. Kane was fascinating — brilliant, articulate, and genuinely curious about Noah’s experiences as a registered sissy. He asked thoughtful questions about how the new laws affected him, how the device felt, and what changes he had noticed in his body. He listened intently, never making Noah feel like just a sexual object.

When the conversation turned to his work, Dr. Kane’s eyes lit up.

“I specialize in reversible and semi-permanent body modifications,” he said. “Hormone optimization, nerve enhancement, aesthetic sculpting… Would you like to see my lab? It’s nearby. No pressure — I just think you might find it interesting.”

Noah hesitated, but Sophie had already texted him: Go with him. This could be perfect.



The lab was impressive — clean, high-tech, and surprisingly private.

Dr. Kane showed him around, explaining various projects: gels that could temporarily enlarge breasts, implants with adjustable sensitivity, even experimental treatments that could enhance prostate response without full hormones.

Noah was both fascinated and deeply unsettled. The scientist spoke about these modifications with such passion and care that it almost sounded… appealing.

At one point, Dr. Kane gently touched Noah’s arm.

“You’re already quite beautiful,” he said softly. “But with the right enhancements… you could feel incredible. I’d love to help you explore that — if you ever wanted.”

Noah’s heart raced. The man wasn’t crude like the others. He was offering something that felt almost… caring.

But the fear was still there.

As they left the lab, Dr. Kane smiled warmly.

“I’d like to see you again, Noah. No expectations. Just talking… and maybe more, if you’re comfortable.”

Noah nodded shyly, mind spinning.

Sophie was waiting for him when he got home, eyes bright with curiosity.

“So? Tell me everything.”

Noah sat down slowly, still processing the afternoon.

“He was… different. Really smart. Kind. He wants to see me again.”

Sophie’s smile widened.

“Good. Very good. I think we just found a very promising candidate.”

Noah didn’t know whether to feel hopeful or even more terrified.



Chapter 26: The Spray

The second date with Dr. Elias Kane felt different.

They met at a quiet rooftop café with a beautiful view of the city. Elias was dressed casually but elegantly, and he greeted Noah with a warm, genuine smile. Noah wore a soft lavender crop top and a short white pleated skirt — Sophie’s choice, of course.

They talked for a long time. Elias asked about Noah’s classes, his writing, and how he was coping with registration. He listened carefully, never rushing, never making Noah feel like a toy. It was… nice. Almost normal.

After dinner, Elias invited him back to the lab again.

“I want to show you something I’ve been working on,” he said. “It’s still experimental, but I think you might find it interesting.”



In the private lab, Elias pulled out a small, sleek spray bottle.

“This is one of my latest projects,” he explained, voice calm and scientific. “It’s a topical compound that temporarily tricks the body into treating any sprayed area as a highly erogenous zone. Nerve sensitivity increases dramatically. Touch feels… intense.”

Noah’s heart beat faster. “You want to try it on me?”

Elias smiled gently. “Only if you’re comfortable. Just your hands. Nothing permanent.”

Noah hesitated, but the curiosity — and the pull he couldn’t quite fight — won out. He nodded.

Elias sprayed a light mist over both of Noah’s palms and fingers. It felt cool at first, then warm. Within a minute, his hands started tingling. Every brush of air felt electric.

“Try touching something,” Elias suggested softly.

Noah hesitantly ran his fingers over his own arm. The sensation was overwhelming — like a direct line of pleasure shooting through his body. He gasped.

Elias stepped closer, voice low. “Would you like to try using them on me?”

Noah’s breathing was already shallow. He nodded again.

He dropped to his knees in front of the tall scientist. With trembling, hypersensitive hands, he unzipped Elias’s pants and wrapped both palms around his thick, hardening cock.

The moment his fingers made contact, Noah moaned loudly.

The sensation was insane. Every stroke felt like his hands were being pleasured directly. The warmth, the texture, the way Elias throbbed against his palms — it was overwhelming. Noah stroked him with both hands, slow and reverent, his own caged clit straining desperately in his panties.

Elias groaned, watching him with dark, fascinated eyes.

“You feel that?” he murmured. “Your hands are basically as sensitive as your clit right now.”

Noah whimpered, stroking faster. The pleasure in his hands built rapidly, feeding directly into his overwhelmed nervous system. His small breasts heaved under the crop top. His plugged ass clenched around the toy.

He came first.

Without anyone touching his cage, Noah shuddered and spurted weakly into his panties, moaning helplessly as waves of pleasure radiated from his hypersensitive hands. He kept stroking Elias through his own orgasm, tears of overwhelming sensation in his eyes.

Elias finally groaned and came hard, thick ropes landing across Noah’s face and chest.

Noah sat there on his knees, panting, covered in cum, hands still tingling with residual pleasure.

Elias gently wiped his face and helped him up.

“You handled that beautifully,” he said softly. “We can explore more… if you want.”

Noah could only nod, dazed and deeply shaken by how easily his body had betrayed him again.

Chapter 28: The Drink

Noah told Sophie everything the moment he got home.

He was still flushed and shaky as he sat on her bed in just the sheer pink babydoll. He described the spray on his hands, how intensely pleasurable it had felt to stroke Dr. Kane, and how he had come just from the sensations in his palms.

Sophie listened with wide, excited eyes, gently stroking his hair as he spoke.

“That sounds incredible,” she whispered. “His hands felt like a clit? We have to try that again soon.”

Noah nodded weakly. “He wants another date. He said he has something new to show me.”

Sophie’s smile widened. “Perfect. Go. I want every detail afterward.”



The second date with Dr. Elias Kane felt more intimate than the first.

They met at a quiet, elegant lounge. Elias was charming and attentive as always, asking about Noah’s classes and how he was adjusting to registration. After drinks and conversation, he invited Noah back to the private lab.

“I have something special I want you to try tonight,” Elias said softly. “It’s still experimental, but I think you’ll find it… very enjoyable.”

In the lab, Elias handed Noah a small, elegant glass containing a shimmering, faintly sweet liquid.

“This compound temporarily alters the taste and neurological impact of semen,” he explained. “When you swallow it, the effect is extremely pleasurable — almost like a powerful drug. The more you consume over time, the stronger and more addictive it becomes.”

Noah’s heart pounded. He knew this was dangerous. But the pull was too strong.

He drank the liquid.

It tasted sweet, almost floral.

Elias smiled and unzipped his pants. Noah dropped to his knees and took the thick cock into his mouth, sucking with nervous but eager movements.

When Elias finally came, the effect was immediate and overwhelming.

The first thick rope hit Noah’s tongue and a massive wave of euphoric pleasure exploded through his body. His vision blurred. His skin tingled. A powerful, drug-like high crashed over him, far stronger than anything he had felt before. He moaned loudly around the cock, eyes rolling back as wave after wave of intense bliss rolled through him.

He came hard in his panties — a full-body orgasm that left him shaking and whimpering, spurting helplessly while he continued swallowing every drop.

The high lasted for several long, blissful minutes. Noah stayed on his knees, panting, covered in cum, riding the incredible sensation as it slowly faded.

Elias gently stroked his platinum blonde hair, looking down at him with dark satisfaction.

“The effect is even better than expected,” he murmured. “If you keep taking it regularly… it could become quite addictive.”

Noah looked up at him, dazed and still buzzing from the high.

He already knew he wanted more.

Chapter 30: The Proposal

Dr. Elias Kane had been different from the very beginning.

He was patient, intelligent, and genuinely interested in Noah as a person, not just a toy. Over the following weeks, their dates became more frequent and more intimate. Elias listened to Noah talk about his old hobbies, his fears, and his writing. He never rushed him. He never treated him like property.

One quiet evening at Elias’s apartment, after a simple dinner and deep conversation, Elias got down on one knee.

Noah’s breath caught.

Elias held up a beautiful silver collar — elegant, permanent, with a small lock and his name engraved on the tag.

“Noah,” he said softly, voice full of warmth and sincerity, “I know this world is cruel and complicated. I know you’ve been hurt and used. But I want to protect you. I want to own you properly — not just because the law requires it, but because I care about you. I want to be the one who helps you grow, who keeps you safe, who gives you the structure you need.”

He looked up into Noah’s wide, teary eyes.

“Will you let me register as your official owner? Will you be mine?”

Noah stood there for a long moment, tears slipping down his cheeks. After everything — the rejection, the glory hole, the basketball team, the constant humiliation — someone was offering him something that felt almost like care.

He whispered, voice breaking:

“…Yes.”



The registration ceremony was small and private.

Elias handled all the legal paperwork. Noah stood beside him in a delicate white dress as Elias signed the official documents, officially becoming his registered owner and guardian under the Sissy Ownership Act.

It was done.

Noah was now legally and completely owned.



A week later, they held a celebration party at Elias’s spacious home.

Friends, colleagues, some of Noah’s old classmates, Sophie, Riley, and even Tyler were invited. Noah was dressed beautifully in a custom white and soft pink sissy wedding-style outfit — flowing sheer fabric that showed off his small breasts, a delicate veil, and the new permanent silver collar locked around his neck.

During the party, Elias introduced him proudly as his official sissy husband and registered property. People congratulated them. Some looked surprised. Others smiled knowingly. Sophie hugged Noah tightly, whispering, “I’m so proud of how far you’ve come.”

The night ended with Elias carrying Noah to their bedroom, where he made love to him slowly, tenderly, and possessively — a far cry from the rough, impersonal use Noah had known before.

As Noah lay in Elias’s arms afterward, the new collar warm against his skin, he felt a strange, complicated peace.

He was owned now.

Truly.

And for the first time in a very long time, part of him didn’t entirely hate it.
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