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Chapter 1: Back to Twin Peaks

Ethan stood outside the Twin Peaks restaurant, heart racing. Three weeks had passed since his surgery. His small, perky B-cup breasts had healed beautifully and were now a permanent part of his body. The nerve rewiring made them incredibly sensitive — even the fabric of his bra sent little sparks of pleasure through him with every movement. His legs, permanently altered to require heels, meant he could no longer walk comfortably in anything flat.

Today he wore a tight white crop top that clearly showed the outline of his new breasts and a short black pleated skirt with thigh-high stockings. His makeup was soft but noticeable, and his glossy pink nails caught the sunlight as he nervously adjusted his top.

He took a deep breath and walked inside.

The manager, a no-nonsense woman named Carla who had rejected him weeks earlier, looked up from the counter. Her eyes widened when she saw him.

“Holy shit,” she muttered. “You actually did it.”

Ethan approached the counter, cheeks burning, and subtly pushed his chest forward.

“I got the implants,” he said quietly. “Small B-cups. I’m hoping that changes things. I really need the job.”

Carla looked him up and down slowly — taking in the breasts, the smooth legs, the feminine posture, and the obvious submission in his eyes. She sighed, clearly reluctant.

“Look… you’re still not what we usually look for. Most of our girls are actual women with natural assets. But… the customers have been asking for more variety lately, and some of the guys seem to like the whole sissy thing.” She rubbed her temple. “Fine. We’ll give you a trial. Three shifts a week. You’ll wear the standard Twin Peaks uniform — the tight tank top and tiny shorts. If you can actually bring in tips and not scare off the regulars, we’ll keep you on. But if you’re bad at this, you’re out immediately. Got it?”

Ethan nodded quickly, relief washing over him. “Thank you. I won’t let you down.”

Carla gave him a skeptical once-over. “Your first shift is tomorrow night. Be here at 5 PM sharp. And for fuck’s sake — make sure those new tits are on display. That’s the whole reason we’re even considering this.”

As Ethan left the restaurant, a strange mix of humiliation and excitement settled in his chest. He had just gotten his first real job as a sissy — working as eye candy for customers who would openly stare at his new breasts.

His old life was truly over.

Now he had to figure out how to survive — and thrive — in this new one.

Chapter 2: First Shift

Lila spent nearly two hours helping Ethan get ready for his first shift at Twin Peaks.

She had him stand in front of the full-length mirror wearing nothing but a tiny pink thong. She adjusted his new breasts carefully, cupping them and lifting them slightly to create perfect cleavage.

“These look so good on you,” Lila murmured, clearly proud. “Small but perky. Very sissy-chic.” She helped him into the official Twin Peaks uniform: a tight white tank top with the logo stretched across his chest and tiny black shorts that barely covered the bottom of his ass. The top hugged his new B-cups tightly, making them impossible to ignore. Lila added a push-up bra underneath to maximize the effect.

“Arch your back a little when you walk,” she instructed. “And lean forward when you take orders. Let them see what they’re paying for.”

Ethan’s face was bright red the entire time. His new breasts felt heavy and sensitive. Every brush of fabric sent tingles through his rewired nerves.

“I feel like such a whore,” he whispered.

Lila kissed his cheek. “You look like a very pretty one. You’ll do great.”



His first shift was overwhelming.

The moment Ethan stepped onto the floor, heads turned. Customers — mostly groups of men — stared openly at his chest. Whispers followed him everywhere.

“Damn, they actually hired a sissy…”

“Look at those tits. Fresh implants for sure.”

The manager had been right. Some of the regular customers had specifically requested a sissy server, hoping for more than just drinks and wings.

Within the first hour, the requests started.

A table of four older men waved him over. After ordering, one of them blatantly stared at Ethan’s breasts and said, “Those are new, huh? How about you give us a little private show in the back for an extra big tip?”

Ethan’s stomach twisted. He forced a shy smile and politely declined. “I’m sorry… I’m just serving drinks tonight.”

Another customer, a tall Black man sitting alone, was even more direct. After Ethan brought his beer, he reached out and brushed a finger along the side of Ethan’s breast.

“These feel real. I’ll give you two hundred cash right now if you suck me off in my truck during your break.”

Ethan’s heart pounded. The offer was tempting — he desperately needed the money. But something in him still resisted. He gently moved the man’s hand away.

“I can’t… I’m sorry.”

He turned down three more similar offers throughout the night — some polite, some crude. Each refusal left him feeling more exposed and conflicted. His new breasts were on full display, drawing constant attention, yet he was still saying no.

By the end of his shift, his feet ached from the heels, his nipples were sore from brushing against the tight top, and he was emotionally exhausted.

Carla pulled him aside as he was clocking out.

“You did okay for your first night. Tips were decent, but not great. The customers want more than just looking. If you want to keep this job, you’re going to have to loosen up a bit.”

Ethan nodded silently and headed home, his mind spinning.

He had shown off his new assets all night… but he still hadn’t fully surrendered to what the job seemed to expect from him.

Chapter 3: Extra Service

The second shift was harder.

Carla pulled Ethan aside before he started. “Listen, princess. Your tips were shit last night. The guys who come here don’t just want to look at your new tits — they want to feel like they’re getting special treatment. Loosen up a little. A handjob here, a quick blowjob there. That’s how the other girls make real money.”

Ethan felt sick, but the stack of bills on his kitchen counter reminded him he had rent due.

He started small.

During his second shift, he let one regular customer grope his breasts over his tank top while he took their order. Another tipped him fifty dollars to sit on his lap for a few minutes and grind slowly. By the end of the night he had given two discreet handjobs in the parking lot — quick, shameful encounters where he knelt between cars and stroked them until they finished on his chest.

He came home that night, showered for almost forty minutes, and cried quietly in bed.



By his third shift, the pattern was set.

Ethan had stopped fighting it. The moment a customer showed interest and offered a good tip, he followed them out to the parking lot during his “breaks.” He spent more time outside than inside the restaurant.

He gave blowjobs in the front seats of trucks, handjobs behind dumpsters, and let men grope and suck on his sensitive new breasts while he jerked them off. One customer even fucked his tits while he knelt between two cars.

Every act left him feeling gross and used. The taste in his mouth, the sticky mess on his skin, the way the men barely looked at his face — it all made his stomach turn. Yet he kept doing it. The money was better than he’d ever made before.

That night, after his sixth “break” of the evening, Ethan sat in Lila’s car in the parking lot before she drove him home. His makeup was smudged, his uniform smelled like sex and sweat, and his new breasts were sore from being grabbed and sucked on all night.

Lila looked at him with a mix of sympathy and pride.

“You’re doing what you have to do, baby,” she said softly. “This is how a lot of snow bunnies start making real money.”

Ethan stared out the window, voice hollow.

“I feel disgusting every single night.”

But he didn’t quit.

He couldn’t afford to.

Chapter 4: The Offer

Ethan was halfway through another degrading shift at Twin Peaks when she walked in.

Her name was Vanessa Kane — a confident, glamorous woman in her mid-30s with sharp features, long dark hair, and the commanding presence of someone who owned the room. She owned “Velvet Cage,” one of the city’s most popular upscale strip clubs that catered to a mixed but heavily male audience with a growing interest in “specialty performers.”

She sat in Ethan’s section and watched him the entire time he served her table. Her eyes lingered openly on his new breasts, his smooth legs, and the way he moved in the tiny uniform.

When Ethan brought her another drink, she smiled and slid a black business card across the table.

“You’re wasting your time here, sweetheart,” she said smoothly. “Those tits are too pretty to be serving wings. Come dance at Velvet Cage. We have a special ‘Sissy Showcase’ night twice a week. You’d be perfect.”

Ethan blinked. “I… I don’t know how to strip.”

Vanessa laughed softly. “You don’t need to. You just need to look cute, move that body, and stay hard for most of the night. The customers love watching desperate little snow bunnies leak in their panties on stage. Tips are very good if you put on a proper show.”

She leaned in closer. “You’ll make three to four times what you’re making here — and that’s just on stage. Private dances pay even more.”



Two nights later, after another humiliating shift at Twin Peaks, Ethan accepted the offer.

His first night at Velvet Cage was overwhelming.

The club was dark, loud, and filled with hungry eyes. Ethan was dressed in a tiny sparkling pink bikini top that barely contained his new breasts, matching micro-shorts, and clear platform heels. The nerve rewiring made every brush of fabric against his nipples and ass intensely pleasurable.

Vanessa gave him simple instructions before pushing him onto the small side stage:

“Stay hard. That’s your main job. Touch yourself, tease them, let them see how desperate you are. Make them believe you love it.”

Ethan danced awkwardly at first, but the alcohol and constant attention helped him loosen up. Men crowded the stage, throwing bills as he rubbed his breasts, ground against the pole, and kept his caged clit visibly hard and leaking through the thin fabric of his shorts.

He stayed erect for nearly the entire four-hour shift, fueled by the rewired sensitivity and the overwhelming humiliation of being watched by dozens of strangers. By the end of the night, his shorts were soaked, his breasts were sore from being groped during private dances, and his platform heels made his feet ache.

But when he counted his tips at the end of the night, he had made more money in one shift than he had in an entire week at Twin Peaks.

Vanessa smiled as she handed him his cut.

“Welcome to the big leagues, snow bunny. Keep that little clit hard for the customers and you’ll do just fine here.”

Ethan rode home with Lila in silence, staring at the thick stack of cash in his lap.

He was officially a stripper now.

And the money — no matter how dirty it felt — was too good to walk away from.

Chapter 5: Unexpected Attention

After two weeks of dancing at Velvet Cage, Ethan was starting to adjust to his new reality. The money was significantly better, but the emotional toll was heavy. Lila suggested he attend a sissy party to unwind.

“You’ve been working so hard,” she said. “Come with me. Just relax and have fun.”

Ethan agreed. He wore one of his favorite outfits — a tiny sparkling silver micro-dress that barely covered his ass, with a plunging neckline that showcased his new perky B-cup breasts.



The party was lively but intimate. Ethan stayed close to Lila at first, but his eyes kept drifting to a tall, strikingly handsome Black man across the room. His name was Damien — 6’5”, broad-shouldered, with a deep voice and confident presence. He had been watching Ethan almost the entire night.

Damien eventually approached, smiling warmly.

“You’re even prettier up close,” he said, his eyes slowly tracing over Ethan’s body, lingering on his breasts and smooth legs. “I’ve seen you dance at Velvet Cage. You’ve got real talent.”

They talked for a while. Damien was charming, attentive, and genuinely interested. He complimented Ethan’s new breasts, gently touching them over the dress and making Ethan shiver with pleasure from the rewired sensitivity.

Later in the evening, Damien led Ethan to one of the private rooms.

The sex was intense and passionate.

Damien took his time undressing Ethan, kissing and sucking on his sensitive new nipples until Ethan was moaning and leaking into his panties. He fucked Ethan slowly at first, then harder, gripping his hips and praising him the entire time.

“You’re such a good girl… these tits feel perfect… take my cock like the pretty snow bunny you are…”

Ethan came twice — once from his breasts being played with while Damien fucked him, and again when Damien finally filled him. The rewired nerves made every thrust feel electric.

Afterward, they lay together on the bed. Damien gently stroked Ethan’s hair, his large hand resting possessively on Ethan’s waist.

“I want to take you on a proper date,” Damien said quietly. “Not just this. Dinner, maybe a show… I want to get to know you outside of parties and clubs. Would you like that?”

Ethan, still flushed and catching his breath, looked up at him in surprise. No one had asked him on a real date in a very long time.

“I… yes,” he whispered. “I’d like that.”

Damien smiled and kissed him softly. “Good. I’ll pick you up Friday night. Wear something pretty for me.”

As Ethan lay there in Damien’s arms, he felt a strange new warmth. For the first time in months, someone wanted more than just his body.

But he also knew this was likely the beginning of something much deeper — and far more controlling.

Chapter 6: First Date

Damien picked Ethan up exactly on time on Friday night.

He arrived in a sleek black car, dressed in a tailored dark shirt that accentuated his muscular build. When Ethan opened the door, wearing a elegant but revealing soft pink cocktail dress that hugged his new breasts and showed off his smooth legs, Damien’s eyes lit up with genuine appreciation.

“You look stunning,” he said, offering his arm. “Truly beautiful.”

The date was perfect.

They went to an upscale restaurant with soft lighting and live jazz. Damien was attentive, charming, and respectful. He asked about Ethan’s life, listened carefully when Ethan spoke about his journey, and never once made him feel like just a sexual object. He complimented Ethan’s breasts naturally, saying they suited him perfectly, and gently touched his hand across the table.

For the first time in a long time, Ethan felt seen — not just desired.

After dinner, they walked along the riverfront. Damien held his hand. When they finally returned to Damien’s luxurious apartment, the tension between them had built into something electric.



The moment the door closed, Damien pulled Ethan close and kissed him deeply. It wasn’t rushed or purely lustful — it was passionate, hungry, and full of desire.

“You’ve been on my mind all week,” Damien murmured against his lips.

He slowly unzipped Ethan’s dress, letting it pool at his feet. Ethan stood before him in just a delicate pink lace bra and matching panties. Damien’s hands explored his body with reverence — cupping his new breasts, thumbs circling the sensitive nipples. Ethan gasped sharply as intense pleasure shot through him from the rewired nerves.

“These feel incredible,” Damien whispered, lowering his head to kiss and suck on one nipple, then the other. Ethan moaned loudly, his legs weakening. His cock strained hard against the lace panties, leaking steadily.

Damien carried him to the bedroom and laid him down gently on the large bed. He took his time undressing, revealing his powerful, dark-skinned body and thick, heavy cock. He removed Ethan’s bra and panties with care, kissing every inch of newly revealed skin.

When he finally positioned himself between Ethan’s legs, he looked into his eyes.

“I want you to feel everything tonight.”

He entered Ethan slowly, inch by inch, stretching him open with his thick cock. Ethan cried out in pleasure as the nerve rewiring amplified every sensation. Damien filled him completely, then began thrusting with deep, passionate strokes — steady and powerful, but full of emotion.

Ethan’s new breasts bounced with every thrust. Damien leaned down to suck on them again, alternating between gentle bites and soothing licks, driving Ethan wild. The combination of his sensitive nipples being worshipped and his ass being fucked so thoroughly pushed Ethan over the edge quickly.

“I’m going to cum—” Ethan gasped.

His orgasm hit hard. His cock spurted between their bodies without being touched, thanks to the intense prostate stimulation and breast play. Damien didn’t stop. He kept thrusting through Ethan’s climax, whispering praises:

“That’s my good girl… cum for me… you feel so perfect…”

Damien finally came deep inside Ethan with a low, powerful groan, holding him tight as he filled him. They stayed connected for a long time afterward, kissing softly, Damien’s hands gently caressing Ethan’s breasts and hips.

“You’re mine now,” Damien said quietly, but with clear possession in his voice. “If you’ll have me.”

Ethan, flushed, satisfied, and feeling safer than he had in months, nodded.

“Yes… I want this.”

Chapter 7: Jealousy and Exposure

The second date with Damien was supposed to be even better than the first.

Damien had reserved a private table at an elegant rooftop restaurant with stunning city views. Ethan dressed carefully in a beautiful short black cocktail dress that hugged his new breasts and showed off his smooth legs. Underneath, he wore a delicate pink lace bra and panties, along with his chastity cage — something Damien had requested he wear on their dates.

The evening started perfectly. Damien was charming, attentive, and dominant in the most intoxicating way. They shared appetizers, laughed, and talked deeply. Damien’s hand frequently rested on Ethan’s thigh under the table, occasionally brushing against his caged clit.

Halfway through the main course, Ethan excused himself to use the restroom.

When he returned five minutes later, his dress was gone.

His heart stopped. The small private changing area near the restroom was empty. Someone had stolen his entire outfit — dress, heels, even his clutch. All that remained was the tiny pink chastity cage locked around his clit and the matching pink lace bra and panties he’d been wearing underneath.

Panic set in. He recognized the culprit immediately when he saw Ruby — the jealous sissy from the earlier party — smirking from across the dining area. Ruby had wanted Damien for herself and clearly couldn’t stand watching Ethan date him.

Ethan had no choice. He couldn’t call for help without causing a massive scene. Trembling with humiliation, he walked back to the table trying to cover himself with his arms.

Damien’s eyes widened when he saw him.

“Ethan…?”

Ethan sat down quickly, face burning crimson. The restaurant wasn’t overly crowded, but enough people noticed the nearly-naked sissy with only a chastity cage and tiny lingerie. Whispers and stares followed.

“I… my dress was stolen,” Ethan whispered, voice shaking. “Ruby did it. She’s jealous.”

The humiliation was crushing. Sitting there in just lingerie and a locked pink cage while people stared made his caged clit strain desperately. He was incredibly horny despite the shame — or perhaps because of it.

Damien’s expression darkened with anger at Ruby, but when he looked back at Ethan, there was something else — raw desire.

“You’re going to finish this date just like this,” Damien said firmly, voice low. “Be a good girl and sit pretty for me.”

Ethan obeyed, mortified but obedient. The rest of dinner was pure torture. Every waiter who approached stared. Other diners whispered. His exposed breasts and locked clit were on full display. The constant humiliation kept him painfully hard and leaking inside the cage.



The moment they got back to Damien’s apartment, Damien unleashed.

He pushed Ethan against the wall and kissed him fiercely, hands roaming greedily over his body.

“Look at you,” Damien growled. “So fucking desperate from being exposed like that. Your little cage is dripping.”

He didn’t waste time. He bent Ethan over the couch, yanked the panties aside, and thrust into him in one powerful stroke. Ethan cried out as Damien fucked him hard and deep — much more intensely than their first time. Damien’s hips slammed against him relentlessly, one hand reaching around to tease his sensitive new breasts and pinch his nipples.

“You like being humiliated, don’t you?” Damien grunted, pounding into him. “Walking around a fancy restaurant in nothing but a cage for everyone to see.”

Ethan could only moan and whimper in response. The combination of public shame and Damien’s intense fucking pushed him to the edge quickly. Damien made him cum twice — once from his breasts being roughly played with, and again from the deep, punishing thrusts against his prostate.

Damien finally came with a deep groan, filling Ethan completely.

Afterward, he held Ethan close, kissing his neck softly.

“You handled that beautifully,” he murmured. “I’m proud of you.”

Ethan, exhausted, sore, and still buzzing from the intense sex, curled against Damien’s chest.

Even through the humiliation… he was starting to crave this life.

Chapter 8: Public Display

The next afternoon, Ethan’s phone rang. It was Damien.

“Hey, pretty girl,” Damien’s deep voice rumbled through the speaker. “Did you enjoy last night?”

Ethan blushed just hearing his voice. “Yes… a lot.”

“Good. Today I want you to go shopping. Get something truly scandalous — barely legal for public. Micro-dress, sheer, slutty… the kind of outfit that makes people stare. I’ll Venmo you the money right now. Send me pictures of what you buy. I want to approve it.”

Ethan’s stomach flipped with nervous excitement. “Okay… I’ll do it.”

Damien sent $500 instantly. Ethan went shopping with Lila, who helped him pick out the most outrageous outfit they could find: an extremely short, sheer white mesh micro-dress that was practically see-through. It had a deep plunging neckline that put his new breasts on full display and a hem so short that bending over even slightly would expose everything. Underneath, he wore only a tiny pink thong and his chastity cage.

Damien approved the photos immediately:

Damien: Perfect. Wear that tonight. I’m taking you to karaoke.



The karaoke bar was in a quiet, conservative part of town — the kind of place where middle-aged couples, church groups, and families went for wholesome entertainment. When Ethan walked in on Damien’s arm, the entire room went silent.

Every head turned.

The sheer white dress left almost nothing to the imagination. His perky B-cup breasts were clearly visible through the mesh fabric. The short hem barely covered the bottom of his ass, and with every step his pink thong and chastity cage peeked out. His smooth legs and feminine heels completed the look.

Gasps and whispers erupted immediately.

“Is that… a boy?”

“Oh my God, he has breasts!”

“What is that sissy doing in here? This is a family place!”

Damien kept a possessive hand on Ethan’s lower back, guiding him through the crowd with a satisfied smirk. He clearly loved every second of the humiliation. Ethan’s face burned crimson. He felt completely exposed — every person in the bar staring at his body, judging him, whispering about the obvious sissy on display.

Damien leaned in close while they waited for their turn to sing. “Look at them staring at your tits and little cage. Does it turn you on?”

Ethan was painfully hard in his cage, leaking steadily. The humiliation was intense, but so was the arousal from the rewired nerves and Damien’s dominance.

They sang a duet. The crowd’s discomfort was palpable. Some people left. Others stared openly. Damien kept touching Ethan possessively — squeezing his ass, brushing his breasts — making sure everyone saw.



In the parking lot afterward, they didn’t even make it inside the car.

Damien pushed Ethan against the hood, yanked the sheer dress up, and pulled his thong aside. He fucked him hard and fast right there in the open — powerful thrusts that made Ethan moan loudly. Damien’s hand wrapped around Ethan’s caged clit, teasing him while he pounded deep.

“You love being shown off like this, don’t you?” Damien growled.

Ethan came first, spurting weakly through the cage onto the car hood from the intense stimulation. Damien followed shortly after, filling him.

They were still recovering, Damien still inside him, when flashing red and blue lights appeared.

Two police officers approached the car.

“Public indecency,” one of them said sternly. “You’re both under arrest.”

Ethan stood there in his cum-stained, see-through dress, chastity cage visible, as the officers handcuffed both of them.

The humiliation had reached a new peak.

Chapter 9: Temporary Freedom

The police station was cold and intimidating.

Ethan sat in the holding area in his cum-stained, sheer white micro-dress, chastity cage still clearly visible, legs crossed awkwardly in his heels. He felt utterly humiliated as officers and staff stared at him.

When it was his turn to be processed, the female officer looked him over with a mix of pity and disgust.

“Sweetheart… were you being taken advantage of by that man?” she asked gently.

Ethan froze. He could have told the truth — that he had consented, that he was willingly with Damien. But the words wouldn’t come. The shame, the fear, and the overwhelming situation made him stay silent.

The officers exchanged looks.

“Typical,” one muttered. “These predators target vulnerable sissies like you.”

Because they assumed he was a victim of coercion, Ethan was not formally booked. Instead, he was given a stern warning about public indecency and released with a citation for a future court date.

Damien, however, was not so lucky.

He had a prior record from years earlier. Bail was denied. His hearing was scheduled for three weeks out. He was taken into custody while Ethan watched helplessly from the hallway.



Lila picked Ethan up from the station.

The moment he got into her car, still dressed in the scandalous sheer dress, Lila’s face lit up with barely contained excitement.

“Oh my god, baby!” she squealed, leaning over to hug him tightly. “They let you go! And Damien’s locked up for a few weeks? This is perfect!”

Ethan looked at her, still dazed. “Perfect?”

Lila grinned as she started driving. “Don’t get me wrong — I’m sorry you got arrested. But this means I get you all to myself for the next three weeks. No big scary Bull taking you away every night. Just you and me… and all the fun we can have.”

She reached over and squeezed his thigh, her hand sliding up under the tiny dress.

“You’re going to be such a good girl for me while he’s gone, aren’t you?”

Ethan leaned his head back against the seat, exhausted but strangely relieved. The intense humiliation of the night, combined with Damien’s sudden absence, left him feeling emotionally raw.

Lila kept talking excitedly as they drove home.

“We can do shopping trips, more salon days, film content for your OnlyFans… I can train you even more. This is going to be so good for you, sweetie.”

Ethan said nothing. He just stared out the window, his new breasts rising and falling with each breath, the chastity cage still locked tight between his legs.

Damien was gone for now.

And Lila was ready to take full advantage of the extra time.

Chapter 10: Content Creation

The morning after Damien’s arrest, Lila was in full control mode.

“You need to start making real money,” she told Ethan while he was still in bed, wearing only panties and a crop top. “Damien’s gone for weeks. The strip club is good, but OnlyFans will be your real income. We’re starting today.”

Ethan felt a wave of anxiety, but he didn’t argue. Lila had already set up the account: SnowBunnyEthan. She took professional-looking photos of him in lingerie, posing with his new breasts and chastity cage prominently displayed. The bio read: “Pretty snow bunny learning her place 💕.”

For the first video, Lila wanted something impactful.

She had Ethan on all fours on her bed, wearing nothing but thigh-high stockings and his pink chastity cage. Lila wore a thick, realistic strap-on harness. The camera was set up on a tripod, recording everything.

“Be a good girl and moan for the camera,” Lila whispered as she slowly pushed the strap-on inside him.

Ethan gasped as she filled him. The rewired nerves made every inch feel electric. Lila started slow, then built up a steady rhythm, fucking him deeply while reaching around to play with his sensitive nipples. His small breasts bounced with each thrust.

The pleasure was overwhelming. Ethan moaned loudly, face pressed into the sheets, ass pushed back to meet her strokes. Lila talked dirty to him the entire time for the viewers.

“Look at this desperate little snow bunny… taking my cock so well… show them how you cum, baby.”

Ethan’s body tensed. With no direct stimulation to his caged clit, he had a weak, ruined orgasm — thin streams of cum leaking pathetically from the cage onto the bed as he trembled and whimpered. Lila kept fucking him through it, praising him for the camera.

The video ended with Lila pulling out and showing the camera his leaking, spent body.



After uploading the first video and setting the price, Lila decided to treat him.

“Let’s get your nails done. Something extra pretty to celebrate your new career.”

At the salon, Ethan sat with his hands under the UV lamp while the technician applied long, glossy pink stiletto nails with delicate white hearts. He felt exposed but strangely proud as people stared at his obvious sissy appearance.

Then Ruby walked in.

The rival sissy’s eyes widened with malicious delight when she saw Ethan. She sauntered over, showing off her own long nails and full makeup.

“Well, well… if it isn’t Damien’s little side piece,” Ruby sneered. “I just came back from a conjugal visit with him. I put myself down as his wife on the paperwork. So sorry, but you’re not allowed any visits. He’s all mine now.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. The humiliation hit hard — Ruby had already claimed Damien and blocked him from any contact.

Ruby leaned in closer, voice dripping with venom. “He told me how pathetic you looked in that sheer dress at the restaurant. Keep making your little videos, snow bunny. Maybe one day you’ll be good enough for someone.”

Lila stepped protectively in front of Ethan, but the damage was done. Ethan sat silently as the technician finished his nails, feeling smaller than ever.

His new breasts tingled. His caged clit twitched.

Even in his growing success, the world kept reminding him of his place.

Chapter 11: Public Exposure

Within a week, Ethan’s OnlyFans exploded.

The first video with Lila — titled “First Time Getting Fucked on Camera 💕” — gained hundreds of subscribers almost overnight. The comments were relentless:

“Those new tits are perfect”

“Finally a real snow bunny who knows her place”

“That weak orgasm was so pathetic and hot”

Money started pouring in. Tips, PPV videos, custom requests. Ethan was making more in a single day than he used to make in a month at his old part-time jobs.

But with success came a new kind of humiliation.

One evening while scrolling through his subscriber list, Ethan froze. He recognized many of the usernames. Former classmates. Guys he used to play basketball with. Old friends from high school and college. Even a couple of his professors (outside of the ones he was already “tutoring” for).

They had all subscribed.

Some left comments:

“Always knew you’d end up like this, Ethan ??”

“Can’t believe I used to hang out with you. Now I’m jerking off to your tits.”

“Looking good, SnowBunnyEthan. Keep posting.”

The realization that people who had known him as a regular guy were now paying to watch him get fucked, moan, and leak in chastity hit him like a truck. The shame was intense… and it made him unbearably horny.



That night, Ethan was desperate.

He texted Damien, even though he knew he wouldn’t get a reply. He missed the older man’s dominance, his thick cock, the way he could make him cum so easily. The chastity cage felt tighter than ever. His new breasts ached to be touched. He needed relief.

Instead, he ended up in the living room with Jade and Tara.

His two sissy roommates were more than happy to help.

They started on the couch. Jade and Tara worshipped his new breasts together — sucking, licking, and gently biting his sensitive nipples while Ethan moaned loudly. The rewired nerves made every touch feel like electricity shooting straight to his caged clit.

They moved to the floor. Ethan was put on all fours while Tara fucked him with a thick strap-on and Jade fed him her clit, making him suck her while she played with his breasts. They rotated positions constantly — one in his mouth, one in his ass, sometimes both at the same time while they praised him.

“You’re such a good little whore now…”

“Look at those pretty tits bouncing…”

The orgy lasted for hours. Ethan was used thoroughly by his two feminized roommates. He came twice — weak, ruined orgasms that leaked pathetically from his cage onto the floor — but it still wasn’t enough. He remained desperately horny even after they were all exhausted and cuddling together in a sweaty pile.

As he lay between Jade and Tara, breasts heaving, body covered in their combined fluids, Ethan whispered to himself:

“I wish Damien was here…”

But Damien was locked up.

And for now, this was his life — performing for strangers online, being used by his roommates, and slowly becoming completely addicted to the attention.

Chapter 12: Star Power

Ethan couldn’t shake the sadness.

Even with his OnlyFans growing rapidly and good money coming in from the strip club, he felt empty. Damien had been in jail for over two weeks now, and the lack of contact weighed on him heavily. He missed the older man’s dominance, his deep voice, the way he made Ethan feel truly owned.

Lila noticed his mood and decided to intervene.

“You need to get out of this slump,” she said one Friday night. “We’re going clubbing. Wear something extra slutty. We’re going to have fun tonight.”

Ethan let her dress him in a tiny, sparkling silver mesh dress that was nearly see-through, with a plunging neckline that put his new breasts on full display and a hem that barely covered his ass. Underneath, he wore only a tiny white thong and his chastity cage.



The club was packed and high-energy. Lila pulled Ethan onto the dance floor, grinding against him and trying to lift his spirits. For a while it worked — the music, the lights, and the alcohol helped him loosen up.

Then a tall, extremely athletic Black man approached them.

Ethan recognized him immediately — Marcus “Mace” Thompson, a famous NBA star known for his powerful build, charismatic smile, and very public bachelor lifestyle. He was easily 6’8” with broad shoulders and an unmistakable presence.

Mace looked Ethan up and down with clear interest, then smiled at both of them.

“You two are the prettiest things I’ve seen all night,” he said smoothly. “Especially you, snow bunny. Those tits look brand new.”

The conversation flowed easily. Mace was charming, confident, and direct. Within thirty minutes, he had invited both Ethan and Lila back to his massive penthouse downtown.



The moment they stepped inside the luxurious apartment, clothes started coming off.

Mace kissed Lila first, then turned to Ethan, pulling him close and kissing him deeply while squeezing his breasts. The NBA star was clearly experienced with sissies. He took control effortlessly.

He had them both on the large bed.

Mace started with Lila, fucking her hard and deep while Ethan watched, stroking his caged clit. Then he switched to Ethan, sliding his thick, long cock into him with one smooth thrust. Ethan moaned loudly as the much larger man filled him completely. Mace fucked him with powerful, athletic strokes, making his new breasts bounce.

Then he switched back to Lila.

He went back and forth between them for nearly an hour — fucking one passionately while the other watched or worshipped his body. Ethan’s rewired nerves made every thrust feel incredible. When Mace focused on him, he sucked on Ethan’s sensitive nipples while pounding deep, pushing Ethan into a shaking orgasm that left him leaking through his cage.

Lila came twice as well, loud and shameless.

Mace finally finished by pulling out and covering both of their faces and breasts with thick ropes of cum.

Afterward, the three of them lay together in a sweaty pile. Mace casually stroked Ethan’s hair.

“You’re a natural,” he said with a lazy grin. “I might have to keep you two around.”

Ethan lay there, breathing heavily, breasts heaving, body satisfied for the first time in weeks.

For a few hours, the ache of missing Damien had been replaced by pure, overwhelming pleasure.

Chapter 13: Morning Service

The morning sun filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Mace’s luxurious penthouse.

Ethan woke up between Lila and the massive NBA star. His body was still sore from the night before, but the rewired nerves made even the slight movement of sheets across his breasts feel pleasurable. Mace was already hard and spooning him from behind, his thick cock pressing against Ethan’s ass.

Without a word, Mace slid into him slowly, groaning deeply as he filled Ethan in one smooth thrust. Ethan moaned softly, pushing back instinctively. Lila woke up and immediately joined in, kissing Ethan deeply while playing with his sensitive nipples.

Mace fucked him with lazy, powerful morning strokes — deep and possessive — while Lila sucked on Ethan’s breasts. The pleasure built quickly. Ethan’s caged clit leaked steadily onto the expensive sheets.

They were in the middle of it when the bedroom door opened.

A professional-looking woman in her late 20s — Mace’s personal secretary, dressed in a crisp blouse and pencil skirt — walked in carrying a tablet and a cup of coffee.

“Good morning, Mr. Thompson,” she said calmly, as if walking in on a threesome was completely routine. “You have a 10 AM conditioning session and a sponsor call at 11:30.”

Mace didn’t miss a beat. He kept thrusting slowly into Ethan while replying, “Thanks, Kendra. Push the conditioning back to noon. And order breakfast for three.”

Kendra’s eyes flicked briefly over Ethan and Lila — noting their near-naked bodies, Ethan’s bouncing breasts, and the obvious sex — but her expression remained perfectly neutral and professional.

“Of course, sir.”

Mace continued fucking Ethan lazily as he spoke to her. “Actually, I’ve decided I’m keeping these two here for a while. Clear my schedule for the next few days except for practice and games. Pamper them — full spa treatment, new wardrobe, whatever they want. The only rule is I get laid whenever I want. Morning, noon, or night.”

Kendra nodded efficiently, typing notes on her tablet. “Understood. Tiniest lingerie only while they’re in the penthouse?”

“Exactly,” Mace confirmed, giving Ethan’s ass a firm slap as he thrust deeper.

“Very good, sir. I’ll have a selection delivered within the hour. Anything else?”

Mace groaned as he got close. “That’s all for now.”

Kendra gave a polite smile, completely unfazed. “Enjoy your morning.”

She turned and left, closing the door quietly behind her.

Mace finished inside Ethan with a deep grunt, then pulled out and had Lila clean him with her mouth. Ethan lay there panting, breasts heaving, mind spinning from the casual way the secretary had handled everything.

He was now officially a kept sissy in a famous NBA player’s penthouse.

And the rules had just been made very clear.



Chapter 14: Penthouse Routine

The next two weeks fell into a strange but luxurious routine inside Mace’s penthouse.

When Mace was away at practice, games, or team meetings, Ethan and Lila had the massive space mostly to themselves. They would get bored of lounging by the infinity pool or watching movies, so they started creating content for Ethan’s OnlyFans.

They filmed in every room — on the balcony with the city skyline behind them, in the luxurious marble shower, on the grand piano in the living room. Lila became an expert director, filming Ethan riding her strap-on, playing with his sensitive breasts, or desperately humping a pillow while locked in chastity. The videos performed extremely well, especially the ones showing off his new perky tits and the tiny lingerie Mace demanded they wear at all times.

When they weren’t filming, they shopped. Mace had given Lila full access to one of his credit cards with almost no limit. They ordered endless tiny lingerie sets, sky-high heels, luxurious makeup, and revealing outfits. Ethan’s wardrobe grew dramatically — everything slutty, feminine, and barely there.

But whenever Mace came home, everything else stopped.

The NBA star had an almost insatiable sexual appetite. The moment he walked through the door, he expected one or both of them to be ready for him. Some nights he would fuck them for hours — switching back and forth, using their mouths, asses, and Ethan’s sensitive breasts. Other times he wanted quick, aggressive sessions multiple times throughout the evening.

Ethan was kept in a near-constant state of use. His rewired body responded intensely to every touch, every thrust, every time Mace sucked on his nipples. He came frequently — sometimes hands-free from breast play alone — but it was always overwhelming.

The intensity kept his mind occupied.

For the first time in weeks, Ethan found himself thinking less about Damien. The constant sex, the luxury, the attention from a famous athlete — it all served as a powerful distraction. He told himself he was just surviving, just making the best of his new circumstances.

One evening, after Mace had fucked both of them twice and finally fallen asleep, Ethan lay between Lila and the much larger man, his body sore and satisfied.

Lila kissed his shoulder softly. “You seem happier lately.”

Ethan stared at the ceiling, gently touching one of his breasts.

“I don’t know if it’s happiness,” he whispered. “But at least I’m not thinking about Damien every minute anymore.”

Lila smiled and pulled him closer.

“That’s progress, baby.”

Chapter 15: Claimed

Damien was released after three and a half weeks.

He wasted no time. The very next day, he showed up at Mace’s penthouse building demanding to see Ethan. Security turned him away, but Damien was persistent. He called and texted Ethan repeatedly, leaving angry voicemails:

“You belong to me. That basketball nigga doesn’t own you. Come back where you belong.”



Mace was not amused.

He sat on the massive couch with Ethan curled up against his side, wearing nothing but an extremely tiny white lace babydoll and thong. Lila was on his other side. Mace’s large hand rested possessively on Ethan’s breast as he listened to the latest voicemail on speaker.

“He’s got some nerve,” Mace said calmly, his voice deep and cold. “Thinking he can just take back what’s mine.”

Ethan looked nervous. “He seemed really into me…”

Mace smiled darkly and kissed the top of Ethan’s head. “Don’t worry, baby girl. I take care of what’s mine.”

Two days later, Damien was arrested again.

According to the police report, a large quantity of hard drugs was found during a routine traffic stop in his car. Damien swore he had no idea how they got there, but with his prior record, bail was denied immediately. He was looking at serious time.

Mace never admitted anything. He simply held Ethan closer that night while fucking him slowly and deeply, whispering in his ear:

“He won’t be coming back for what’s his. You’re mine now. Understand?”

Ethan moaned softly, nodding as Mace claimed him again and again.



Lila watched the whole situation with quiet satisfaction. She had grown quite fond of their current arrangement — the luxury, the security, and having Ethan under the protection of someone as powerful as Mace.

Later that night, while Mace was in the shower, Lila kissed Ethan tenderly.

“Damien’s gone for a long time now,” she whispered. “Mace isn’t going to let him anywhere near you. This is your life now, baby. Just accept it.”

Ethan lay there between Lila and the spot where Mace had just been, his new breasts rising and falling, his body still buzzing from being used.

He didn’t know whether to feel relieved… or completely trapped.

But one thing was becoming very clear:

There was no going back.

Chapter 16: Owner’s Preferences

Mace had been growing more possessive by the day.

One evening, after a particularly intense session where he had used both Ethan and Lila for nearly two hours straight, he lay back against the headboard with a satisfied smirk, his hands idly playing with Ethan’s sensitive breasts.

“You two are perfect,” he said, voice low and commanding. “But I want some upgrades. I like my girls to look a certain way.”

The next afternoon, Mace had his driver take all three of them to an exclusive salon and piercing studio that catered to high-profile clients.



First came the piercings.

Ethan and Lila were seated side by side. A professional piercer worked on them while Mace watched approvingly.

They both got multiple ear piercings — lobes, upper cartilage, and dainty hoops that jingled softly. Then came the belly button piercings. Ethan gasped as the needle went through his smooth navel. A cute pink gemstone was placed in his, while Lila got a sparkling diamond one. The piercings looked delicate but unmistakably slutty on their bodies.

Mace smiled as he gently tugged on Ethan’s new belly button piercing. “Good girls. These are going to look so pretty when you’re riding me.”



Next was the hair.

Mace had requested the same platinum blonde shade for both of them — a bright, attention-grabbing, almost white-blonde. The stylists worked for hours, bleaching and toning until both Ethan and Lila had long, silky platinum blonde hair.

Mace immediately tested it.

He grabbed a thick handful of Ethan’s new platinum locks and pulled his head back firmly, exposing his neck. Ethan moaned softly from the mix of pain and pleasure. Mace did the same to Lila, clearly enjoying how the long, bright hair gave him something substantial to grip.

“Perfect,” he growled. “Now I’ve got handles on both my favorite toys.”

That night, Mace made full use of the new modifications.

He fucked them both while gripping their platinum blonde hair like reins — pulling Ethan’s head back while pounding into him, then switching to Lila. The new piercings on their ears and belly buttons sparkled under the low lights as their bodies moved. Ethan’s sensitive breasts bounced with every thrust, the belly button piercing catching Mace’s eye as he drove deep.

The changes made Ethan feel even more objectified — more owned.

As he lay between Mace and Lila afterward, platinum blonde hair splayed across the pillow and new piercings tingling, Ethan realized how far he had fallen.

He was no longer just a sissy trying to survive.

He was becoming a carefully customized plaything for a powerful man.

And the scariest part was how little he fought it anymore.

Chapter 17: The Bet

Mace decided to show off his new toys.

He took Ethan and Lila to his next home game in the team’s VIP box. Both sissies were dressed to draw maximum attention: tiny white crop jerseys that barely covered their breasts (with Mace’s number on the front), the shortest cheer-style skirts possible, thigh-high stockings, and clear platform heels. Their platinum blonde hair was styled in high ponytails — perfect for pulling. Their new belly button piercings sparkled every time they moved.

Throughout the game, cameras kept panning to the VIP box. Social media went wild with photos and videos of the two platinum blonde sissies cheering for Mace.

The team lost by 8 points.

Mace was pissed.

In the tunnel after the game, a tall, muscular opposing superstar — Jamal “The Beast” Washington — approached with a cocky grin.

“Bad luck tonight, Mace,” he said. “Looks like I get my prize.”

Ethan and Lila exchanged confused glances.

Mace clenched his jaw but didn’t argue. “Yeah… a bet’s a bet.”

He turned to Ethan and Lila, voice low. “I bet this asshole a night with both of you if we lost. Go with him. Be good girls.”



Jamal took them straight to his luxury hotel suite.

The moment the door closed, he wasted no time.

“Strip,” he ordered.

Ethan and Lila obeyed, peeling off their tiny jerseys and skirts until they stood in just heels, stockings, and tiny thongs. Jamal’s eyes devoured them — especially Ethan’s perky breasts and platinum blonde hair.

He started with Ethan, pushing him onto the bed and sucking hard on his sensitive nipples while fingering him open. Ethan moaned loudly, the rewired nerves making every touch overwhelming. Jamal then fucked him hard and deep, gripping his platinum ponytail like a handle while pounding into him.

Lila was made to watch at first, then join in — riding Ethan’s face while Jamal fucked him. Jamal switched between them constantly, showing incredible stamina. He fucked Lila doggy style while making Ethan suck on her breasts, then switched back to Ethan, bending him over the couch and railing him mercilessly.

The night was non-stop.

Jamal took them in every position — on the bed, against the window overlooking the city, in the massive shower. He used their mouths, their asses, and Ethan’s sensitive tits. He made them both cum multiple times, especially enjoying how easily Ethan orgasmed from breast and prostate stimulation alone.

By 6 AM, both Ethan and Lila were exhausted, covered in sweat and cum, bodies trembling. Jamal finally finished one last time, pulling out and covering Ethan’s breasts with his load.

“Not bad,” he said, breathing heavily. “Tell Mace I enjoyed his little bet.”



The next morning, a driver took Ethan and Lila back to Mace’s penthouse.

Ethan was sore, drained, and quiet the entire ride. The experience had been intense and overwhelming. Part of him hated how much his body had responded to being passed around like a prize.

But another part — the growing sissy part — was starting to accept that this was simply his new reality.

Chapter 18: Ready for Master

Kendra, Mace’s highly efficient secretary, arrived at the penthouse the morning after Ethan and Lila returned from Jamal’s hotel.

She was crisp, professional, and completely unfazed by their exhausted, disheveled state.

“Mr. Thompson is returning from his away game tomorrow night,” she announced, tablet in hand. “He wants both of you fresh, tested, and fully prepared. Let’s get you ready.”

She treated them exactly like prized pets being groomed for their owner’s return.



First came the medical testing.

Kendra had a private nurse brought in. Ethan and Lila were made to bend over the examination table side by side while full panels were run — STD tests, bloodwork, and swabs. The nurse was clinical and detached.

“Spread a little wider, please,” she said to Ethan as she took samples. “Good girl.”

Kendra checked off items on her tablet like a checklist: “Clean bill of health required before re-entry to Mr. Thompson’s bed.”



Next was the deep cleaning.

They were taken to the penthouse’s private spa room. Kendra oversaw everything.

Both sissies received full-body enemas, thorough waxing (even though they were already laser-smooth), and long, luxurious baths with scented oils. Their platinum blonde hair was washed, conditioned, and styled into perfect, glossy ponytails — easy for Mace to grab.

Their new piercings were cleaned and polished until they sparkled. Kendra personally chose their outfits for Mace’s arrival: matching tiny white micro-bikini lingerie sets that left almost nothing to the imagination. The fabric was so sheer their breasts, nipples, and caged clits were clearly visible.

“These are his favorites,” Kendra noted matter-of-factly, adjusting Ethan’s top so his breasts sat higher. “He likes easy access.”

She treated them like show dogs being prepared for a competition — inspecting teeth, checking skin, making sure their makeup was flawless but slutty.

“Remember,” Kendra said while touching up Ethan’s glossy lips, “your job is to be ready the moment he walks through the door. He’s had a long road trip. He will want to use you immediately.”



The next evening, Ethan and Lila waited on their knees in the living room, dressed in the tiny white lingerie, platinum hair in high ponytails, bodies oiled and perfumed.

When Mace walked in, he smiled widely at the sight.

“Fuck, look at my pretty girls,” he growled, already unbuckling his belt. “Kendra did good.”

He didn’t even make it to the bedroom.

He took them right there on the expensive rug — hard, greedy, and possessive — using both of his pampered sissies exactly as he wanted after his long absence.

Ethan moaned loudly as Mace claimed him, the secretary’s thorough preparations making every sensation more intense.

He really was being kept like a prized pet now.

And the owner had just come home.

Chapter 19: The Maid Performance

The weeks in Mace’s penthouse blurred together in a haze of luxury and submission.

Lila and Ethan had everything they could possibly want — designer lingerie, endless shopping, spa treatments, gourmet food, and the most expensive heels. Mace’s secretary Kendra ensured they were always perfectly groomed and ready. Yet the isolation began to wear on them in a different way.

With Mace often away for games and training, the two sissies spent long hours together. They talked more deeply than ever before. They cuddled, kissed, and comforted each other during the long nights when Mace was gone. Their bond grew stronger — intimate, affectionate, almost romantic in its own way. They were each other’s emotional anchor in this gilded cage.

But the truth settled in slowly:

They weren’t Mace’s lovers.

They were his pets.

Pampered, well-kept, sexually available pets.



One Friday night, Mace hosted a private party for his closest friends and teammates — about twenty powerful, athletic Black men.

“You two will be serving tonight,” Mace told them with a wicked smile. “I had special outfits made.”

The maid outfits were pure humiliation.

Tiny black satin dresses with white lace trim, so short they barely covered the bottom of their asses. Frilly white aprons. Matching headpieces in their platinum blonde hair. The tops were low-cut to display their breasts, and the skirts had built-in petticoats that made them flare out obscenely. Underneath, they wore only tiny white thongs and their chastity cages.

Mace made sure they felt every second of it.

As they served drinks and appetizers, the men openly groped them, slapped their asses, and made crude comments.

“Look at these two pretty maids.”

“Mace really has them trained.”

“Those tits bounce so nice when they walk.”

Mace watched with clear enjoyment, occasionally pulling one of them onto his lap and making them grind while everyone watched. The constant humiliation — being treated like decorative fucktoys in front of a room full of powerful men — left both Ethan and Lila flushed and desperately horny. Their cages strained, leaking into their tiny thongs.

By the end of the night, Mace stood up and addressed the room with a grin.

“For the main event… my two favorite pets are going to put on a show for you.”

He had them move to the center of the large living room on a soft rug. The lights were dimmed. All eyes were on them.

Mace sat back like a king on his throne.

“Fuck each other. Nice and slow at first. I want everyone to see how well my sissies love cock.”

Lila and Ethan obeyed.

Lila took charge first, kissing Ethan deeply while riding him, their breasts pressing together. Then Ethan was on top, thrusting into her while the room watched and cheered. They switched positions multiple times — passionate, desperate, and completely exposed. Their platinum hair bounced, their new piercings sparkled, and their moans filled the room as they brought each other to shuddering orgasms.

The men applauded and whistled as Ethan came weakly through his cage, and Lila finished riding him to her own climax.

Mace looked incredibly pleased.

“Good girls,” he said loudly. “That’s how my pets perform.”



Later that night, as Ethan lay curled up against Lila in the massive bed (Mace had gone to sleep in another room), she kissed his forehead softly.

“We really are just his pets now, aren’t we?” she whispered.

Ethan nodded, holding her closer.

“Yeah… but at least we have each other.”

Chapter 20: The New Law

Ethan and Lila had been whispering about it for days.

Late at night, curled up together in the massive bed while Mace was away on a road trip, they made their plans in hushed voices.

“I can’t do this anymore,” Ethan whispered one night, his platinum blonde hair spilling across the pillow. “I’m not his pet. I’m done being passed around and groomed like a toy.”

Lila nodded, holding him tighter. “Me too. The money is nice, but I feel like we’re just expensive accessories. We can figure something out. Maybe go back to my place, focus on OnlyFans full-time, get our own apartment…”

They started making quiet preparations — saving extra money from Ethan’s OnlyFans, researching discreet moving options, talking about living together as equals instead of kept sissies.

They were going to tell Mace when he returned from his current road trip. They were going to leave.



The morning Mace was due back, Ethan was scrolling through the news on his tablet while still in bed.

His heart stopped.

BREAKING: New Sissy Ownership Act Passed

The headline dominated every feed. In bold letters, the article explained the new federal law:

Effective immediately, all self-identified white sissies (defined by consistent feminine presentation, chastity use, or public acknowledgment) must be registered under a Black male owner or guardian for any major legal or financial transactions. This includes renting or purchasing property, signing contracts, opening new bank accounts, or obtaining certain licenses. Unregistered sissies will have their financial and housing rights suspended until proper ownership is established.

The article went on to cite “public safety” and “protection of vulnerable white males” as justification. It was already law.

Ethan felt the blood drain from his face. He showed the screen to Lila.

She read it in silence, then let out a bitter laugh.

“So that’s it,” she said quietly. “We can’t even rent a shitty apartment without a Black owner signing off. We’re trapped.”

Ethan stared at the ceiling, his new breasts rising and falling with each panicked breath. The beautiful platinum hair, the piercings, the sensitive body he now had — all of it suddenly felt like chains.

“We were so close,” he whispered. “We were actually going to leave…”

Lila crawled over and held him tightly, their bodies pressed together in their tiny matching lingerie.

“I know, baby. I know. But… maybe we can work something out. Maybe Mace will be reasonable and just co-sign things for us without keeping us as full-time pets.”

Even as she said it, they both knew the truth.

Mace had them exactly where he wanted them.

And now the law itself was reinforcing their place in the new world order.

When Mace finally walked through the door that evening, he looked at both of them with a knowing smile, as if he had already heard about the new law.

“Miss me, pets?” he asked, already loosening his tie.

Ethan and Lila exchanged a defeated glance before crawling toward him on the bed, ready to welcome their owner home.

The dream of freedom had lasted less than a week.

Chapter 21: Official Registration

Kendra arrived early the next morning with two garment bags and a no-nonsense expression.

“Mr. Thompson wants you both properly registered under the new law today,” she said briskly. “I’ve scheduled your appointments. Wear these.”

The outfits were deliberately humiliating: tiny sheer white babydoll dresses that barely reached the top of their thighs, with nothing underneath but their chastity cages. The fabric was so thin their breasts, nipples, and cages were clearly visible. Kendra made them wear matching pink collars with Mace’s initials engraved on them.

The drive to the new Sissy Registration Office was silent. Ethan and Lila held hands in the backseat, both flushed with embarrassment.



The government office was clinical, brightly lit, and filled with other white sissies waiting their turn. Kendra marched them straight to the front.

The registration process was invasive and deliberately degrading.

First came the photographs. They were made to stand on a raised platform while multiple cameras flashed from every angle — front, side, back, bent over. The photographer, a stern Black woman, gave instructions like they were objects.

“Arch your back more. Push those tits out. Spread your legs. Show the cage clearly.”

Next was the medical examination room.

A male doctor and two assistants conducted a very thorough “ownership verification.” Ethan and Lila were placed side by side on examination tables, legs in stirrups. The doctor measured their breasts, tested the sensitivity of their rewired nipples (pinching and sucking on them while taking notes), and performed deep prostate exams while asking invasive questions.

“How often does your owner use you?”

“Do you orgasm from anal stimulation alone?”

“Rate your submission level on a scale of 1 to 10.”

Ethan’s face burned with shame as the doctor’s gloved fingers pressed against his prostate. The combination of the invasive touching, the clinical humiliation, and his extremely sensitive rewired nerves proved too much. He came weakly without anyone touching his cage — thin streams leaking pathetically down his thighs as he whimpered.

Lila followed shortly after, moaning softly as the doctor continued his examination on her.

The assistants didn’t even pause. They simply noted the orgasms on their tablets like it was expected behavior.

Finally came the signing.

Ethan and Lila were made to kneel at a desk while Mace’s ownership documents were presented. They had to verbally declare in front of witnesses:

“I, Ethan, willingly register as the owned sissy of Marcus Thompson.”

“I consent to all terms of ownership under the Sissy Protection Act.”

Kendra watched with professional detachment, occasionally adjusting their dresses so the cameras recording the process could capture their exposed bodies better.

When it was finally over, they were handed official ownership cards — plastic IDs showing their photos, physical stats, and “Property of Marcus Thompson.”

Kendra drove them back to the penthouse in silence.

As they walked through the door, still flushed and leaking from the humiliating ordeal, Kendra gave them a small, almost kind smile.

“You’re officially his now. Congratulations.”

Ethan looked down at the ownership card in his trembling hands, his new breasts rising and falling rapidly.

There was no escape anymore.

Not legally.

Not anymore.

Chapter 22: Fading Interest

When Mace finally returned home that evening, Kendra presented him with the official ownership documents and cards.

He barely glanced at them.

“Looks good,” he said casually, tossing the folder onto the coffee table. “Have the bank file them with the rest of the important papers. Make sure everything’s properly insured.”

Kendra nodded efficiently. “Already scheduled for tomorrow morning, sir.”

Mace gave Ethan and Lila a distracted pat on the head, like one might give a dog after a walk, and headed to the shower. He didn’t fuck them that night. Or the next.



Over the following weeks, Mace’s interest in his two pampered sissies began to noticeably wane.

The thrill of having two platinum blonde, heavily modified snow bunnies living in his penthouse had been exciting at first — something edgy and status-boosting to show off to friends. But now that they were officially his, legally registered, and always available, the novelty was fading.

He still used them occasionally — quick morning blowjobs or a rough session after a win — but the long, insatiable nights became rarer. He was busier with the season, more focused on his career, and starting to bring other women (actual women) back to the penthouse some nights.

Ethan and Lila were left with more and more free time.

At first they filled it with shopping and spa days on Mace’s card. But the boredom and emptiness soon set in. They were well-kept pets with nothing to do.

So they threw themselves harder into Ethan’s OnlyFans.

They became much more professional about it. They filmed almost every day — long, high-quality videos exploring every aspect of their modified bodies. Ethan’s sensitive breasts were the star of many scenes. They did roleplay, chastity challenges, strap-on sessions, and increasingly extreme content. Lila proved to be an excellent co-star and director.

The account grew rapidly. Subscribers loved the “kept sissy” aesthetic and the genuine chemistry between Ethan and Lila. Custom requests poured in, and their income became substantial — enough that they no longer felt completely dependent on Mace’s generosity.

One quiet afternoon, while filming Ethan riding Lila’s strap-on on the balcony with the city skyline behind them, Lila looked up at him with soft eyes.

“We don’t need him anymore,” she whispered between moans, loud enough for the camera. “Not really.”

Ethan didn’t answer. He just kept riding her, lost in the pleasure and the growing realization that their luxurious prison had become their new normal.

Mace barely noticed how much content they were creating.

As long as they were pretty, available when he wanted them, and didn’t cause drama, he was content to let his two platinum blonde pets entertain themselves.

Chapter 23: False Hope

Ethan and Lila had reached their limit.

Late at night, when Mace was asleep or away, they would lie together in the guest bedroom whispering frantically about escape. The luxury had become suffocating. Being treated like expensive pets — available when wanted, ignored when not — was breaking them.

“We have the money now,” Ethan whispered one night, his platinum blonde hair spilling across Lila’s chest. “OnlyFans is bringing in serious cash. Maybe we can buy ourselves out. Pay Mace whatever he wants and be free.”

Lila’s eyes lit up with desperate hope. “It’s risky… but we have to try. Before we completely forget who we used to be.”



They started the process in secret.

Using their growing OnlyFans earnings, they contacted the Sissy Registration Office and inquired about voluntary manumission (buying their own freedom). The clerk on the phone sounded almost amused.

“You can attempt a buyout,” she said, “but the current owner must formally sign over ownership to the new buyer — which in this case would be a trust or yourself. It’s not simple self-purchase.”

Still, they tried.

They scraped together a substantial offer — well above market value for two heavily modified sissies — and had their lawyer draft the paperwork. Kendra, ever efficient, scheduled a meeting.

Mace barely reacted when they presented it to him.

He read through the documents while casually playing on his phone, then laughed.

“You two want to buy yourselves?” He looked genuinely entertained. “Cute. But no. I’m not signing you over. You’re mine. I like having you here.”

He tossed the papers aside like they were nothing.



Desperate, they spent the next two weeks hunting for loopholes.

They consulted underground sissy rights groups (what few existed). They looked into emancipation laws, corporate ownership structures, even trying to set up a shell company that could “purchase” them. Every avenue led to the same wall:

The owner’s signature was required.

The new law was airtight. White sissies could not legally exist as independent adults. They needed a Black guardian/owner for any major life decision.

One particularly cruel bureaucrat at the registration office even laughed at them during a final inquiry:

“Honey, the whole point of the law is to stop exactly what you’re trying to do. Once you’re registered, you stay registered until your owner decides otherwise.”



Ethan and Lila sat on the balcony one evening, staring out at the glittering city, dressed in the tiniest lingerie Mace required.

“We’re really stuck, aren’t we?” Ethan said quietly, voice cracking.

Lila leaned her head on his shoulder, her platinum hair mixing with his.

“Yeah… we are.”

The risky plan had failed completely. Not only had they exposed their desire for freedom to Mace, but they had also learned just how ironclad their ownership was.

Mace noticed their subdued mood that night and simply pulled them both into bed, using them thoroughly as if to remind them exactly who they belonged to.

As Ethan lay there afterward, pressed between Mace and Lila, he felt the last fragments of hope quietly die.

There was no escape.

Only acceptance… and learning to find pleasure within the cage they could never leave.

Chapter 24: Pet Training

Mace didn’t yell. He didn’t need to.

Two days after learning about their secret attempt to buy their freedom, he made his position perfectly clear.

He had Kendra bring in two custom-made items: sleek black leather collars with heavy silver buckles. Each had a polished tag that read “Property of Mace Thompson” on the front and a QR code on the back that linked to their official ownership registration.

Mace fastened them around Ethan’s and Lila’s necks himself, the locks clicking shut with finality.

“You tried to leave me,” he said quietly, tugging on Ethan’s new collar until he whimpered. “So now I’m going to treat you exactly like what you are — my pets. Maybe this will help you remember.”



The new rules were immediate and degrading.

They were no longer allowed to sleep in the main bed unless Mace wanted them there for the night. Two large, luxurious kennels — pink padded interiors, their names engraved on the doors — were placed in the corner of the master bedroom. They were expected to sleep there most nights, curled up on all fours like well-kept animals.

During the day, they were often leashed.

Kendra, ever the professional, was given explicit instructions. She walked them around the massive penthouse on pink leather leashes clipped to their collars — sometimes making them crawl on all fours through the living room while Mace watched sports. On nicer days, she took them out to the private rooftop garden for “exercise,” leading them on the leash while they wore nothing but tiny thongs, their platinum blonde hair in high ponytails.

“Pets need fresh air and movement,” Kendra would say matter-of-factly as she led them, treating the situation with the same detached efficiency she used for scheduling Mace’s games.

Mace made sure the humiliation cut deep.

He had them eat from matching pink bowls on the floor. He made them perform tricks in front of his friends — begging, rolling over, playing fetch with their own panties. Every time one of them showed even a hint of resistance or sadness, he would tug their collar and remind them:

“This is what happens when my pets try to run away. Be good girls and I’ll spoil you. Keep testing me and the kennels get smaller.”

Ethan and Lila endured it together. At night, curled up in their adjacent kennels, they would reach through the bars and hold hands, whispering to each other for comfort. The luxury was still there — expensive toys, beautiful lingerie, constant pampering — but the message was unmistakable.

They were owned.

Completely.

And Mace would never let them forget it again.

Chapter 25: Public Display

Mace turned their punishment into a spectacle.

During the NBA Championship Finals, with millions watching worldwide, Mace arranged for a high-profile “lifestyle” commercial to air during halftime.

The concept was simple and brutal: showcasing the new Sissy Ownership Act as a positive, modern development — proudly presented by one of the league’s biggest stars.



The commercial opened with sleek, cinematic footage of Mace walking through the city streets in a tailored suit. The camera then panned down to reveal Ethan and Lila on all fours beside him, leashed to a custom chrome leash holder in his hand.

Both sissies were dressed in the most humiliating “pet” outfits yet: tiny metallic silver bikini tops that barely contained their breasts, matching micro-thongs, platinum blonde hair in high ponytails with big bows, and elegant but tall clear platform heels that forced them to crawl with their asses raised high. Their collars gleamed under the sunlight, tags jingling with every movement. Their new piercings sparkled for the cameras.

The voiceover — delivered by Mace himself in a deep, confident tone — played over the footage:

“In the new world, order brings happiness. These are my pets, Ethan and Lila. Registered. Owned. Protected. They want for nothing… and they know their place.”

The commercial showed them being walked through a crowded downtown plaza during the commercial shoot. People stopped and stared. Some cheered. Some looked shocked. Phones came out everywhere. Ethan and Lila’s faces were flushed deep red with humiliation as they crawled beside Mace, breasts swaying, asses on full display, the tiny thongs doing nothing to hide their chastity cages.

The final shot showed Mace sitting on a luxury bench, Ethan and Lila kneeling obediently at his feet, nuzzling against his legs like well-trained pets while he stroked their platinum hair.

“Real men provide. Real pets obey. This is the new order. And it works.”

The commercial ended with the official Sissy Registration logo and the slogan:

“Ownership = Happiness”



Millions saw it live during the championship game.

Social media exploded. Clips of Ethan and Lila crawling in public went viral. The humiliation was total and inescapable — their faces, bodies, and submission broadcast to the entire country as a shining example of the new law.

Back in the penthouse that night, Mace was extremely pleased.

He made them watch the commercial on loop while he fucked them, gripping their ponytails and reminding them:

“This is what you are now. My famous pets. The whole world saw how happy you looked on your knees. No more silly ideas about leaving.”

Ethan and Lila could only moan and submit, their bodies responding even as their minds reeled from the very public degradation.

The new world order wasn’t just law anymore.

It was entertainment.

And they were its poster girls.
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