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Chapter 1: The Council’s Decree

The second official meeting of the Sissy Council was far more formal than the first.

They had taken over the living room completely. Emily sat at the head of the table like a CEO, wearing a sharp black pencil skirt and silk blouse. To her right was Vivienne, elegant and icy as always in a tailored charcoal suit. To her left was Trainer Kai, dressed in sleek activewear, tablet in hand and a predatory smile on her lips.

In the center of the room, on his knees, was Alexa.

She wore a tiny baby-pink satin maid uniform with white lace trim. The skirt was so short that bending even slightly exposed the bottom curve of her plugged ass and her smooth, realistic pussy. Her C-cup breasts strained against the low-cut top, and her new diamond belly button piercing sparkled every time she breathed. Her ears and navel glittered with jewelry, and her makeup was soft but flawless — exactly as the Council preferred.

“Progress review,” Emily announced, opening the meeting. “Alexa, present yourself.”

Alexa rose gracefully, turned slowly, and then curtsied deeply, just as Kai had trained her.

“Very good,” Vivienne said, her sharp gray eyes roaming over Alexa’s body. “The new pussy has settled beautifully. Sensitivity is excellent. Breast prosthetics are still performing well.”

Kai tapped her tablet. “Glute and hip measurements are improving, but slower than I’d like. The denial is working, but we need more public pressure to accelerate her conditioning.”

Emily leaned forward, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“Then it’s time for the next phase. The Council has decided: Alexa is going to beauty school.”

Alexa’s stomach dropped.

“Full-time cosmetology program,” Emily continued. “Six months, in-person. She’ll learn makeup, hair, nails, waxing — everything a proper sissy wife should know. And she will be applying in person, fully as Alexa. No hiding.”

Alexa’s voice came out small and trembling. “But… my family… my old friends… they still think I’m on medical leave. If I show up looking like this—”

“That’s the point, princess,” Kai interrupted with a smirk. “You can’t stay hidden forever. The Council has voted. You will apply as a woman. You will attend as a woman. And we will begin slowly leaking carefully edited videos of your transformation to selected people in your old life.”

Vivienne smiled coolly. “Nothing too extreme at first. A video of you cleaning in lingerie here and there. Maybe one of you practicing your new walk in heels. We’ll let the confusion build.”

Emily reached down and stroked Alexa’s cheek affectionately.

“You’ve played the perfect sissy at home for weeks. Now it’s time to carry that into the real world. You’ll tell everyone you’ve had a major personal transformation and you’re embracing your true self. The Council will help craft your story.”

Alexa felt dizzy. This was far beyond anything she had imagined when she walked into The Veil with Emily months ago. Her realistic pussy throbbed with anxious arousal despite her fear.

“But… what if someone recognizes me?” she whispered.

“Then you smile prettily and tell them the truth,” Emily said sweetly. “That you’re a kept sissy wife now. That you belong to me. And that you’re much happier this way.”

Kai stood up and circled Alexa slowly, running a hand down her back and squeezing her increasingly plump ass.

“Starting tomorrow, you have one week to prepare. New wardrobe for school — professional but slutty. We’ll do your voice training every night. You will apply in person next Friday. I expect you to look like the hottest little beauty school student they’ve ever seen.”

Vivienne added, “And if you try to sabotage the application or hide… the Council has already prepared your punishment. Trust me, sweetheart — you don’t want that.”

Emily tilted Alexa’s chin up so their eyes met.

“This is what you were made for, baby girl. The world is going to meet Alexa… whether you’re ready or not.”

Alexa swallowed hard, heart pounding, her new body betraying her with a fresh wave of wetness between her legs.

The Council had spoken.

Her old life was about to collide violently with her new one.

Chapter 2: Preparing for Presentation

The next morning, the Sissy Council’s new rules went into immediate effect.

Alexa woke up to Emily standing over the bed holding a sleek black garment bag and a pair of tall nude heels.

“Today is preparation day, baby girl,” Emily said brightly. “You have one week until you walk into that beauty school and apply as Alexa. The Council wants you perfect.”

The day started with three brutal hours of training:

Kai arrived first for posture and movement drills. Alexa spent an hour walking in 5-inch heels while balancing a book on her head, doing hip sways, and practicing graceful sits and stands. Every time her posture slipped, Kai corrected her with a sharp smack to her ass.

Vivienne arrived next for makeup and voice training. For two hours, Alexa practiced her new softer, breathier voice while learning how to apply natural-looking but noticeably feminine makeup — glossy pink lips, long lashes, and subtle contouring that made her face look softer and prettier.

By the time they were done, Alexa’s throat hurt and her feet were aching, but she sounded and looked unmistakably like a woman.



The real humiliation came in the afternoon.

Emily announced they were going shopping for Alexa’s “beauty school wardrobe.” The Council had very specific requirements: outfits that looked professional enough to pass school standards, but slutty enough to remind Alexa of her place.

They went to three different stores — all popular, well-lit, and busy.

First stop: Upscale women’s clothing boutique

Emily made Alexa try on outfit after outfit in the open-concept fitting area with only a thin curtain for privacy.

She emerged in:

​●​       A tight white button-up blouse that was two sizes too small, straining across her breasts with several buttons threatening to pop.

​●​       A black pencil skirt so tight and short that it barely reached mid-thigh, with a slit up the back that showed the tops of her stockings.

​●​       A soft pink cardigan that was mostly left unbuttoned to display her cleavage and belly button piercing.

The saleswomen kept giving Alexa strange looks, especially when Emily made her spin and bend over “to check the fit.”

Second stop: Shoe store

Emily forced Alexa to try on multiple pairs of heels in the middle of the store — 4-inch and 5-inch pumps in soft pastels. Alexa had to walk back and forth across the carpeted floor while other customers watched. One middle-aged woman whispered to her friend, “That girl is very… blessed up top.”

Third and most humiliating stop: Lingerie and uniform store

This was where Emily went all out.

Alexa was made to try on:

​●​       Sheer white blouse options (some see-through enough to show her lace bra clearly)

​●​       Extremely short pleated skirts in pastel colors

​●​       Delicate lace garter belts and thigh-high stockings

​●​       Push-up bras that made her already large breasts look even more prominent

At one point, Emily had her standing on a small platform in just a sheer white blouse, tiny pink skirt, and heels while two female shoppers openly stared. One of them even complimented her “amazing figure” and asked what her secret was. Alexa could barely speak above a whisper.

By the time they left the last store, Alexa was carrying six large bags filled with revealing yet “professional” outfits: tight blouses, short skirts, crop tops disguised as professional wear, and an entire drawer’s worth of slutty lingerie to wear underneath.

On the drive home, Emily kept one hand on Alexa’s smooth thigh, occasionally sliding it up to tease her new pussy.

“You did so well today, princess,” Emily praised. “Tomorrow we’ll practice your application story. By Friday, when you walk into that beauty school, everyone is going to see exactly what you are — my pretty, obedient little sissy student.”

Alexa stared out the window, heart racing, her new realistic pussy tingling with a confusing mix of fear and arousal.

In just a few days, she would have to walk into a public beauty school and present herself as Alexa — a woman — while her old life still thought she was a man on medical leave.

The slow release of her feminization videos hadn’t even started yet.

And the Council was only getting started.

Chapter 3: First Day as Alexa

The morning of Alexa’s beauty school interview, Emily woke her up early with a very specific plan.

“Council orders,” Emily whispered sweetly as she straddled Alexa’s face. “You’re going to stay desperate and dripping all day. Nothing clears the mind like a needy pussy.”

For nearly forty-five minutes, Emily edged her mercilessly. She used her tongue, fingers, and the powerful wand vibrator on Alexa’s hypersensitive new pussy, bringing her right to the edge over and over again. Every time Alexa’s thighs started shaking and her breathing turned into desperate whimpers, Emily pulled away.

By the time Emily finally stopped, Alexa was a trembling, leaking mess. Her realistic pussy lips were swollen and glistening, her clit throbbing, and her mind foggy with denied need.

Emily dressed her personally for the interview:

​●​       A tight white blouse (one size too small) that strained across her breasts, with the top three buttons left undone to show generous cleavage and the hint of her lace bra.

​●​       A black pleated skirt that ended several inches above mid-thigh.

​●​       Sheer nude stockings and 4-inch nude pumps.

​●​       Delicate makeup with glossy pink lips and long lashes.

“You look like the perfect little beauty school slut,” Emily said proudly, snapping a few photos. “Now go show them what a good girl you are.”



The Interview

The beauty school was a mid-sized, professional academy downtown. Alexa’s heart hammered as she walked into the admissions office, heels clicking loudly on the tile floor. Her short skirt swished with every step, and she could feel the cool air teasing her soaked pussy.

The admissions counselor, a stylish woman in her forties named Ms. Harper, greeted her warmly.

“Alexa Thompson? Lovely to meet you. Please have a seat.”

Alexa sat carefully, keeping her knees together and back straight like Kai had drilled into her. Ms. Harper went through the standard questions — previous experience, why she wanted to become a cosmetologist, availability — while openly studying Alexa’s figure and presentation.

“You have a very… striking look,” Ms. Harper said with a polite smile. “Have you worked in beauty before?”

“No, ma’am,” Alexa answered in her soft, practiced feminine voice. “This is a big personal change for me. I’m finally embracing who I really am.”

Ms. Harper nodded, seemingly satisfied. She had Alexa demonstrate basic skills — applying makeup on a practice mannequin and showing her hand coordination. Alexa passed easily thanks to Vivienne’s intense training.

“Congratulations,” Ms. Harper said at the end. “You’re accepted into our full-time program starting Monday. Welcome to the Academy, Alexa.”

Alexa left the building flushed and anxious. She had officially enrolled — as a woman.



First Day of Beauty School

Monday morning was even worse.

Emily edged her again for a full hour before class — this time making her ride a thick dildo suction-cupped to the floor while Emily controlled the wand on her clit. She brought Alexa right to the edge six times before stopping completely.

“No cumming today, princess,” Emily warned as she kissed her goodbye. “The Council wants you focused and obedient. Send me a video from the bathroom on your lunch break showing how wet you still are.”

Alexa arrived at school in her “professional” outfit: a tight cream-colored blouse, a short navy pencil skirt, and tall heels. She looked more like a sexy secretary than a student.

The first day was a whirlwind of orientation, introductions, and basic hair and makeup theory. Alexa was painfully aware of how she looked. Several female students complimented her “amazing figure” and asked for makeup tips. One confident girl named Jade even flirted lightly with her, saying, “You’re way too pretty to be new here.”

During practical work, Alexa’s hands shook slightly from the constant low-level arousal. Every time she moved, her short skirt rode up, and she could feel her wetness threatening to drip down her thighs. Her new pussy throbbed relentlessly, begging for the release Emily had denied her.

At lunch, she locked herself in a bathroom stall, pulled her skirt up, and recorded the required video for Emily — legs spread, showing her swollen, dripping pussy.

Emily replied instantly:

Emily: Such a good girl. The Council is proud. Keep that edge for the rest of the day. When you get home tonight, we’re going to watch the security footage together while I reward my brave beauty school sissy.

By the end of the first day, Alexa was exhausted, humiliated, and desperately horny. She had survived her first day fully as Alexa.

But as she drove home, she knew this was only the beginning. The Council had many more plans, and the slow release of her feminization videos to her old friends and family was about to begin.

Chapter 4: New Best Friend

By the end of the first week at beauty school, Alexa was starting to settle into a terrifying new routine. She attended classes in her tight blouses and short skirts, stayed desperately edged thanks to Emily’s morning ritual, and sent multiple videos to the Council every day.

Then Mia entered her life.

Mia was a bubbly, confident 22-year-old with long dark hair, bright pink highlights, and zero sense of personal boundaries. She had decided — on day three — that Alexa was her new project.

“You’re literally the prettiest girl in our class,” Mia declared during lunch on Friday, plopping down across from Alexa uninvited. “And you’re so quiet! We’re fixing that. You’re sitting with me from now on.”

From that moment, Mia adopted Alexa as her new best friend.



Monday – Week 2

Mia dragged Alexa to the campus café after morning theory class.

“So, tell me everything,” Mia said, leaning in conspiratorially with her iced latte. “Boyfriend? Girlfriend? Are you seeing anyone? Because with that body, you have to be getting laid constantly.”

Alexa nearly choked on her drink. Her new pussy gave a helpless throb at the question.

“I… um… I have someone,” she answered carefully in her soft feminine voice. “It’s… complicated.”

Mia’s eyes lit up. “Complicated is my favorite! Is she hot? Does she eat pussy like a champ? Tell me details!”

Alexa spent the next twenty minutes being grilled about her “girlfriend” while trying not to die of embarrassment. Every time she gave a vague answer, Mia pushed for more.



Wednesday

Mia insisted they do each other’s makeup before practical class.

They were alone in the student lounge. Mia sat extremely close, brushing highlighter onto Alexa’s cheekbones.

“You have such good bone structure,” Mia murmured. “And these lips… ugh, I’m jealous. What boys have you been with? Be honest. I won’t judge.”

Alexa froze. “I… haven’t really been with any boys.”

Mia gasped dramatically. “Wait, seriously? You’re telling me this whole time you’ve only been with girls? That’s actually kind of hot. But like… don’t you ever get curious? I could totally see you with a hot guy. You have that innocent-but-slutty vibe.”

Alexa’s face burned crimson while her realistic pussy clenched with humiliated arousal.



Friday Afternoon

Mia refused to let Alexa go home after class.

“Come on! We’re getting manicures and then bubble tea. Best friend bonding time!”

They sat side-by-side at the nail salon. Mia chose a bright pink glitter polish for both of them.

While their nails dried, Mia scrolled through her phone and showed Alexa pictures of cute boys.

“Rate them 1-10,” she demanded. “Be honest. Which one would you let rail you?”

Alexa squirmed in her seat, her short skirt riding up her thighs. She was still edged from that morning’s session and every casual, girly comment from Mia made it worse.

“I… don’t know,” Alexa mumbled.

Mia laughed. “Oh my god, you’re blushing so hard! You’re totally into guys too, aren’t you? It’s okay, babe. We can find you a cute one. Or maybe a hot masc lesbian. Whatever you’re into.”

By the time Alexa finally got home that evening, she was a complete wreck — soaked, desperate, and mentally exhausted from hours of non-stop girly talk and boy-crazy conversation.

Emily was waiting with a knowing smile.

“The Council saw the pictures Mia posted of you two together today,” she said, holding up her phone. “You look so cute with your new bestie. She’s going to be very useful for your public exposure.”

Emily pulled Alexa close and slid a hand under her skirt, cupping her dripping pussy.

“Poor desperate girl. All day talking about boys while your pretty pussy was aching. The Council has decided you’re going to start hanging out with Mia more often. A lot more often.”

Alexa whimpered as Emily slowly circled her swollen clit.

“Welcome to your new social life, baby girl.”

Chapter 5: Girls’ Night

Friday afternoon, just as class was ending, Mia bounced over to Alexa’s station with a huge grin.

“Babe! We are not going home tonight. Girls’ night! There’s this club downtown called Eclipse — it’s super fun, good music, and the drinks are strong. You’re coming with me. No excuses!”

Alexa’s stomach flipped. “I don’t know, Mia… I’m kind of tired—”

“Nope! You’ve been mysterious and quiet all week. Tonight you’re letting loose with your new bestie.” Mia grabbed her arm. “We’ll pregame at my place, do our makeup, and find you something cute to wear. Come on!”

Before Alexa could protest further, Mia had already texted Emily (using the number Alexa had reluctantly given her) and received enthusiastic approval.

Emily’s reply to Alexa was simple and devastating:

Emily: Have fun tonight, princess ?? The Council wants photos and a full report. Stay edged. No cumming.



Mia dressed Alexa at her apartment in one of the more revealing outfits they’d bought for “school”: a tight black mini dress that clung to every curve, barely covering the bottom of Alexa’s ass, with a plunging neckline that showed off her breasts and sparkling belly button piercing. Mia added glossy red lipstick, heavy lashes, and styled Alexa’s hair in soft waves.

“You look like a total snack,” Mia declared, clearly proud of her work.



At Eclipse

The club was loud, dark, and packed with bodies. Strobe lights flashed across the dance floor as bass-heavy music pulsed through the air.

Mia ordered shots immediately and dragged Alexa onto the dance floor. At first they danced together, laughing and grinding playfully. But Mia had other plans.

After two songs, Mia leaned in close. “Time to get you some attention, babe!”

She waved over a tall, muscular guy named Ryan who had been eyeing them. Before Alexa could react, Mia pushed her toward him.

“Dance with my friend! She’s shy but she needs to loosen up!”

Ryan smiled and pulled Alexa close. Their bodies pressed together as the music slowed slightly. His hands settled on her waist, then slid down to her hips. Alexa could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her stomach through his pants as they moved.

Every grind, every sway of his hips made her hyper-sensitive pussy throb. The short dress rode up dangerously high. When he spun her around and pulled her back against his chest, his hard cock nestled right between her ass cheeks, rubbing against the base of her jeweled plug.

Alexa bit her lip hard, fighting back moans.

Mia kept bringing more guys over — one after another. Tall, athletic, confident men who all wanted to dance with the curvy blonde with the incredible body. Each one pressed against her, hands roaming her waist, hips, and occasionally brushing the sides of her breasts. One particularly bold guy slid his thigh between her legs while they danced, putting direct pressure on her swollen clit through the thin dress.

By the end of the night, Alexa was a shaking, dripping wreck. Her realistic pussy was soaked, her nipples painfully hard, and her mind hazy with overwhelming arousal. She had been edged for days, and hours of intimate grinding with multiple hard cocks had pushed her dangerously close to the brink.



The Ride Home

Mia was too drunk to drive, so she called them an Uber. Alexa sat in the back seat, legs pressed tightly together, trying desperately to stay in control.

The driver took a route with several speed bumps and rough roads. Every bump sent vibrations straight through the seat and into Alexa’s throbbing pussy and plugged ass.

“Ah—” she whimpered softly, gripping the door handle.

Mia was half-asleep in the passenger seat and didn’t notice.

Another big bump. Then another.

The constant vibration, combined with hours of teasing, grinding, and denial, finally became too much.

Alexa came hard in the back of the Uber.

Her new pussy clenched violently, waves of intense pleasure crashing through her as she bit down on her lip to stay quiet. Her thighs trembled, juices soaking through her tiny thong and dripping onto the seat. The orgasm rolled on and on, prolonged by the continuing vibrations of the moving car.

By the time the Uber pulled up to her apartment building, Alexa was flushed, breathing heavily, and trying to hide the wet spot on the back of her dress.

Mia hugged her goodbye sleepily. “We’re doing this again soon, bestie!”

Alexa barely made it inside before collapsing against the door, legs weak.

Her phone buzzed. A message from Emily, who had clearly been watching the location tracker:

Emily: The Council just received an interesting report from your ride home 😉

Emily: Clean yourself up and wait for me on the bed in your maid outfit. We’re going to have a very long discussion about what happens when desperate sissy girls cum without permission.

Alexa whimpered, her freshly orgasmed pussy already tingling again with fear and renewed arousal.

The walls were closing in faster than ever.

Chapter 6: Punishment and Platinum

Emily was waiting for her when she walked through the door.

Alexa barely had time to kick off her heels before Emily grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her into the living room. The large TV screen was already playing the Uber security footage Emily had somehow obtained — showing Alexa trembling and cumming hard in the backseat.

“Explain,” Emily said calmly, arms crossed.

“I-I didn’t mean to!” Alexa stammered, voice high and feminine. “I was so edged all day… the dancing, all those guys grinding on me, the car vibrations… I couldn’t stop it. It just happened!”

Emily raised an eyebrow. “You couldn’t stop it? The Council gave you one simple rule: no orgasms without permission. And you came in the back of an Uber like a desperate little slut.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” Alexa whispered, dropping to her knees. “Please… it was an accident.”

“Accidents have consequences,” Emily replied coolly. “The Council has already voted on your punishment.”



The punishment was swift and thorough.

Emily made Alexa strip completely, then dressed her in the frilliest, sluttiest maid outfit they owned — black satin with white lace trim, a ridiculously short skirt, and a tiny apron that did nothing to hide her breasts or pussy. Emily then sat on the couch and made Alexa kneel between her legs while she slowly fucked Alexa’s new pussy with a thick strap-on, edging her mercilessly for over an hour.

Every time Alexa got close, Emily stopped moving completely.

“You don’t get to cum tonight,” Emily told her between thrusts. “This is a reminder of who owns this pretty pussy.”

When Alexa was a sobbing, dripping mess, Emily finally pulled out and ordered her to the bathroom.

It was time for the next phase of her transformation.



Two hours later, Alexa emerged from the bathroom with platinum blonde, shoulder-length hair. The color was striking — bright, shiny, and unmistakably feminine. Vivienne had arranged for a professional stylist to come to the apartment late that night. The new platinum locks framed Alexa’s face perfectly, making her look even more like a doll.

Emily smiled approvingly as she ran her fingers through the silky platinum hair.

“Much better. This is going to look incredible in the first video we send out.”



The First Video

Later that night, Emily set up the cameras perfectly.

Alexa was dressed back in the full maid outfit — platinum blonde hair styled in soft waves, full makeup, glossy lips, and the short skirt flipped up to show her plugged ass and glistening pussy.

Emily made her clean the apartment on camera while narrating in her soft, feminine voice:

“My name is Alexa… and I’m a kept sissy wife. This is what I do every day for my Mistress…”

The video showed her bending over, dusting, crawling, and even using the wand on herself (without cumming) while moaning softly.

Emily selected one of Alexa’s old male acquaintances — Jake, a former coworker who had always been friendly with Alex — and sent him the video through an anonymous account with the message:

“Thought you might want to see what your old friend Alex has been up to lately ??”

Emily then showed Alexa the sent confirmation.

“It’s starting, baby girl,” she whispered, pulling the trembling platinum blonde into her arms. “Soon everyone from your old life is going to see what a pretty sissy you’ve become. The Council is very pleased with your progress.”

Alexa stared at her reflection in the mirror — platinum blonde hair, maid uniform, sparkling piercings, and realistic pussy on full display.

There was no hiding anymore.

The slow unraveling of her old life had officially begun.

Chapter 7: Bestie’s Reaction

Monday morning at beauty school, Alexa walked into the classroom with her heart in her throat.

Her new platinum blonde hair — bright, shiny, and styled in soft shoulder-length waves — was impossible to miss. It caught the light dramatically and made her look even more feminine than before.

Mia spotted her immediately.

“Oh. My. God.” Mia’s mouth fell open dramatically as she rushed over, hands flying to her cheeks. “Alexa! What the hell?! When did this happen?!”

She grabbed two handfuls of the platinum locks and ran her fingers through them, eyes wide with a mix of shock and delight.

“I was supposed to do your hair!” Mia whined, clearly upset. “We had plans! I was going to give you long extensions and do a really cute balayage. I had the whole vision ready!” She pouted for a few seconds, then stepped back and looked Alexa up and down again.

“But… holy shit, babe. This color is so sexy on you.”

Mia’s expression quickly shifted from annoyance to pure excitement. She twirled a lock of the platinum hair around her finger.

“It’s giving expensive doll. Like, expensive fuckdoll,” she giggled. “The length is perfect too — not too short, not too long. It frames your face so well. And with your makeup? You look like a total bimbo princess. I’m actually kind of mad at how hot you look.”

She leaned in closer, lowering her voice conspiratorially.

“Who did it? Was it your girlfriend? Did she surprise you? Tell me everything. Did you go full blonde because you wanted to look extra slutty for her?”

Alexa blushed furiously, her new pussy giving a traitorous throb at Mia’s casual dirty talk.

“It… was kind of a surprise,” she answered softly. “She thought it would look good on me.”

Mia squealed and hugged her tightly, pressing their bodies together.

“Well, she was right. You look incredible. I’m still mad I didn’t get to do it myself, but I forgive you because this is chef’s kiss.” She pulled back and played with Alexa’s platinum hair again. “We’re definitely doing extensions next though. I want you with long, flowy blonde hair. The boys at the club are going to lose their minds.”

Throughout the day, Mia couldn’t stop touching and playing with Alexa’s new hair. During breaks she kept brushing it, styling it differently, and taking selfies with her.

“New profile picture for sure,” Mia declared, snapping another photo of the two of them. “My hot blonde bestie.”

By the end of the day, Alexa was exhausted from pretending to be normal while staying desperately edged. Her platinum blonde hair kept drawing stares and compliments from other students, making her feel even more exposed.

When she got home that evening, Emily smiled darkly as she ran her fingers through the bright platinum locks.

“The Council approves,” she purred. “And Mia’s reaction was perfect. She sent me the photos she took of you today.”

Emily kissed her deeply, then whispered against her lips:

“Next time Mia wants to do your hair… you’re going to let her. The Council thinks it’s time your best friend starts helping with your transformation too.”

Alexa shivered, knowing her old life and new life were colliding faster than ever.

Chapter 8: Workout Motivation

Emily was in a particularly devious mood the next morning.

Alexa had just finished her morning makeup when Emily entered the bedroom wearing nothing but a silk robe. She pushed Alexa onto the bed and climbed on top of her, straddling her waist.

“You’ve been such a good girl this week,” Emily purred, slowly opening her robe. “Platinum blonde, making friends, surviving beauty school… The Council thinks you deserve a little reward before your workout.”

What followed was pure torment.

Emily spent the next forty minutes teasing and edging Alexa mercilessly. She kissed and sucked on her sensitive nipples while slowly fingering her realistic pussy. Then she brought out the wand and pressed it firmly against Alexa’s swollen clit, bringing her right to the edge again and again while whispering filthy encouragement.

“Look at my pretty platinum blonde sissy,” Emily cooed, sliding three fingers deep inside her. “All dressed up and desperate for the gym. I want you dripping and throbbing the entire workout. Maybe you’ll even leak through your little workout skirt.”

Alexa was a whimpering, shaking mess by the time Emily finally stopped. Her new pussy was puffy, glistening, and aching with need. Her platinum hair was slightly messy, and her nipples were rock hard.

Emily chose her workout outfit with care:

​●​       A tiny white sports bra that barely contained her breasts

​●​       An extremely short pink pleated workout skirt

​●​       Crotchless white thong

​●​       Jeweled plug (on low vibration)

​●​       White thigh-high socks and pink sneakers

“You’re going to invite Mia to join you today,” Emily said as she adjusted Alexa’s skirt. “Text her right now. Tell her you’d love for her to come workout with you at Blush & Bloom.”

Alexa’s hands trembled as she typed the message.

Alexa: Hey Mia! I’m heading to Blush & Bloom for a workout in like 30 mins. Want to come with me? 🩷

Mia replied almost instantly.

Mia: YESSSSS! I’ve been dying to try that place. See you there, hot stuff 😘

Emily smiled darkly and gave Alexa’s plugged ass a firm slap.

“Good girl. Now go have fun with your bestie. And remember — no cumming.”



At the Gym

Mia was already waiting outside the studio when Alexa arrived, wearing cute pastel workout gear. Her eyes widened when she saw Alexa’s outfit.

“Damn, girl! That skirt is tiny. And this platinum hair with workout clothes? You look like a fitness influencer who does onlyfans on the side,” Mia teased, linking arms with her.

Trainer Kai’s eyes lit up with dark amusement when she saw both girls enter her private studio.

“Two students today? Excellent. Let’s see how well you move, Alexa… and how much you can handle with an audience.”

The workout was brutal.

Kai pushed them through intense glute and hip activation exercises. Every deep squat, hip thrust, and pelvic tilt made Alexa’s short skirt flip up, exposing her plugged ass and dripping pussy. The low vibration in her plug combined with the constant edging from earlier left her in a state of pure desperation.

Mia couldn’t stop complimenting her.

“Girl, your ass looks incredible in that skirt,” she whispered during a water break. “And the way your tits bounce when you do bridges? I’m jealous.”

By the end of the session, Alexa was sweating, flushed, and so desperately horny she could barely think straight. Mia hugged her tightly afterward, their bodies pressed together.

“We are definitely doing this again,” Mia said with a grin. “Next time I’m wearing something even sluttier so we can match.”

On the drive home, Alexa was still trembling with need, her platinum blonde hair sticking to her neck, her tiny skirt barely covering anything.

Emily was waiting with a knowing smile.

“How was workout with your bestie, princess?”

Alexa could only whimper.

The Council’s plan to weave Mia deeper into her life was clearly working.



Chapter 9: Big Mistake

The mistake happened during Wednesday’s practical exam — Hair Coloring & Bleaching.

Alexa was supposed to apply a full bleach to a mannequin head while demonstrating proper technique. She had been doing well all morning, but the constant edging from that morning’s session with Emily, combined with the vibrating plug Kai had insisted she wear, left her distracted and shaky.

Her hands trembled. She mixed the bleach incorrectly and applied it too aggressively. The mannequin’s synthetic hair immediately started melting in one large section.

The instructor, Ms. Harper, noticed immediately.

“Alexa!” she snapped loudly enough for half the class to hear. “This is completely unacceptable. You’ve ruined the mannequin and wasted product. This is basic application — you should know better by now!”

The entire class turned to stare. Alexa froze, face burning crimson under her platinum blonde hair.

Ms. Harper continued sternly, “This is your second warning this week. One more incident and you’ll be placed on academic probation. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Alexa whispered, voice small and humiliated. She could feel tears pricking at the corners of her eyes as other students whispered.

Mia shot her a sympathetic look but stayed quiet during class.



After class, Mia immediately grabbed Alexa’s arm and pulled her aside.

“Babe, you look like you’re about to cry. That was harsh. Ms. Harper can be a total bitch sometimes.” She hugged Alexa tightly. “Come on. We’re not going home like this. Girls’ night — again. We’re going back to Eclipse. Drinks, dancing, and forgetting about stupid school drama.”

Alexa tried to protest. “Mia, I don’t think—”

“Too late. I already texted your girlfriend and she said it’s fine.” Mia grinned. “She even told me to make sure you have fun tonight. So no arguing!”



Back at the Club

Mia dressed Alexa even sluttier than last time.

She put her in a tiny silver sequined micro dress that barely covered her ass and plunged so low in the front that her breasts threatened to spill out with every movement. The outfit perfectly showed off her platinum blonde hair, sparkling piercings, and curvy figure.

At the club, Mia was on a mission to cheer her up.

She ordered shots, danced wildly with Alexa, and then started pulling guys onto the dance floor again.

“Come on, babe. Nothing boosts a girl’s mood like hot guys wanting you,” Mia laughed, pushing a tall, handsome stranger toward Alexa.

This time it was more intense.

The guy — tall, muscular, with strong hands — pulled Alexa tight against him. As the music throbbed, he ground against her shamelessly. Alexa could feel his hard cock pressing directly against her stomach, then sliding between her thighs as he dipped her. Another guy joined them, sandwiching her between two hard bodies. Their hands roamed her waist, hips, and occasionally brushed the underside of her breasts.

The relentless friction, the heat of their bodies, and days of cruel edging pushed Alexa right to the limit. Her realistic pussy was soaked, her clit throbbing, and the jeweled plug in her ass shifted with every movement.

Mia cheered them on from the side, clearly enjoying her best friend getting so much attention.

By the time they left the club at 1 AM, Alexa was a desperate, trembling mess. Her silver dress was slightly disheveled, her platinum hair messy, and her thighs slick.

Mia hugged her goodbye outside.

“You looked so hot tonight, babe. Don’t let Ms. Harper get to you. You’re gorgeous and you’re going to be an amazing stylist.”

In the Uber on the way home, the combination of alcohol, constant grinding, and prolonged denial finally broke her again.

Every bump in the road sent vibrations straight to her swollen clit and plugged ass. Alexa came hard in the backseat for the second time — biting her lip desperately to stay quiet while her pussy clenched and leaked down her thighs.

When she finally stumbled through the front door, Emily was waiting on the couch with her arms crossed and the security cameras already playing the club footage.

“Another unauthorized orgasm,” Emily said softly. “The Council is not going to be happy about this.”

Alexa dropped to her knees, platinum blonde hair falling around her flushed face, knowing another punishment was coming.

Chapter 10: Permanent Arches

The next morning, the Sissy Council held an emergency video meeting.

Alexa knelt in the center of the living room in nothing but a sheer pink babydoll, platinum blonde hair perfectly styled, while Emily, Vivienne, and Kai appeared on the large screen.

“Two unauthorized orgasms in one week,” Vivienne said coldly. “This is unacceptable.”

Kai nodded. “Her focus is slipping. She needs a visible, permanent reminder of who she is now.”

Emily smiled. “The Council has decided on your punishment, Alexa. You’re getting your eyebrows done permanently. Very high, very arched, very feminine. And your best friend Mia is going to do it.”

Alexa’s stomach dropped. “Please… not Mia. She’ll figure everything out.”

“That’s the point, princess,” Emily said sweetly. “It’s time she knows the truth.”



That afternoon, Mia came over to Alexa’s apartment, excited and completely unsuspecting.

“You really want me to do your eyebrows?” Mia asked as she set up her kit on the dining table. “I’m honored, babe! I do really good microblading and threading. What look are we going for?”

Emily stood behind Alexa, hands resting possessively on her shoulders.

“Something very feminine,” Emily answered for her. “High arches. Dramatic but pretty. The kind that makes her look like a perfect doll.”

Mia grinned. “Say less. I’ve got you.”

Alexa was made to sit in a chair wearing only a tiny robe that barely covered her breasts and new pussy. Mia worked carefully, first threading the brows into an extremely high, feminine arch, then discussing microblading for permanence.

While Mia was focused on shaping the left eyebrow, she suddenly paused.

“Wait… your skin here is so smooth. Like, unnaturally smooth for a guy who—” Mia froze mid-sentence. Her eyes slowly traveled down Alexa’s body, taking in the heavy breasts visible in the open robe, the sparkling belly button piercing, the completely hairless skin, and the unmistakable feminine mound between her legs.

Mia’s eyes widened in shock.

“Oh my god… Alexa… are you…?”

She reached out and gently pulled the robe open further. The realistic pussy and platinum blonde hair left no room for doubt.

“You’re… a sissy?” Mia whispered, voice filled with disbelief and growing fascination. “Holy shit. You used to be a guy? Like… actually a guy?”

Alexa’s face burned with shame. She couldn’t speak.

Emily stepped forward, placing a hand on Mia’s shoulder. “Her name was Alex. Now she’s Alexa — my kept sissy wife. The Council thought it was time you knew.”

Mia stared for a long moment… then a slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“Oh my god, this is the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.” She looked back at Alexa with sparkling eyes. “You’ve been letting me drag you to clubs, talk about boys, and dance with guys while hiding this? Babe… you’re such a slutty little secret.”

Mia continued working on the eyebrows, but now with much more enthusiasm.

“I’m going to make these arches so fucking pretty and feminine that no one will ever believe you were ever a man,” she said, clearly thrilled by her new role. “High, dramatic, and permanent. You’re going to look like a total bimbo doll from now on.”

When Mia finished, Alexa’s eyebrows were transformed — perfectly shaped, high-arched, and undeniably feminine. The microblading made them look permanently made-up and sultry.

Mia took several photos and sent them to Emily.

“There,” Mia said proudly, tilting Alexa’s chin up. “Now everyone at school is going to notice how much hotter you look. And don’t worry, bestie…” She leaned in and whispered, “Your secret is safe with me. But I’m definitely helping turn you into an even bigger sissy from now on.”

Emily smiled, satisfied.

“Welcome to the inner circle, Mia. The Council will be in touch.”

Alexa stared at her reflection — platinum blonde hair, dramatically arched feminine eyebrows, and a body that no longer looked even remotely male.

Her old life was disappearing faster than she could ever have imagined.

Chapter 11: Claws and Touches

The day after her eyebrow punishment, Alexa arrived at beauty school with her new dramatically arched, ultra-feminine eyebrows and platinum blonde hair. The combination made her look unmistakably like a sexy bimbo doll.

Mia was waiting for her with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes.

Ever since discovering Alexa’s secret, Mia had become significantly more physical.

She greeted Alexa with a tight hug that lasted too long, pressing their breasts together. During morning theory class, Mia’s hand kept finding its way to Alexa’s thigh under the desk, squeezing and stroking higher and higher. When they moved to practical stations, Mia stood behind her, “helping” by pressing her body against Alexa’s back and reaching around to guide her hands — her fingers deliberately brushing across Alexa’s breasts and nipples.

“You’re so sensitive now, aren’t you?” Mia whispered teasingly in her ear. “Poor desperate sissy.”



That day’s lesson was Nail Techniques & Acrylic Application.

Mia was ecstatic.

“We’re doing each other!” she declared, claiming the station next to Alexa.

While the instructor demonstrated proper technique, Mia worked on Alexa’s hands with obvious delight. She shaped Alexa’s nails into long, dramatic stiletto points — much longer and sharper than the class requirement.

“These are going to look so fucking slutty on you,” Mia murmured as she carefully applied the acrylic. She kept leaning close, her breath warm on Alexa’s neck, and occasionally “accidentally” brushing her hand across Alexa’s lap or inner thigh.

When it was time for color, Mia chose a glossy, ultra-feminine hot pink with glitter tips.

“Look at these claws,” Mia purred once she finished. She held up Alexa’s hands, admiring the long, pointy, extremely feminine nails. “These are perfect for a kept sissy. Imagine how they’ll look wrapped around a cock… or digging into someone’s back.”

Mia demonstrated by gently dragging her own newly done nails down Alexa’s arm, then boldly sliding her hand up under Alexa’s short skirt and teasing the edge of her realistic pussy lips with one long nail.

Alexa gasped softly, her body jolting. She was still desperately edged from Emily’s morning session.

“Shhh,” Mia whispered with a wicked grin. “Just a little touch for my bestie. Your pussy is so pretty and wet already.”

Throughout the rest of the day, Mia kept finding excuses to touch her:

​●​       Brushing lint off Alexa’s breasts

​●​       “Fixing” her hair by running her fingers through the platinum locks

​●​       Sliding a hand down Alexa’s back and squeezing her ass in the hallway

​●​       During a bathroom break, Mia pushed Alexa into a stall and gave her a long, deep kiss while fingering her for just a few teasing seconds.

By the final class, Alexa was a trembling, leaking mess. Her long pink stiletto nails made even simple tasks feel incredibly feminine and humiliating. Every time she moved her hands, she was reminded of her new slutty claws.

After school, Mia walked her to the car, arm looped possessively around Alexa’s waist.

“I’m so glad I know your secret now,” Mia said softly, giving Alexa’s ass another squeeze. “We’re going to have so much fun together, bestie. Next time, I’m doing your makeup… and maybe a few other things.”

She gave Alexa one last lingering kiss on the cheek, her long nails grazing Alexa’s inner thigh.

“Tell Emily I said hi… and that I’m happy to help train her pretty sissy.”

Alexa drove home in a haze of desperate arousal, her long pink claws tapping nervously on the steering wheel, her dramatically arched eyebrows and platinum hair making her reflection look completely foreign.

The Council’s plan to pull Mia deeper into her transformation was working perfectly.

Chapter 12: Lost in the Moment

The workout with Mia that afternoon was particularly cruel.

Mia had joined Alexa at Blush & Bloom again, and Trainer Kai pushed them both hard. Between sets of deep squats and hip thrusts, Mia kept “helping” by pressing her body against Alexa’s, whispering filthy encouragement, and occasionally sliding a hand under Alexa’s tiny workout skirt to tease her dripping pussy.

By the time they finished, Alexa was a desperate, sweaty mess — platinum blonde hair sticking to her neck, long pink stiletto nails digging into her palms, and her realistic pussy throbbing with denied need.

“You need to blow off some steam tonight,” Mia declared in the locker room, squeezing Alexa’s ass. “We’re going back to Eclipse. And this time, you’re not holding back.”



At the club, Mia dressed Alexa in a scandalously short, backless silver dress that clung to her curves and barely covered her ass. The plunging neckline showed off her breasts and belly button piercing, while her platinum hair and dramatic arched eyebrows completed the bimbo-doll look.

They danced for over an hour. Mia kept feeding Alexa shots and pulling attractive men toward her. One guy in particular — tall, dark-haired, and confident — caught Alexa’s attention. As the music slowed, he pulled her close. Their bodies moved together, his hard cock pressing insistently against her through his pants.

The constant grinding, the alcohol, and weeks of brutal edging finally broke something inside her.

When the guy whispered “Bathroom?” in her ear, Alexa didn’t resist.



The Bathroom

The men’s bathroom was dimly lit and surprisingly clean. The guy locked the stall door behind them and leaned against it, unzipping his pants. His thick cock sprang free, hard and throbbing.

Alexa dropped to her knees almost instinctively, her long pink stiletto nails wrapping around the base. She looked up at him with her heavily made-up eyes and glossy lips, then leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The guy groaned loudly as her warm, wet mouth enveloped him. Alexa bobbed her head, her platinum blonde hair swaying with every movement. The act felt incredibly submissive and humiliating — especially with her realistic pussy dripping untouched between her thighs.

She sucked him eagerly, using her tongue and the long nails to tease his balls. The guy gripped her hair, guiding her deeper.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” he moaned.

The degradation, the taste, the feeling of serving a man while dressed like a total slut — it pushed Alexa over the edge without any direct stimulation to her pussy. Her new realistic cunt clenched hard, and she came violently while still sucking him.

Her whole body shook. A powerful, hands-free orgasm ripped through her as her pussy fluttered and leaked down her thighs. She moaned loudly around his cock, the vibrations pushing him closer to the edge.

The guy didn’t last much longer. He gripped her platinum hair tightly and came down her throat with a deep groan. Alexa swallowed every drop, trembling through the aftershocks of her own orgasm.



When she finally stumbled out of the stall on shaky legs, Mia was waiting right outside with her phone raised, clearly recording.

Mia’s eyes were wide with delight.

“Oh my god, babe… I got most of that on video,” she whispered excitedly. “You looked so fucking hot on your knees. That platinum hair bouncing while you sucked him off? And you came just from blowing him? Such a good little sissy.”

Mia immediately sent the video to Emily with the caption:

Mia: Your girl had a fun night ?? She came hands-free giving some guy head in the bathroom. Thought the Council should see this.

Alexa stood there in her tiny silver dress, lips slightly swollen, platinum hair messy, and the taste of cum still in her mouth. Her pussy was still twitching from the intense orgasm.

Mia pulled her into a hug and kissed her cheek.

“Don’t worry, bestie. Your secret is safe with me… mostly. But this is too hot not to share with Emily.”

On the ride home, Alexa could only sit in humiliated silence, knowing the Council was about to see exactly how far she had fallen.

Chapter 13: The Video Leak

The Council’s punishment was delivered the very next evening.

Emily made Alexa kneel in the living room in her tiny maid outfit while the full Council appeared on the large screen. Mia had also been invited to the call as a “special guest.”

“Sending the bathroom video to one of your old college buddies,” Emily announced. “His name is Tyler, right? You two used to be pretty close.”

Alexa’s face went pale. “Please… not Tyler. He was one of my best friends in college. He’ll—”

“He already knows something’s up after the first video,” Vivienne said coolly. “Time to escalate.”

Emily tapped her phone. The video — clear footage of platinum-blonde Alexa on her knees in the club bathroom, eagerly sucking cock and cumming hands-free — was sent to Tyler from an anonymous number with the message:

“Recognize your old buddy Alex? He prefers Alexa now.”



Tyler’s Reaction

The first reply came within minutes:

Tyler: What the fuck??? Is this some kind of sick joke?

Then, ten minutes later:

Tyler: Holy shit… that’s really him?? What a fucking freak.

Mia giggled on the video call. “He called you a freak! That’s so hot.”

Alexa felt sick with humiliation.



Three nights later, while Alexa was doing chores in a sheer babydoll, her phone buzzed with a new message from Tyler.

Tyler: Hey… been thinking about that video. You actually looked kinda hot lowkey. You free this weekend? We could meet up… see what else that mouth can do.

Alexa stared at the message in horror and immediately deleted it without replying.

Emily noticed.

“You ignored it,” she said dangerously. “The Council told you to obey. Forward that message to me right now.”

Alexa obeyed with shaking hands.

Emily read it and smiled. “Good. You’re going to reply and schedule a coffee date. Public. This weekend.”

“But Emily—”

“No arguing. The Council has decided. You will meet Tyler at the coffee shop on Saturday at 2 PM. You will dress cute. And you will tell him the truth about what you are now.”

Alexa’s long pink stiletto nails tapped nervously against her phone as she typed the reply under Emily’s watchful eye:

Alexa: Hey Tyler… yeah it’s really me. I’ve changed a lot. Coffee this Saturday at 2? The place on 5th Street?

Tyler replied almost immediately.

Tyler: Damn… okay. See you there, Alexa.

Emily kissed the top of her platinum blonde head.

“Good girl. The Council is looking forward to hearing all about your little coffee date with your old college buddy.”

Alexa felt a deep wave of dread mixed with unwanted arousal between her legs.

Her old life wasn’t just watching her fall anymore.

It was starting to reach out and touch her.

Chapter 14: Coffee with an Old Friend

Saturday arrived far too quickly.

Emily and Mia spent over an hour dressing Alexa for her “coffee date.” They chose a dangerously revealing outfit:

​●​       A tight, low-cut white crop top that barely contained her breasts and proudly displayed her sparkling belly button piercing.

​●​       A tiny pink pleated skirt so short that bending over even slightly would flash her ass and pussy.

​●​       No panties.

​●​       Tall strappy heels.

​●​       Full makeup with glossy pink lips and her dramatic arched eyebrows.

​●​       Her platinum blonde hair styled in soft, sexy waves.

“You look like a total slut,” Mia said approvingly, snapping photos. “Perfect for meeting an old friend.”

Emily kissed her deeply. “Remember, be friendly. The Council wants to see how far you’ll go.”



Tyler was already waiting at the coffee shop when Alexa arrived. His eyes widened noticeably as she approached the table.

“Holy shit…” he muttered under his breath.

Alexa tried her best to act normal. She sat down carefully, keeping her legs pressed together, and gave him a nervous smile.

“Hey Tyler… long time no see,” she said in her soft, feminine voice, trying to sound casual. “How’ve you been?”

Tyler stared at her — the platinum blonde hair, the heavy breasts straining the crop top, the short skirt, the long pink nails, and the very feminine face with perfectly arched eyebrows.

“Uh… I’ve been good,” he replied, clearly struggling. “Alex… I mean, Alexa. You look… really different.”

Alexa laughed awkwardly, trying to steer the conversation toward normal topics. “Yeah, life’s been crazy. I’ve been doing a lot of self-discovery stuff. How’s work? Still at that tech startup?”

She tried to talk about old college memories, video games they used to play, and mutual friends — anything to feel like the old Alex. But it was impossible to ignore how she looked.

Every time she shifted in her seat, her short skirt rode up her thighs. Her breasts jiggled noticeably when she laughed. Her long stiletto nails made even holding her coffee cup feel incredibly feminine. Tyler’s eyes kept drifting to her cleavage and smooth legs.

The conversation grew more strained. Tyler became increasingly bold.

“You actually look… really good,” he said, leaning forward. “Like, seriously hot. I can’t stop staring.”

Alexa blushed deeply. “Thanks… I guess.”

By the end of their coffee, Tyler was openly flirting. Alexa, flustered and distracted by how slutty she felt, made a fatal mistake trying to seem normal and friendly.

“We should catch up more sometime,” she said without thinking. “Maybe dinner next week?”

Tyler’s eyes lit up. “Hell yeah. How about tonight? My place isn’t far. I can cook something. We can keep talking… and you can show me how much you’ve really changed.”

Alexa froze, realizing her mistake too late. But the Council’s orders echoed in her head — she wasn’t allowed to say no.

“…Sure,” she whispered. “Tonight works.”



At Tyler’s House

Two hours later, Alexa found herself inside Tyler’s apartment. He had cooked pasta, but they barely touched it. The conversation quickly turned sexual.

Tyler couldn’t keep his hands off her. He kept touching her thighs, playing with her platinum hair, and eventually pulled her onto his lap on the couch.

“You really sucked that guy off in the bathroom?” he asked, voice husky. His hands slid under her tiny skirt and found her bare, dripping pussy. “Fuck… you really have a pussy now?”

Alexa whimpered as his fingers explored her realistic lips and clit. She was still desperately edged from days of denial. Her long pink nails dug into his shoulders as he fingered her.

Before she knew it, Tyler had her on her knees again in his living room, repeating the scene from the club bathroom.

This time, she didn’t resist at all.

His only hope to escape his sissy life is at the 4 week appointment with Vivienne she removed th prosthetics. He acts like the perfect sissy tell then and secretly schedules the appointment. Chapter ends him showing up to the appointment

Chapter 16: Leaking Through the Day

Alexa woke up alone in Tyler’s bed, sore and sticky.

Her body ached in the best and worst ways. Her ass felt well-used, and her realistic pussy was still slightly swollen from the multiple orgasms she’d had during the night. She sat up, platinum blonde hair a messy halo around her face, and reached for her tiny silver dress on the floor.

It was gone.

So were her heels, her bra, and even her phone.

A note was left on the nightstand:

Had an amazing night, Alexa.

Hid your clothes so you’d still be here when I get home from work at 6.

Can’t wait to go for round… whatever we’re on now.

— Tyler

Alexa’s stomach dropped. She was completely naked except for her jeweled plug and long pink nails.

She texted Emily and Mia from Tyler’s phone (which he’d left charging), explaining the situation. Emily’s reply was immediate and amused.

Emily: The Council approves of Tyler’s initiative. Mia will pick you up in 30 minutes for school. She’s bringing you something to wear.



Thirty minutes later, Mia knocked on the door and let herself in with the spare key Emily had apparently given her.

Mia’s eyes widened with delight when she saw a naked, well-fucked Alexa standing in the living room.

“Oh my god, look at you,” Mia laughed, circling her slowly. “You got railed. I can practically smell the sex on you.”

She handed Alexa a tiny outfit she’d brought:

​●​       An extremely short, sheer white babydoll-style crop top that barely covered her breasts and left her midriff completely exposed.

​●​       A microscopic pink pleated skirt that didn’t even reach the bottom of her ass cheeks.

​●​       No panties.

​●​       Tall clear platform heels.

Alexa dressed quickly, blushing furiously. The outfit was pure slutwear — her breasts jiggled freely under the sheer top, her belly button piercing sparkled, and every step made the short skirt flip up and show her plugged ass and pussy.

Mia drove them to school, peppering Alexa with questions the entire way.

“So… how big was he?”

“Did you swallow?”

“How many times did you cum?”

“Did he fuck your pussy or just your ass?”

“Was he better than the guy from the club bathroom?”

Alexa answered every question in a small, embarrassed voice while cum slowly leaked from her well-fucked ass down her thighs. She kept trying to press her legs together, but the short skirt and lack of panties made it impossible to hide.

By the time they reached school, a thin trail of Tyler’s cum was visibly running down the inside of her thigh.



At School

The entire day was pure torture.

Every time Alexa moved, more cum leaked out of her. It dripped down her thighs during theory class. She left a small wet spot on her chair during a practical session. When she bent over to pick something up, Mia “helpfully” held her skirt up for a moment, giving several classmates a clear view of her leaking, plugged ass.

Mia stayed glued to her side all day, whispering teasing comments:

“Everyone can see you’re a freshly fucked little slut.”

“Look at you leaking his cum like a good girl.”

“I bet your pussy is jealous it didn’t get any last night.”

Alexa was mortified. Her dramatic arched eyebrows and platinum blonde hair made her already noticeable appearance even more striking. Several students gave her strange looks, especially when she had to sit carefully to avoid leaving more wet spots.

By the final class, Alexa was a trembling, humiliated mess. Her long pink nails kept nervously tapping her desk, and she could feel Tyler’s cum still slowly leaking out of her with every movement.

When the school day finally ended, Mia hugged her tightly and whispered in her ear:

“Same time tomorrow, bestie? Maybe Tyler will fuck you again tonight and you can leak through another full day of class for me.”

Alexa could only whimper.

Her old life and new life were no longer just colliding.

They were merging — messily, publicly, and irreversibly.

Chapter 17: Trading Favors

Alexa stared at the empty passenger seat in Mia’s car after school, panic slowly rising.

Her phone.

Her wallet.

Her actual clothes from the night before.

All of it was still at Tyler’s apartment.

“Fuck,” she whispered, platinum blonde hair falling over her dramatically arched eyebrows. She was still wearing the tiny sheer crop top and microscopic pink skirt Mia had brought her that morning. Cum from the previous night had mostly dried on her thighs, but she still felt filthy and exposed.

She had no choice.

After Mia dropped her off, Alexa texted Tyler from Emily’s spare phone:

Alexa: Hey… I left my phone and clothes at your place. Can I come by and grab them?

Tyler replied almost instantly.

Tyler: Door’s unlocked. Come on over, babe 😉



When Alexa arrived at Tyler’s apartment wearing the slutty school outfit, he was waiting on the couch in just sweatpants. His eyes lit up when he saw her.

“Damn. You look even hotter in daylight.”

Alexa tried to keep her voice steady. “I just need my phone and my dress. I have to get home.”

Tyler smirked and held up her phone — screen facing her, clearly still charged. “This? Sure. But I was hoping we could have a little fun first.”

Alexa’s stomach twisted. “Tyler… please. I really need to go.”

He stood up and walked over to her, slowly circling her like prey. He ran a finger along the hem of her tiny skirt, lifting it just enough to see she still wasn’t wearing panties.

“You sucked my dick twice last night and came both times without me even touching your pussy,” he said softly. “You can pretend to be shy all you want, but we both know what you are now.” He held her phone just out of reach. “One more blowjob. Make it good, and you can have your stuff back.”

Alexa felt a deep wave of shame wash over her. This was low — even for how far she had fallen. Trading sexual favors just to get her own belongings back. She was no longer even pretending to have dignity.

But she had no choice.

“…Fine,” she whispered, voice small.

Tyler smiled triumphantly and sat back down on the couch, spreading his legs.

Alexa dropped to her knees between them, her long pink stiletto nails resting on his thighs. She pulled his sweatpants down and took his already-hard cock into her mouth.

She gave him the sluttiest, most eager blowjob she could manage — sucking deeply, using her tongue, moaning softly around him while her platinum hair bobbed. Her dramatic arched eyebrows and glossy lips made the whole act look even more feminine and degrading.

Tyler groaned in pleasure, gripping her hair.

“Fuck, you’re such a natural cocksucker now. This is what you were meant to be, Alexa.”

The words burned with humiliation, but she didn’t stop. She worked him until he finally tensed and came down her throat. Alexa swallowed every drop, then sat back on her heels, lips swollen and eyes watery.

Tyler handed her the phone with a satisfied smirk.

“Good girl. Your dress is on the chair. See you again soon?”

Alexa didn’t answer. She quickly changed back into her original (slightly ruined) silver dress, grabbed her things, and left as fast as she could.

On the drive home, she felt lower than she had in weeks.

She had just willingly traded a blowjob for her own phone and clothes.

The Council was going to love hearing about this.

Chapter 18: Boyfriend Pressure

Tyler didn’t waste any time.

The very next day, the texts started pouring in.

Tyler: Hey babe, thinking about last night ?? When can I see you again?

Tyler: Send me a pic of that pretty face. Or better yet… something lower 😉

Tyler: We should go on a real date soon. Dinner? Movie? My place after?

Alexa tried to ignore the messages at first. She muted the conversation and focused on beauty school, but Tyler only grew more persistent.

By Wednesday he was texting every few hours:

Tyler: You looked so good on your knees for me. Miss that mouth already.

Tyler: Come over tonight. I’ll make it worth your while.

Tyler: Don’t make me beg, Alexa. Or should I start calling you Alex again when I send these videos to our old group chat? 😉

Alexa’s blood ran cold when she saw the threat. She knew Tyler had recorded at least some of their night together — she had been too lost in the moment to notice him holding his phone.

She finally replied, trying to keep it casual:

Alexa: Tyler, I’m really busy with school. Can we slow down?

His response was immediate and ruthless.

Tyler: Slow down? After you swallowed my load three times and begged for more? Cute.

Tyler: Either you send me a nice nude right now or I start forwarding our little bathroom video + the one from my apartment to the old college group. Your choice, “babe.”

Alexa’s hands shook as she took a quick photo in the school bathroom — lifting her tiny skirt to show her realistic pussy and plugged ass, her long pink nails framing the shot. She sent it with a trembling heart.

Tyler: Good girl ❤️ That’s my girlfriend. Dinner Friday night. My place. Wear something slutty.



The pressure only increased.

Tyler began treating her like a full-time girlfriend:

​●​       Good morning texts with heart emojis

​●​       Demands for daily nudes (“one from school today”)

​●​       Voice notes calling her “babe” and “my girl”

​●​       Constant invitations to come over for “Netflix and chill” that always ended the same way

When Alexa tried to create distance again, Tyler sent her a screenshot of the old college group chat with the video file already attached and ready to send.

Tyler: Ignore me again and everyone from sophomore year finds out what a cock-hungry little sissy you turned into. Play nice and this stays between us… for now.

Alexa felt trapped. Every time her phone buzzed with another message from Tyler, her stomach twisted with humiliation and unwanted arousal. Her new pussy would grow wet despite herself, her long pink claws tapping nervously on the screen as she tried to keep him satisfied with teasing photos instead of meeting up.

Emily and the Council were thrilled when they found out.

During the next Council meeting, Emily showed everyone the growing text thread while Alexa knelt before them in a sheer babydoll.

“Look how possessive he’s getting,” Emily said proudly. “Our little sissy already has a boyfriend.”

Mia grinned from her spot on the video call. “This is perfect. I can’t wait to hear all the dirty details after their next date.”

Vivienne smiled coolly. “Keep stringing him along, Alexa. The Council wants to see how far he’ll push you… and how much you’ll let him.”

Alexa lowered her platinum blonde head, long stiletto nails digging into her thighs.

Tyler wasn’t just a one-night mistake anymore.

He was becoming a permanent complication in her rapidly shrinking world.

Chapter 19: Escalating Threats

The constant stream of messages from Tyler was breaking Alexa in new ways.

Every text carried a mix of affection and threat that made her realistic pussy throb with shameful need:

Tyler: Send me a pic of your tits right now, babe.

Tyler: Don’t make me share our videos. You know I will.

Tyler: Good girl. Now spread your legs and show me that pretty pussy.

The humiliation burned hot in her chest… but it also made her dripping wet.

One evening, while Emily was at a late meeting, Alexa couldn’t take it anymore. She locked herself in the bedroom, pulled up the long chain of Tyler’s texts, and lay back on the bed in nothing but her sheer pink babydoll.

Her long pink stiletto nails trembled as she spread her legs and pressed the wand vibrator against her swollen clit. She scrolled through the threats while the powerful toy buzzed against her hyper-sensitive pussy.

“You’re my little secret slut now.”

“Ignore me again and the whole group chat sees what a cocksucker you are.”

Alexa moaned loudly, hips rolling as she read the messages. The combination of fear and degradation pushed her over the edge faster than she expected. She came hard — pussy clenching and leaking all over the sheets — while staring at Tyler’s latest demand for nudes. She didn’t stop there. She kept going, chasing a second, then a third orgasm while rereading the most humiliating texts.

By the time she finally collapsed, panting and spent, she felt even more pathetic than before.

She had just masturbated furiously to blackmail threats from a guy who used to be her college buddy.



Two days later, Tyler demanded a “date.”

He picked Alexa up after beauty school in his car and immediately started driving out of the city.

“Where are we going?” Alexa asked nervously, tugging at the tiny white sundress Emily had chosen for her.

“Long drive,” Tyler said with a smirk. “I want that mouth while I drive. And you’re going to be a good girlfriend and give it to me.”

Twenty minutes into the drive, on a quiet stretch of highway, Tyler unzipped his pants and pulled out his hard cock.

Alexa leaned over the center console, platinum blonde hair falling across his lap, and took him into her mouth. She sucked him eagerly while he drove, her long pink nails resting on his thigh. The risk of being seen by passing trucks only made her wetter.

Tyler groaned and pushed her head down deeper, fucking her face while keeping one hand on the wheel.

“Such a good little cocksucker. This is what you were made for.”

Alexa came untouched again — her pussy fluttering and leaking down her thighs — just from the degradation of blowing him in a moving car.



But she made a mistake.

When Tyler pulled over in a secluded spot and tried to fuck her in the backseat, Alexa hesitated.

“I… I can’t right now,” she whispered. “Emily and the Council—”

Tyler’s face darkened instantly.

He pulled out his phone and started typing.

“Fine. If you’re going to act like a prude little bitch, maybe our friend Ryan needs to see what you’ve been up to.”

Before Alexa could stop him, Tyler sent a 30-second video — clear footage of her eagerly sucking his cock in the car — to Ryan, another guy from their old college friend group.

Tyler (to Ryan): Look what Alex has been doing lately. He goes by Alexa now. She gives great head. You down for a threesome sometime?

Ryan replied within minutes:

Ryan: Holy fuck. I’m in. When?

Tyler smirked and showed Alexa the messages.

“See what happens when you say no to me, babe? Next weekend, you’re taking both of us. And you’re going to be a very good girl for your new boyfriends.”

Alexa sat there in the passenger seat, dress disheveled, platinum hair messy, long pink nails digging into her thighs, and fresh tears of humiliated arousal in her eyes.

Her old life wasn’t just watching anymore.

It was actively claiming her.

Chapter 20: Two Old Friends

The threesome happened that Friday night.

Tyler had booked an upscale Airbnb with a large bedroom and floor-to-ceiling mirrors. When Alexa arrived (dressed by Emily and Mia in a tiny black sheer babydoll dress with nothing underneath), both Tyler and Ryan were already there, drinking beers and grinning like they’d won the lottery.

Ryan’s eyes widened when he saw her. “Holy shit… Alex? You really went all the way, huh?”

Alexa’s platinum blonde hair framed her flushed face. Her dramatic arched eyebrows and long pink stiletto nails made her look every bit the bimbo sissy she had become. She stood there trembling, terrified that every new person who saw her like this meant another leak, another video, another piece of her old life destroyed.

“I… I didn’t want this to get out,” she whispered, voice soft and feminine.

Tyler laughed and pulled her onto his lap. “Too late for that, babe. Ryan’s one of the boys now. And he’s been dying to try you out.”



The night started slow but quickly turned intense.

They made her strip in front of the mirrors while they watched. Tyler and Ryan sat on the couch, stroking themselves as Alexa shyly removed the sheer babydoll, revealing her heavy breasts, sparkling piercings, realistic pussy, and plugged ass.

“Fuck, she’s actually hot,” Ryan muttered, clearly surprised.

They took turns with her mouth first.

Tyler guided her head onto his cock while Ryan filmed on his phone. Alexa sucked him obediently, her long pink nails resting on his thighs. Then Ryan took his turn, groaning as her glossy lips stretched around him.

“Goddamn, Alex — I mean Alexa — you’re better at this than most girls,” Ryan moaned.

The fear of more videos being shared only made Alexa wetter. Her realistic pussy dripped down her thighs as she went back and forth between their cocks, sucking one while stroking the other with her long nails.

Tyler eventually pulled her up and bent her over the bed.

He slid into her ass first, the familiar stretch making her moan. Ryan watched for a minute, then moved in front of her so she could suck him while getting fucked. They found a rhythm quickly — Tyler pounding her ass from behind while Ryan fucked her face.

Alexa came hard within minutes, her pussy clenching and squirting onto the floor while both holes were filled. The orgasm was so intense her legs shook.

They switched positions multiple times:

​●​       Tyler lying on his back while Alexa rode his cock reverse cowgirl, her platinum hair bouncing as Ryan stood in front and fucked her mouth.

​●​       Both men taking turns in her pussy and ass, sometimes switching every few minutes.

​●​       Double penetration — Tyler in her pussy while Ryan took her ass. The overwhelming fullness made Alexa scream in pleasure as she came again, her long nails digging into Tyler’s chest.

By the third round, Alexa was a broken, whimpering mess. Cum leaked from both her pussy and ass as they used her. She came four times total — each one more humiliating than the last because she couldn’t hide how much her body loved it.

The entire time, the fear gnawed at her: Every new person who sees me like this… more videos, more leaks, more people from my old life finding out. The terror only fueled her arousal, creating a vicious cycle she couldn’t escape.

When Tyler and Ryan finally finished — filling her ass and mouth respectively — they made her kneel between them and thank them like a good girl.

“Thank you for using me,” Alexa whispered, voice hoarse, platinum hair sticky with sweat and cum.

Ryan smirked and patted her head. “Anytime, sissy. I’m definitely telling a couple more of the guys about this.”

Tyler laughed and took one final photo of her cum-covered face.

“Smile for the boys, babe.”



On the ride home the next morning, Alexa sat in Tyler’s passenger seat in complete silence, her short dress barely covering the mess between her legs.

She was terrified.

With every new person who found out, the risk of total exposure grew. And yet her body kept betraying her — craving the very humiliation that was destroying her old life.

When she finally got home, Emily was waiting with the full Council on video call.

They wanted every single detail.

chapter 21: The Group Chat

The next afternoon, Alexa’s phone buzzed with a new group chat notification.

“Old Crew Reunion”

Members: Tyler, Ryan, Alexa

She couldn’t send messages — Tyler had set her to “view only.” She could only watch in horror as the conversation unfolded in real time.

Tyler: Alright boys, Alexa finally agreed to be our little slut. Who’s down for a proper gangbang?

Ryan: Fuck yes. I’m in. She took both of us like a champ.

Tyler: I was thinking this weekend. My place is big enough. We invite the old crew — Jake, Marcus, Chris, maybe even Derek if he’s free.

Ryan: Tell them it’s a “welcome back Alexa” party ?? Make sure they know she’s down for anything.

Tyler: Already sent them the bathroom video. Most of them are freaked out but curious. Chris said he’d pay to watch her get run through.

Ryan: She’s got that new pussy and a greedy ass. We can take turns all night.

Tyler: Perfect. I’ll handle the details. Alexa — you’re going to be a good girl and take all your old friends, right babe? 😉

Alexa stared at the screen, heart pounding. Her long pink stiletto nails dug into her thighs as more messages appeared. They were casually planning to invite nearly their entire old college friend group to gangbang her.

She felt dizzy with fear and unwanted arousal.



That evening, Alexa knelt in front of Emily and showed her the group chat while Mia watched on video call.

“Please,” Alexa begged, voice trembling. “They’re talking about inviting everyone — Jake, Marcus, all of them. This is getting completely out of control. Can you make them stop? Tell Tyler no?”

Emily read through the messages slowly, a pleased smile spreading across her face.

“Oh baby… this is actually perfect.” She stroked Alexa’s platinum blonde hair affectionately. “I was already planning to start reaching out to people from your old life gradually. Tyler and Ryan are just doing the work for me. Delegating, really. The Council approves.”

Mia’s eyes lit up on the screen. “Wait — so she’s actually going to get gangbanged by all her old college buddies? That’s so fucking hot. Can I watch? Pretty please? I want to see her take all those cocks while they call her by her old name.”

Alexa’s face burned with shame. “Emily… Mistress… please. This is too much. I can’t—”

“You can and you will,” Emily said firmly but lovingly. “The Council has been discussing how to accelerate your full public exposure. This is an excellent opportunity. You’ll be a good girl for all your old friends. And yes, Mia — you can watch. We’ll even let you help get her ready.”

Mia clapped excitedly. “I’m going to do her makeup extra slutty! And maybe pick out the tiniest outfit possible.”

Alexa felt tears of humiliation prick at her eyes, even as her realistic pussy grew wet at the terrifying prospect.

Her old life wasn’t just finding out anymore.

It was actively organizing to use her.

Chapter 22: The Reunion Party (Rewritten)



Preparation

Mia arrived two hours early, buzzing with excitement and a large bag of supplies.

“Tonight’s the night my favorite sissy gets properly ruined,” she declared, pushing Alexa into the bathroom. For the next hour and a half, Mia turned her into the ultimate gangbang doll:

​●​       Platinum blonde hair teased into messy, sexy waves.

​●​       Heavy bimbo makeup — glossy cherry-red lips, dramatic smokey eyes, and extra-long lashes.

​●​       A sheer white micro babydoll so short it barely covered the bottom of her ass, with a deep plunge that left most of her breasts exposed. No panties.

​●​       Tall clear 6-inch platform heels and the sparkling “Sissy” choker.

​●​       The jeweled plug stayed firmly in her ass.

Mia couldn’t keep her hands to herself. She kept groping Alexa’s breasts, slapping her ass, and teasing her already dripping pussy with her long nails.

“You’re going to be such a good little cumslut for all your old friends,” Mia whispered, kissing her neck. “I can’t wait to watch.”



The Gangbang

Five men were waiting when they arrived at the Airbnb: Tyler, Ryan, Jake, Marcus, and Chris.

The night was relentless.

They started by making Alexa kneel in the center of the living room and suck them in rotation while they passed her around like a toy. Her platinum hair bobbed as she moved from cock to cock, long pink nails wrapped around shafts, glossy red lips stretched wide.

Then they bent her over the couch.

Tyler took her ass first while Ryan used her mouth. The others watched, stroking themselves and occasionally slapping her swinging breasts. They rotated freely — sometimes two at once, sometimes three. At one point she was completely airtight: Tyler in her pussy, Ryan in her ass, and Chris down her throat.

Alexa came over and over.

The first orgasm hit when Jake and Marcus double-penetrated her. The overwhelming fullness made her scream around Chris’s cock as her realistic pussy gushed. The second came while she rode Tyler reverse cowgirl, her platinum hair bouncing wildly while the others took turns fucking her face. By the fourth orgasm she was a sobbing, shaking mess, begging incoherently as they covered her face, tits, and back in load after load.

Mia watched the entire time from a large armchair, completely naked.

She had stripped within the first ten minutes. Legs spread obscenely over the chair arms, she fingered herself furiously while moaning encouragement:

“Fuck her harder… look at her take those cocks… such a perfect sissy whore…”

Mia came multiple times herself, thighs shaking, eyes never leaving the gangbang happening just feet away.



By 3 AM, everyone was exhausted.

The men finally left, slapping Alexa’s ass and promising to do it again soon. Tyler gave her a deep kiss before he headed out.

Mia, still naked and flushed, helped the cum-covered, trembling Alexa into the large bedroom. Instead of driving home, they collapsed together onto the king-sized bed.



Morning After

Alexa woke up slowly the next morning, sore in every hole.

She was completely naked, platinum blonde hair a tangled mess across the pillow. Warm skin pressed against her back. Mia was spooning her tightly, also completely naked, one arm draped possessively over Alexa’s waist and a hand cupping one of her heavy breasts.

Mia stirred, kissing the back of Alexa’s neck.

“Mmm… good morning, bestie,” she murmured sleepily, gently pinching Alexa’s nipple. “Last night was fucking incredible. You took all five of them like such a good little slut.”

Alexa whimpered softly, feeling fresh cum still slowly leaking from her pussy and ass onto the sheets. Mia’s hand slid down between her legs, gently stroking her swollen, sensitive pussy lips.

“You’re still leaking,” Mia whispered with a grin. “I came so many times watching you… I think I’m addicted now.”

She pulled Alexa closer, their naked bodies pressed together, and kissed her deeply.

“The Council is going to lose their minds when they hear about this,” Mia said softly. “And I can’t wait to help them plan the next one.”

Alexa lay there, exhausted, humiliated, and strangely comforted by Mia’s warm, naked body wrapped around hers.

Her old life had officially claimed another piece of her.

Chapter 23: Walk of Shame

Alexa and Mia woke up tangled together in the large bed, both still completely naked. Sunlight streamed through the windows of Tyler’s Airbnb as they slowly stirred.

“Mmm… I could get used to waking up like this,” Mia purred, spooning Alexa from behind. Her hand lazily cupped one of Alexa’s heavy breasts, thumb brushing over the sensitive nipple.

“We should get dressed and leave before Tyler comes back,” Alexa whispered, still hoarse from the night before.

They slipped out of bed and started looking for their clothes.

Nothing.

No dresses, no heels, no underwear — not even Mia’s outfit from the night before. Tyler had clearly hidden everything again.

Mia checked her phone and laughed. “Typical Tyler. He left a note on the kitchen counter: ‘Enjoy the morning. Clothes are safe. Text me when you’re ready to leave… or stay longer.’”

Alexa’s face paled. “We can’t walk out of here naked…”

Mia’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She stepped closer, backing Alexa against the wall.

“Who said anything about leaving right away?” she whispered, pressing her naked body against Alexa’s. “We have time…”



Hot Lesbian Sex

Mia didn’t wait for permission.

She kissed Alexa hard, tongue sliding into her mouth while her hands roamed greedily over her body. She pinched and rolled Alexa’s nipples, then dropped to her knees and buried her face between Alexa’s thighs.

“Oh fuck—” Alexa gasped, platinum blonde hair falling forward as Mia’s tongue attacked her realistic pussy. Mia licked and sucked with hungry enthusiasm, focusing on her swollen clit while two fingers pumped deep inside her.

“You taste like cum and desperation,” Mia moaned against her pussy. “Such a good little gangbang slut.”

She made Alexa cum quickly — legs shaking, hands gripping Mia’s hair as her pussy clenched and gushed. Then Mia stood up, pushed Alexa onto the bed, and climbed on top of her in a 69 position.

They devoured each other.

Mia ground her wet pussy against Alexa’s face while licking and fingering her again. Alexa moaned loudly into Mia’s cunt, her long pink stiletto nails digging into Mia’s ass as she licked eagerly. They came together like that — bodies trembling, muffled cries vibrating against each other’s most sensitive places.

But Mia still wasn’t done.

She grabbed the thick strap-on she’d brought “just in case” and fucked Alexa slow and deep on the bed, making her look in the mirror the entire time.

“Look at yourself getting fucked by your bestie,” Mia growled, thrusting hard. “Platinum blonde bimbo taking cock like a pro.”

Alexa came a third time, sobbing with pleasure as Mia fucked her through it.



The Walk of Shame

After they had both collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, Mia finally picked up her phone.

“Time to go home,” she said with a wicked grin. “But since Tyler stole our clothes… I’m ordering us something special.”

She ordered two matching ultra-revealing lingerie sets through a same-hour delivery service: tiny sheer white lace babydolls that barely reached the top of their thighs, with matching crotchless panties and no bras.

When the delivery arrived, they put them on.

The outfits were obscene — completely see-through, nipples and pussy clearly visible, the short hem fluttering with every step.

Mia took Alexa’s hand. “We’re walking home like this. No Uber. I want you to feel every bit of the embarrassment.”

They stepped out of the Airbnb into the bright morning sunlight. The sheer lingerie hid almost nothing. Cars slowed down as they walked. Pedestrians stared openly. A group of guys on the sidewalk whistled and catcalled.

Alexa’s face burned with humiliation the entire walk. Cum from the previous night still leaked slowly down her thighs, visible through the crotchless panties. Her long pink nails, platinum hair, and dramatic arched eyebrows made her look like the ultimate walk-of-shame slut.

Mia, on the other hand, was loving every second. She kept one arm around Alexa’s waist, occasionally sliding her hand down to squeeze her ass or tease her exposed pussy.

“Everyone can see what a well-fucked little sissy you are,” Mia whispered happily. “This is the best walk of shame ever.”

By the time they finally reached Alexa’s apartment building, both of them were flushed and aroused again.

Emily was waiting at the door with a knowing smile.

“The Council is going to want a full report,” she said, pulling them both inside. “Including every detail of this little adventure.”

Alexa could only nod, utterly defeated and embarrassingly wet.

Her humiliation had reached a whole new level.

Chapter 24: New Connection

Friday night came around again, and Mia was determined to drag Alexa back out.

“Come on, bestie. After everything that’s happened, you deserve to dance and forget about the Council for a few hours,” Mia said, already pulling outfits from Alexa’s closet. “Plus, I want to show off my hot platinum blonde project.”

She dressed Alexa in a scandalously short, electric blue micro dress that hugged every curve. The hem barely covered the bottom of her ass, and the neckline plunged so deep it showed off most of her breasts and her sparkling belly button piercing. Mia added tall silver heels and touched up Alexa’s makeup with extra glossy lips.

They arrived at Eclipse and immediately became the center of attention.

Heads turned the moment they walked in. Men and women alike stared at the curvy platinum blonde with the dramatic arched eyebrows and the bubbly brunette beside her. Within minutes, they were surrounded by people buying them drinks and asking them to dance.

Mia thrived on it, grinding against multiple partners and pulling Alexa into the chaos.

But then he appeared.

His name was Darius — a huge, muscular black man, easily 6’4”, broad-shouldered, with deep dark skin and intense eyes. He moved through the crowd like he owned it. When he locked eyes with Alexa, he smiled and walked straight over.

“Mind if I steal you for a dance?” His voice was deep and smooth.

Mia grinned and gave Alexa a little shove. “She’s all yours, big guy.”

Darius pulled Alexa onto the dance floor. He was incredibly smooth and confident. His large hands settled on her waist, then slid down to her hips as they moved together. The height difference made Alexa feel tiny and delicate. As the music slowed, he pulled her closer until her breasts were pressed against his chest and she could feel the very impressive bulge in his pants against her stomach.

They danced for three songs straight. Darius’s hands roamed boldly — squeezing her ass, brushing the underside of her breasts, and eventually sliding under the short hem of her dress to cup her bare pussy.

“You’re something else,” he murmured in her ear. “I’ve never seen a girl move like you.”



Later, Darius led her to a private VIP table in the back. Mia gave her an approving wink from across the club and stayed on the dance floor.

They talked.

At first it was light — music, drinks, how she looked. But something about Darius made Alexa feel safe enough to open up. Maybe it was the way he listened. Maybe it was because he was completely new.

She told him everything.

How she started as Alex. The Veil. The prosthetics. The permanent pussy made from her own balls. Emily. The Council. Vivienne. Kai. The gangbang with her old college friends. The blackmail. The constant humiliation.

Darius listened quietly, one large hand resting possessively on her thigh under the table.

When she finished, he was silent for a long moment.

“Damn,” he finally said. “That’s a heavy story.” He looked her up and down slowly. “But you’re beautiful. And from what I can tell… you’re also very, very horny.”

He leaned in closer, voice low. “I’ve got some ideas on how to make your life better, Alexa. Real ideas. But we should talk somewhere more private.”

Alexa’s heart raced. She knew she should say no. She knew Emily and the Council would want to know.

But the combination of alcohol, weeks of denial, and the intense attraction she felt toward this confident, dominant man made her nod.

“Okay,” she whispered.



Darius took her back to his luxury loft apartment.

The moment the door closed, he picked her up like she weighed nothing and carried her to the bedroom. He was slow and thorough — stripping her tiny dress off and worshipping her body with his mouth and hands.

He spent a long time eating her pussy, making her cum twice before he finally freed his massive cock.

Alexa’s eyes widened at the size.

Darius smiled. “We’ll go slow at first.”

He fucked her for over an hour — deep, powerful strokes that made her see stars. He made her ride him, took her from behind while pulling her platinum hair, and finished by pinning her down in missionary so he could watch her face as he came deep inside her.

Alexa came three more times.

When they finally collapsed, sweaty and satisfied, Darius pulled her against his broad chest.

“I meant what I said,” he murmured, stroking her hair. “I’ve got ideas on how to make your life better. Starting with giving you a real choice… and maybe some real power in this situation.”

Alexa lay there, naked and leaking his cum, wondering what “better” could possibly mean in her current life.

Chapter 25: A New Offer

The morning light filtered softly through the large windows of Darius’s loft. Alexa lay curled against his broad, muscular chest, still naked and sticky from the long night. His large hand gently stroked her platinum blonde hair while she traced patterns on his abs with one long pink stiletto nail.

Darius spoke quietly but with complete confidence.

“I’ve been thinking about your situation all night,” he said. “And I have a plan. A real one.”

Alexa lifted her head to look at him.

“I want you to move in with me,” Darius continued. “Leave Emily. Break up with her cleanly. I’ll help you finish beauty school — I’ll pay for everything if needed. After you graduate, you’ll open your own salon as Alexa. A high-end place. I’ll fund it. You’ll finally have something that’s yours.”

Alexa’s heart started pounding.

“I’ll deal with Tyler and the rest of those guys,” he added, voice turning serious. “I know people. I can make sure those videos never see the light of day and they never bother you again. No more blackmail. No more gangbangs unless you want them. You’ll be safe.”

He tilted her chin up so their eyes met.

“You’ve been trapped in someone else’s fantasy, Alexa. I’m offering you a way out — on your own terms. You can still be feminine. You can still be a beautiful woman. But you won’t be anyone’s kept sissy anymore. You’ll be my girl… and you’ll have real power in this relationship.”

Alexa stared at him, speechless.

The offer was everything she had secretly dreamed about during the darkest moments — freedom from the Council, from the constant humiliation, from Emily’s total control. A chance to build something real as Alexa.

But it also meant betraying Emily. Leaving the woman who had started all of this. Walking away from Mia, from the twisted comfort of her current life.

Darius kissed her forehead gently.

“You don’t have to answer right now,” he said. “Think about it. But I’m serious, Alexa. I see something in you. I want to help you become the woman you’re meant to be — not just Emily’s toy.”

He rolled out of bed and headed to the shower, leaving Alexa alone with her racing thoughts.

She sat up, pulling the sheet around her naked body, platinum blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. Her realistic pussy still tingled from the night before. Her dramatic arched eyebrows furrowed as she stared at her reflection in the floor-length mirror across the room.

A real future.

Her own salon.

Safety from the leaks.

A strong, dominant man who actually wanted to help her instead of just owning her.

But it would mean burning everything down.

Alexa swallowed hard, heart torn in two directions.

She had no idea what she was going to do.
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