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Chapter 1: The Invitation

Alex Thompson adjusted his tie in the hallway mirror, the faint scent of his girlfriend’s perfume still lingering in the air from that morning. At twenty-eight, he had settled into a comfortable rhythm with Emily—three years together, a sleek downtown apartment in Salt Lake City, and the kind of easy intimacy that made ordinary evenings feel warm. Emily worked in marketing for a luxury fashion brand, which meant she was always chasing the next exclusive event or private sale. Alex, a software engineer, preferred quiet weekends coding side projects and watching her light up over new lingerie or designer pieces.

Tonight was one of those ordinary evenings—until it wasn’t.

Emily burst through the front door, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with that particular excitement he’d come to recognize. She kicked off her heels, dropped her bag on the console table, and practically floated into the living room where Alex was reviewing code on his laptop.

“You will not believe what just landed in my inbox,” she announced, waving her phone like a trophy. She leaned over the back of the couch and kissed his cheek, her lips soft and warm. “I got invited to the Veil. The actual Veil, Alex.”

He raised an eyebrow, setting his laptop aside. “The Veil? Sounds like a secret society for spies.”

She laughed, that bright, melodic sound that always made him smile. “Close. It’s this insanely exclusive private shopping event for lingerie and intimate wear. Invitation-only, like those Birkin bag drops or Rolex experiences. They only let in a tiny number of clients each season. No walk-ins, no publicity. Everything is custom, ultra-high-end, and you can only buy a limited number of pieces per visit.”

Alex whistled softly. “Sounds intense. When is it?”

“Next Friday evening. It’s at a private boutique downtown—super discreet location. They even have personal stylists and fitting specialists.” Emily bit her lip, her expression shifting from excitement to something more playful, almost mischievous. She climbed onto the couch beside him, tucking her legs underneath her. “The thing is… I really want to go. But they encourage couples or partners to come for the ‘shared experience’ part. Some of the collections are designed around couples exploring together.”

She paused, tracing a finger along his arm. “And here’s where it gets interesting. A lot of women bring their partners and say the purchases are for the guy—to make it feel more like a joint thing, or for fun role-play later. It keeps the numbers balanced or something. The sales associates are totally used to it.”

Alex blinked, a faint warmth creeping up his neck. “You want me to pretend I’m shopping for myself?”

Emily’s eyes met his, steady and affectionate. “Only if you’re comfortable with it, baby. It’s not like anyone would actually think you’re buying women’s lingerie for daily wear. It’s just a little white lie to fit the vibe of the event. Think of it as… supporting me, and maybe getting a kick out of the exclusivity. We could turn it into something fun for us later.”

He hesitated, his mind flashing through awkward scenarios—standing in a luxurious boutique while strangers measured him or asked about sizes. The idea made his stomach flutter with a strange mix of embarrassment and unexpected curiosity. Emily had always been adventurous in the bedroom, and their intimate life was playful and trusting. She knew his softer sides, the way he sometimes enjoyed when she took charge or when they experimented with power exchange in small, safe ways.

“I don’t know, Em,” he said slowly, rubbing the back of his neck. “Lying to sales people about buying lingerie for myself feels… weird. What if they ask questions?”

“Then we keep it light,” she replied gently, taking his hand. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. But I’d love to have you there with me. It could be exciting—being in that exclusive space together, picking out beautiful things. And who knows? Maybe you’ll discover something that surprises you.”

Her voice dropped a little, warm and intimate. “I love you exactly as you are, Alex. This is just an adventure. If it feels off at any point, we leave. No pressure.”

Alex looked at her—really looked. The way her eyes shone with hope and affection made the knot in his chest loosen. He trusted Emily completely. Their relationship had always been built on consent, communication, and mutual exploration. The idea still made him nervous, but beneath that nervousness was a quiet thrill he couldn’t quite name.

He squeezed her hand. “Alright. I’ll go with you. I’ll… play along with the ‘it’s for me’ story if it helps. But I’m counting on you to keep me from dying of embarrassment.”

Emily beamed and threw her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply. “Thank you, baby. You’re the best. I promise it’ll be memorable—in a good way.”

As they settled in for the evening, her head resting on his shoulder while they watched a show, Alex’s mind wandered. He tried to picture the boutique: soft lighting, silk and lace everywhere, the scent of expensive perfume. He imagined standing there, pretending the delicate garments were meant for his body. The thought sent a confusing spark through him—part anxiety, part something warmer, more electric.

He pushed the feeling down. It was just one evening. An exclusive event. Nothing more.

Little did he know how that single decision would open the door to experiences that would stretch far beyond a single night of shopping.

Chapter 2: Behind the Velvet Rope

Emily’s gratitude was immediate and delicious.

The moment Alex agreed to go with her to The Veil, her eyes darkened with heat. She slid off the couch, graceful and purposeful, and sank to her knees between his spread thighs. Her fingers made quick work of his belt and zipper, freeing him with practiced ease.

“Thank you, baby,” she purred, her breath warm against his rapidly hardening cock. “I know this isn’t easy for you, and it means everything that you’re doing it for me… for us.”

Her lips brushed the sensitive head in a feather-light kiss before she took him into her mouth, slow and wet and reverent. Alex groaned, his head falling back against the cushions as her tongue swirled skillfully around him. Emily had always been enthusiastic about this particular act of worship, and tonight she poured every ounce of her excitement into it. She sucked him deep, her hand stroking in perfect rhythm, humming softly so the vibrations traveled straight through him.

Alex threaded his fingers through her hair, careful not to push, letting her set the pace. The wet sounds and her soft moans of appreciation filled the living room. Every swirl of her tongue, every gentle suck, felt like a promise of the adventure to come. When he finally spilled down her throat with a choked groan, Emily swallowed every drop, then looked up at him with shining eyes and a satisfied smile.

“That was just the beginning of how grateful I am,” she whispered, kissing the inside of his thigh.

The week passed in a haze of anticipation. Emily chattered excitedly about the event every evening, showing him screenshots of past collections (always discreetly cropped) and speculating about what they might find. Alex found himself thinking about the night more often than he expected—nervous flutters mixing with a strange, secret curiosity he kept buried.

Friday evening finally arrived.

They dressed carefully. Emily chose a sleek black cocktail dress that hugged her curves perfectly. Alex went with dark slacks and a crisp button-down, trying to look like he belonged at an ultra-exclusive event. As they drove downtown, the city lights glittering around them, Emily reached over and squeezed his thigh.

“Remember, we’re just a couple exploring together,” she said softly. “If anything feels off, we say the word and leave. I love you.”

“I love you too,” he replied, though his stomach was doing slow somersaults.

The boutique was hidden behind an unmarked black door in a quiet, upscale district. A discreet brass plaque simply read “The Veil – Private.” A sharply dressed attendant checked Emily’s invitation on a tablet, then smiled warmly and ushered them inside.

Soft lighting, plush carpets, and the faint scent of jasmine and sandalwood greeted them. Classical music played at just the right volume. Before they could even take it all in, a server appeared with two flutes of chilled champagne.

“Welcome to The Veil,” she said with a graceful nod. “Please enjoy a glass while we prepare your stylists.”

Emily clinked her glass against Alex’s, her eyes sparkling. “To new experiences.”

They had barely taken two sips when two elegant women approached. The first, a tall brunette in a tailored black suit, introduced herself as Sophia and immediately linked arms with Emily.

“Miss Emily, I’ll be your personal stylist this evening. I understand you have excellent taste. Shall we discuss your preferences?”

The second woman turned to Alex. She was striking—early forties, with sharp cheekbones, perfectly coiffed auburn hair, and cool gray eyes that seemed to miss nothing. Her name tag read “Vivienne.”

“And you must be Alex,” Vivienne said smoothly, offering a firm handshake. Her gaze lingered on him for a fraction longer than felt purely professional. “I’ll be taking care of you tonight. Why don’t we step into a private fitting suite so you can tell me exactly what you’re looking for?”

Alex’s mouth went dry. He glanced at Emily, who gave him an encouraging smile before disappearing with Sophia down a softly lit hallway.

He followed Vivienne into a luxurious private room. Floor-to-ceiling mirrors, a velvet chaise, soft lighting, and racks of exquisite lingerie in every shade of silk, lace, and satin. A small table held an array of delicate samples.

Vivienne gestured for him to sit. “So, Alex… tell me about your needs. Many partners come in supporting their significant other, but since you’re here as a client yourself, I’d like to hear your preferences directly.” She tilted her head slightly. “Or perhaps you’d like to share your girlfriend’s measurements and style preferences first?”

Alex swallowed, the champagne suddenly feeling heavy in his stomach. He cleared his throat and tried to keep his voice steady.

“Actually, uh… a lot of this is for Emily. She loves classic black and deep reds, lots of lace, things that make her feel elegant and… sensual. Her measurements are 34C, waist 26, hips 36. She prefers garter belts, matching sets, maybe some sheer babydolls.”

Vivienne listened politely, nodding, but her sharp gray eyes never left his face. She jotted a few notes on a sleek tablet, then set it down.

“I see,” she said, her tone perfectly professional yet carrying an undercurrent of something else. “Those are lovely choices for her. But since the invitation includes you as a participating client, I’ll need to understand your own tastes and… measurements as well. The Veil prides itself on personalized service. We don’t simply take secondhand descriptions.”

She leaned against the edge of the mirrored counter, arms loosely crossed, studying him with calm intensity.

“Tell me, Alex… what styles appeal to you personally? What fabrics feel good against your skin? And what size range are we working with?”

Her gaze was knowing. Suspicious, even. It was clear she had heard variations of this story many times before, and she wasn’t quite buying his deflection.

Alex felt heat rise in his cheeks. The private suite suddenly felt smaller, the mirrors reflecting his discomfort back at him from every angle. He opened his mouth to respond, but the words tangled in his throat.

Vivienne simply waited, patient and unflinching, a faint, professional smile playing at the corners of her lips.

Chapter 3: The Fitting Solution

Vivienne’s cool gray eyes remained steady as she watched Alex struggle for words. The silence stretched just long enough to make his pulse thunder in his ears.

“I understand,” she said finally, her voice smooth and professional. “Many guests try to work around our purchasing limits by having their partner claim the items are for them. I’ve seen it dozens of times. Unfortunately, The Veil has strict policies to protect the exclusivity and fairness of the event. We don’t allow guests to bypass the system that way. Every client is expected to participate authentically.”

Alex’s stomach dropped. “But… Emily really wants some of the rarer pieces. She’s been talking about this for days.”

Vivienne nodded sympathetically, though her expression didn’t soften. “I appreciate that. And I want her to have a wonderful experience. There is, however, a solution that allows participating clients to qualify for additional purchases while ensuring the lingerie fits properly on the intended wearer.”

She turned to a sleek, locked cabinet behind her and opened it with a keycard. Inside were several elegant black boxes labeled with discreet silver script. She selected two larger ones and set them on the velvet-covered table between them.

“These are our premium fitting prosthetics,” she explained. “Ultra-realistic silicone forms designed specifically for this kind of intimate styling session. The breast forms are top-of-the-line—soft, weighted, with realistic movement and skin texture. The lower piece is a specialized vaginal prosthesis system that creates a smooth, feminine silhouette under even the most delicate lingerie. They’re engineered to last for an extended wear period—typically two to four weeks—before professional removal. They also feature advanced sensory technology, so the wearer experiences realistic sensation where the prosthetics are attached.”

Alex stared at the boxes, his mouth suddenly dry. “You mean… I’d have to wear them? Here? Now?”

“Only if you choose to,” Vivienne said calmly. “It’s completely voluntary. Many male clients who want to support their partners and access the full collection go this route. The prosthetics allow us to fit lingerie accurately to the enhanced silhouette, which means Emily can purchase more pieces tonight without violating our limits. They’re medical-grade, safe, and designed for comfort during extended wear. Once attached, they bond securely but can be safely removed at our clinic after the recommended period.”

She opened the first box, revealing a pair of realistic C-cup breast forms nestled in satin lining. They looked incredibly lifelike—soft, slightly warm to the touch when she demonstrated by pressing one gently, with delicate areolas and natural weight. The second box contained a more intimate piece: a seamless, flesh-toned prosthetic panty with a realistic vaginal entrance and labia, engineered to conform perfectly to the body.

“They feel remarkably real,” Vivienne continued. “The sensory layer transmits touch, pressure, and temperature directly to your skin, so you’ll experience sensations as if these were your own body parts. Many clients find the experience… enlightening.”

Alex’s heart hammered. He thought of Emily’s excited face, her eager gratitude earlier that week, and the way she had looked at him when he agreed to come. He didn’t want to disappoint her. The idea of having these attached—right here, in this private suite—made his stomach twist with intense nervousness… but beneath the anxiety was a confusing, forbidden spark of curiosity.

“I… I don’t know,” he stammered. “It sounds intense.”

Vivienne’s tone remained kind but firm. “It’s your choice, Alex. If you’d rather not, we can stick to the standard limit for Emily’s purchases. No pressure. But if you want her to be able to take home those special pieces she’s dreaming of, this is the cleanest way to make it happen.”

He swallowed hard, cheeks burning. The mirrors reflected his flushed face back at him. After a long moment, he nodded slowly.

“Okay,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “If it means Emily can get the extra items… I’ll do it.”

Vivienne smiled professionally. “A brave choice. I’ll make sure the process is comfortable and private. Please undress to your underwear and lie back on the fitting chaise. We’ll start with the breast forms.”

Alex’s hands shook slightly as he removed his shirt and pants, leaving him in just his boxer briefs. He lay back on the soft velvet chaise, feeling incredibly exposed under the gentle lighting. Vivienne dimmed the lights slightly and pulled on thin latex gloves.

First came a gentle cleansing of his chest with a specialized wipe that left his skin tingling. Then she applied a thin layer of medical adhesive to his pectoral area.

“The bond is strong but skin-safe,” she explained softly as she positioned the first breast form. “Breathe normally.”

She pressed the warm, heavy form against his chest, aligning it perfectly. The silicone molded to his skin with a soft, squishing sensation. Alex gasped as it settled into place—the weight was immediate and surprisingly natural, tugging gently with gravity. She repeated the process with the second breast, smoothing the edges until the seams virtually disappeared. The forms felt incredibly real: soft yet firm, with a slight jiggle when he shifted. When Vivienne ran her fingertips lightly over the nipples, a jolt of realistic sensation shot through his chest, making him inhale sharply. It felt like actual skin, actual nerves responding.

“Very good,” she murmured. “They’ll move naturally with you.”

Next came the lower prosthetic. Vivienne helped him remove his underwear with clinical detachment. She applied more adhesive around his groin and hips, then carefully positioned the intricate panty system. The material was warm and supple. As she pressed it into place, Alex felt it conform tightly, the outer lips blending seamlessly with his skin. The inner channel was designed with a realistic entrance and sensitive inner surfaces.

When the final seal was made, a wave of overwhelming sensation flooded him. He could feel the cool air of the room against the new contours, the subtle weight and fullness between his legs, and every tiny shift of fabric. It was as if he truly had a soft, sensitive vagina where his cock had been tucked and concealed. Touching the outer lips produced a shiver of pleasure that felt startlingly authentic.

Vivienne stepped back, observing her work with a critical eye. Alex now lay there with full, realistic C-cup breasts rising and falling with his rapid breaths, and a convincingly feminine mound between his thighs. The prosthetics looked and felt completely natural on his otherwise male frame.

“You’re doing very well,” she said. “They’ll take about thirty minutes to fully set. During that time, you’ll begin to adjust to the sensations. Many clients find the experience quite… intense at first.”

Alex stared down at his transformed body, heart racing, a confusing mix of deep embarrassment, nervousness, and unexpected arousal swirling inside him. The weight on his chest, the new sensitivity between his legs—it all felt so real.

He had agreed to this for Emily.

But as the prosthetics continued to bond and the sensations deepened, he wondered how he was going to navigate the rest of the evening like this.

Chapter 4: Silk and Sensations

The thirty-minute bonding period felt like an eternity.

Alex lay on the velvet chaise, breathing shallowly as the prosthetics fully integrated with his body. Every small movement sent ripples of realistic sensation through him. The weight of the C-cup breasts shifted naturally with each breath, tugging gently at his chest. Between his legs, the vaginal prosthesis felt warm and intimately present—soft outer lips, a sensitive entrance, and a clit-like nub that responded to even the lightest brush of air. The sensory technology was disturbingly effective; when he accidentally pressed his thighs together, a jolt of pleasure shot through the new folds, making him bite back a soft whimper.

Vivienne returned, now wearing a different pair of thin gloves. “They’ve set beautifully,” she said, her voice carrying a hint of professional amusement. “Stand up for me, Alex. Let’s see how they move.”

He rose unsteadily, immediately aware of the new center of gravity. The breasts swayed and bounced with realistic weight, sending tingling sensations through the attached nerves. The prosthetic between his legs felt slick and vulnerable, every step causing subtle friction that made his pulse race.

Vivienne circled him slowly, her gray eyes appreciative. “Much better. Now, shall we begin selecting pieces for Emily? I’ll bring in some of the exclusive items while you… adjust.”

Emily soon joined them in the larger private suite, her eyes widening slightly when she saw Alex standing there in nothing but the prosthetics. She quickly masked her surprise with a bright smile, though her gaze lingered on his new chest and smooth groin.

Vivienne wasted no time. Over the next hour, she brought out rack after rack of exquisite lingerie. Emily’s eyes lit up as she touched delicate black lace bralettes, deep red satin garter belts, sheer babydolls trimmed with Swarovski crystals, and ultra-luxurious silk stockings. Alex stood awkwardly nearby while Emily made her selections, trying to focus on her joy rather than the constant, teasing presence of his transformed body.

But Vivienne had other plans.

As Emily tried on a particularly beautiful emerald green corset, Vivienne turned her attention fully to Alex. “While your girlfriend decides, let’s make sure these prosthetics are working properly with the intended garments,” she said smoothly. She picked up a sheer black lace bra from the rack and held it up to Alex’s chest. “This would look stunning on the forms. Here—let me demonstrate the fit.”

Before he could protest, she slipped the bra onto him, fastening it in the back. The lace cups cradled his new breasts perfectly, the fabric brushing against the ultra-sensitive nipples. When Vivienne adjusted the straps, her fingers deliberately grazed the silicone skin, sending sharp sparks of pleasure straight through his chest. Alex gasped, his knees nearly buckling.

“Sensitive, aren’t they?” Vivienne murmured close to his ear, her voice low and teasing. “Feel how the lace teases the tips? Many clients say it feels even better than the real thing.”

She moved lower, selecting a matching lace panty. “And for the lower piece…” She helped him step into the delicate garment, slowly pulling it up his legs. As the silk and lace settled over the prosthetic vagina, the fabric pressed gently against the sensitive outer lips and clit. Vivienne’s fingers smoothed the material into place with deliberate care, pressing just enough to make the sensory nerves fire. A wave of wet, aching heat bloomed between his new folds, making Alex’s breath hitch audibly.

“Perfect,” Vivienne purred, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You can feel every little touch, can’t you? The way the lace kisses your new clit… the subtle pressure against your entrance. It’s quite exquisite, isn’t it?”

Alex’s face burned with embarrassment. His cock was safely tucked and hidden beneath the prosthesis, but the overwhelming feminine sensations made him feel dizzy with arousal. Every teasing comment from Vivienne made the feelings more intense. She continued this way as they selected more pieces—brushing “accidentally” against his breasts while holding up a babydoll, running her hands down his hips to adjust a garter belt, even lightly tracing a finger along the lace-covered mound between his legs while commenting on how well the lingerie would photograph for Emily’s collection.

Emily watched the entire process with growing fascination, occasionally biting her lip as she observed Alex’s flushed cheeks and shaky breaths.

By the end of the shopping experience, Emily had selected far more pieces than the standard limit would have allowed—all thanks to Alex’s participation. As they prepared to leave, Vivienne presented Alex with a special “going-home” set: a delicate powder-pink lace bra and panty set with matching sheer robe. The fabric was incredibly soft and sensual against his hyper-sensitive prosthetics.

“Wear these home,” Vivienne instructed with a knowing smile. “They’ll help you continue adjusting to your new attachments. The sensory feedback will be quite educational overnight.”

Alex changed into the pink lace set in private, the bra cradling his heavy breasts and the panty hugging his new vagina with gentle, constant stimulation. When he emerged, Emily’s eyes widened. She barely recognized the person standing before her. With the realistic prosthetics, the feminine lingerie, and the way Alex moved—cautious, hyper-aware of every sensation—he looked strikingly different. Softer. More feminine.

“Alex…” she breathed, stepping closer. Her gaze traveled over his lace-covered breasts, down to the delicate panty, and back up to his flushed face. “You look… incredible. I had no idea it would be like this.”

She reached out and gently cupped one of his breasts through the lace, her thumb brushing the nipple. Alex moaned softly as realistic pleasure flooded his chest. Emily’s eyes darkened with intrigue and unmistakable arousal.

“I’ve always wondered,” she admitted quietly, her voice husky. “Whether I might be bisexual… or at least curious enough to enjoy this side of you. Seeing you like this… it’s doing things to me I didn’t expect. It’s exciting.”

Alex stood there trembling in the pink lace, breasts heaving with each nervous breath, the panty growing damp with overwhelming sensation between his legs. The evening had spiraled far beyond a simple shopping trip, and the night was only beginning.

Chapter 5: The Drive Home

The private exit at the back of The Veil was discreetly lit, a black town car already waiting with its rear door open. Vivienne escorted them personally, her cool gray eyes still carrying that faint, knowing amusement as she handed Emily a sleek black shopping bag filled with their purchases.

“Remember, the prosthetics are designed for two to four weeks of continuous wear,” she said smoothly, addressing Alex directly. “They’re fully waterproof, breathable, and the sensory integration will only deepen over the first few days. If you experience any discomfort beyond normal adjustment, call the number on the card. Otherwise, we’ll see you for removal at the clinic.”

Alex could barely meet her eyes. The powder-pink lace bra cupped his new C-cup breasts with gentle, constant pressure. Every breath made the soft fabric shift against hyper-sensitive nipples, sending tiny sparks straight into his chest. The matching panty clung to the prosthetic vagina like a second skin, the delicate lace trim teasing the outer lips and the small, swollen clit-like nub with every step. A sheer baby-pink robe—short and barely opaque—did almost nothing to hide the unmistakably feminine silhouette beneath.

He felt exposed. Ridiculous. And unbearably, shamefully aroused.

Emily slipped her arm through his, her touch both supportive and possessive. “Thank you, Vivienne. Everything was perfect.”

The sales associate gave a final nod. “Enjoy your evening… both of you.”

The town car door closed behind them with a soft, expensive thud. As soon as the vehicle pulled away from the curb, Emily turned toward him in the darkened backseat. The city lights of downtown Salt Lake City flickered across her face, highlighting the flush on her cheeks and the hungry curiosity in her eyes.

“Alex,” she whispered, almost reverent. Her hand hovered near his chest before settling lightly on one lace-covered breast. She squeezed gently. The weight shifted realistically, and the attached nerves lit up with warm, heavy pleasure. He sucked in a sharp breath.

“God… they feel so real,” she murmured. Her thumb circled the nipple through the lace. “Look at you. Sitting there in pretty pink lingerie, tits heaving every time you breathe. I can’t stop staring.”

Heat flooded Alex’s face. He crossed his arms instinctively under his breasts, which only lifted and pressed them together, deepening the cleavage visible in the low-cut bra. The motion made the prosthetic vagina throb with fresh awareness—the lace was already damp, the inner channel feeling slick and empty in a way that confused and embarrassed him.

“I feel… weird,” he admitted, voice low. “Heavy. Sensitive. Every bump in the road is—” He cut off as the car rolled over a slight imperfection in the asphalt. The jiggle in his chest and the resulting friction between his thighs made him bite his lip to stifle a sound.

Emily’s hand slid lower, tracing down his smooth stomach until her fingers rested over the front of the pink panty. She pressed lightly against the mound, right where the clit sat. A bolt of sharp, feminine pleasure shot through him.

“Em—” he gasped.

“Shh. Just feel it, baby.” Her voice had taken on that soft, dominant tone he usually loved in the bedroom. “You did this for me. You let them glue these pretty tits and this perfect little pussy onto you so I could buy more lingerie. That’s the hottest thing you’ve ever done.”

Her fingers began slow, teasing circles over the lace. The sensory technology translated every stroke directly into realistic clit stimulation. Alex’s thighs pressed together involuntarily, which only increased the pressure. He could feel himself getting wet—or at least the prosthetic responded that way, growing warmer and slicker. His actual cock, tucked and compressed inside the system, strained helplessly.

The driver remained professionally silent behind the partition, but the knowledge that they weren’t truly alone only heightened Alex’s humiliation. He was riding through the city dressed like this—breasts bouncing softly, pussy aching under delicate pink lace—while his girlfriend played with him like a new toy.

By the time the car pulled up to their apartment building, Alex’s legs were trembling. Emily thanked the driver and helped him out, keeping her body close to shield him as they crossed the short distance to the lobby. The robe fluttered around his thighs. Every step made his breasts sway and his new folds rub together.

Inside the elevator, Emily pushed him gently against the mirrored wall and kissed him hard. Her hands roamed freely—squeezing his ass, cupping his breasts, slipping between his legs to stroke the damp lace.

“You’re going to sleep like this tonight,” she whispered against his mouth. “In your pretty new lingerie. I want to watch you learn how to move with them. How to sit. How to lie down without your tits getting in the way. How it feels when I touch you here…” Her fingers pressed more firmly against his entrance through the panty, teasing the sensitive opening.

Alex moaned into her mouth, the sound higher and softer than he was used to hearing from himself.

When they finally reached their apartment, Emily locked the door and turned to him with a wicked, loving smile.

“Strip down to just the bra and panty, baby. Then come to the bedroom. We’re going to explore every new sensation you have tonight… slowly. I want to know exactly what makes my pretty sissy moan.”

Alex stood in the entryway, chest rising and falling, the weight of the prosthetics a constant, intimate reminder of the choice he’d made. The night was only beginning, and already the line between “just for the event” and something much deeper, much more permanent-feeling, was starting to blur.

He reached for the tie on the sheer robe with shaky fingers.

Chapter 6: Sissy Lessons

Emily’s eyes gleamed with dark delight as Alex let the sheer pink robe slip from his shoulders and pool at his feet. He stood before her in nothing but the delicate powder-pink lace bra and panty set, his new C-cup breasts rising and falling rapidly, the realistic nipples already stiff and visible through the sheer fabric.

“Come here, my pretty girl,” Emily purred, crooking her finger. The words sent a fresh wave of humiliated heat through him. She had never called him that before. Not like this.

He stepped closer on shaky legs. The weight of the breasts pulled at his chest with every movement, the lace teasing his sensitive nipples. Between his thighs, the prosthetic pussy felt warm, slick, and achingly empty. His tucked cock throbbed uselessly inside its hidden compartment.

Emily pulled him into a deep kiss, her hands immediately claiming his new body. She cupped both lace-covered breasts, squeezing and kneading them with obvious pleasure. “These feel so fucking real,” she whispered against his lips. “Look at my beautiful sissy lesbian lover. Tits out, pussy already wet for me. You’re mine tonight, baby girl.”

She guided him onto the bed, positioning him on his back. Alex gasped as the breasts settled heavily on his chest, spreading slightly with their own weight. Emily straddled his hips, still fully dressed, and slowly unclasped his bra. She peeled the cups away, exposing the perfect, jiggling silicone flesh.

“God, they’re gorgeous,” she breathed. Leaning down, she took one sensitive nipple into her mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder. The sensory feedback was overwhelming—sharp, electric pleasure shot straight from the nipple down through his core. Alex arched, a soft, feminine moan escaping his throat.

Emily smiled against his skin. “That’s it. Let me hear those pretty sounds. Sissy girls moan so sweetly.” She switched to the other nipple, lavishing it with her tongue while her hand slid down his stomach and cupped the front of the pink panty. Her fingers pressed firmly against the prosthetic clit, rubbing slow, deliberate circles.

Alex’s hips bucked involuntarily. The sensation was devastatingly real—wet, throbbing heat blooming between his new folds. He could feel himself growing slicker, the inner channel clenching with need.

“Please… Em…” he whimpered.

“Please what, princess?” She slipped her fingers under the lace, stroking the smooth, sensitive outer lips before parting them. One finger circled his new entrance teasingly. “Tell me what you want. Use your words like a good little lesbian.”

“I… I need…” The words stuck in his throat, shame burning his cheeks.

Emily pushed one finger slowly inside him—or at least into the prosthetic channel. The sensory lining transmitted every inch perfectly. It felt like being penetrated, warm and silky and incredibly intimate. She curled her finger, stroking a spot that made sparks explode behind his eyes.

“You need your pussy fucked, don’t you, sissy?” she cooed, adding a second finger and pumping them steadily. Her thumb found his clit and rubbed in perfect rhythm. “Look at you. Tits bouncing while I finger your pretty cunt. My sweet little sissy slut.”

Alex was lost. The combination of her dirty talk, the weight of his breasts jiggling with every thrust of her fingers, and the relentless, realistic pleasure between his legs pushed him toward the edge faster than he thought possible. Emily kept him there, expertly edging him, slowing down whenever his moans grew too desperate.

She stripped off her own clothes and repositioned herself, lowering her wet pussy onto his face while continuing to finger him. “Lick me, baby girl. Show me how grateful you are for your new pussy.”

Alex obeyed eagerly, his tongue working her familiar folds while she ground against his mouth. The taste of her, the sounds she made, mixed with the relentless stimulation of his own prosthetic. Emily rode his face and fucked his pussy with her fingers until she came hard, shuddering and soaking his chin.

But she wasn’t done.

She slid down his body, removed his soaked pink panty, and pressed her own dripping pussy directly against his prosthetic one. Scissoring him. The slick, hot friction against his clit and folds was mind-melting. Their breasts—hers real, his prosthetic—pressed together as she rocked against him, kissing him deeply.

“Come for me, sissy,” she commanded, grinding harder. “Come like the pretty lesbian you are tonight.”

The orgasm crashed over him unlike anything he’d ever felt. It bloomed deep in his core, spreading through the prosthetic nerves in powerful, rolling waves. His entire body shook, breasts jiggling wildly, a long, high-pitched moan torn from his throat as the prosthetic pussy clenched and fluttered around nothing. Emily kept grinding through it, drawing out every last tremor until he was a trembling, whimpering mess beneath her.

She finally collapsed beside him, pulling his head to rest on her chest, stroking his hair.

“My perfect sissy girl,” she whispered lovingly, kissing his forehead. “We’re going to have so much fun while you have these.”

Exhausted and overwhelmed, Alex fell asleep in her arms, still wearing nothing but the prosthetic breasts and the lingering slickness between his thighs.



The next morning, sunlight filtered through the bedroom curtains. Alex woke first, heart pounding as the memories—and sensations—flooded back. The heavy weight on his chest. The soft, sensitive mound between his legs. Every tiny shift reminded him of what he now carried.

Emily was still sleeping peacefully beside him, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Carefully, he slipped out of bed and went to the bathroom. He stared at his reflection: a man with realistic C-cup breasts and a convincing pussy. He tried gently tugging at the edges of the breast forms. They didn’t budge. The bond felt like real skin. He tried the same with the vaginal prosthetic. Nothing. A spike of panic rose in his chest.

He grabbed his phone and searched frantically: “how to remove silicone breast and vaginal prosthetics at home.”

The results were not comforting. Medical sites and user forums all said the same thing—these high-end medical-grade systems used a specialized bonding adhesive that required a professional solvent. Attempting removal without it could damage the prosthetics or his own skin. Some even warned of pain or tearing.

His stomach sank further. He found the private card Vivienne had given them and dialed The Veil’s number with trembling fingers. A polished receptionist answered.

“Hi… this is Alex Thompson. I was in last night with Emily. I… I need to schedule removal of the prosthetics as soon as possible.”

There was a brief pause, then the sound of typing. “One moment while I connect you to the proper department.”

Vivienne’s smooth, familiar voice came on the line. “Good morning, Alex. I expected this call.”

He swallowed. “Look, last night was… intense, and it was fun in the moment, but I’m ready for these to come off. Can I come in today or tomorrow?”

Vivienne’s tone remained professional but carried an unmistakable note of satisfaction. “I’m afraid we have a firm policy, Alex. These prosthetics are never removed before two full weeks. The bonding process needs that time to fully integrate and safely release. Some clients require the full four weeks depending on skin type and how well the sensory layer has set.”

“But—”

“I make all the removal appointments personally,” she continued smoothly. “I’ll evaluate your progress at the two-week mark. If everything looks perfect and you’ve adjusted well, we can discuss removal then. If not… we may need to extend it. Many clients find the full experience transformative. I have a feeling you will too.”

Alex’s grip tightened on the phone. A cold, sinking feeling settled in his gut. He could practically hear the knowing smile in her voice. Vivienne wasn’t going to make this easy.

“Enjoy your new body, sweetheart,” she said sweetly. “And be sure to wear the proper lingerie to support those beautiful breasts. I’ll check in with Emily as well. We like to stay involved with our special clients.”

The line went dead.

Alex lowered the phone, staring down at the soft, realistic breasts on his chest and the smooth, feminine mound between his legs. Two weeks minimum. Possibly four.

And something told him Vivienne had every intention of making it the full four.

From the bedroom, he heard Emily stirring. Her sleepy voice called out, warm and affectionate.

“Baby girl? Come back to bed… I want to play with my pretty sissy again.”

Chapter 7: Edged into Submission

Emily’s sleepy smile turned wicked the moment Alex crawled back into bed, his heavy breasts swaying pendulously with the movement. She pulled him close, pressing her warm, naked body against his transformed one. The contrast—her soft real curves against his prosthetic tits and smooth pussy—made her hum with pleasure.

“Morning, my pretty sissy,” she murmured, kissing him deeply while her hand immediately went to his chest. She kneaded one breast, rolling the sensitive nipple between her fingers until he whimpered. “Mmm. Still so sensitive. Good girl.”

For the next two hours, Emily took her time. She edged him mercilessly with her hands, mouth, and words.

She started by straddling his face again, making him lick her slowly while she reached back and played with his prosthetic pussy. Two fingers pumped in and out of his slick channel while her thumb circled his clit in lazy patterns. Every time his moans grew desperate and his hips started bucking, she would pull back, leaving him throbbing and empty.

“Not yet, princess,” she cooed, grinding her wet pussy against his tongue. “Sissy girls have to earn their orgasms.”

She switched positions, lying beside him so she could suck and bite at his nipples while slowly fingering him. The dual stimulation—mouth on his hypersensitive breasts and fingers stretching his new cunt—drove him wild. His cock strained uselessly inside its tucked prison as wave after wave of feminine pleasure crashed through the prosthetics.

“Please, Em… I need to come,” he begged after the third denial, his voice cracking into a higher, breathier tone.

Emily smiled against his breast. “Not until you agree to something, baby girl. I want you smoother. Everywhere. I want my lesbian lover to have soft, hairless skin… except for one pretty little landing strip right above that gorgeous pussy.”

Alex’s eyes widened, a fresh wave of humiliated heat flooding his face even as his prosthetic clit throbbed under her slowing fingers.

“I… I don’t know…”

She added a third finger, curling them perfectly against his inner walls while her palm ground against his clit. “Think about it,” she whispered hotly, edging him right to the brink again before stopping completely. “Smooth legs. Smooth chest. That cute landing strip framing your pretty cunt. You’ll look so fuckable for me.”

She kept him there for what felt like an eternity—bringing him to the edge with her mouth on his tits, her fingers deep inside him, even pressing a vibrating bullet against his clit while denying him release. His moans turned into desperate sobs. The breasts jiggled wildly with his frustrated movements. His pussy dripped with arousal, the lace sheets growing wet beneath him.

Finally, after nearly three hours of relentless edging, tears of overwhelming need pricking his eyes, Alex broke.

“Okay… okay, I’ll do it,” he gasped. “I’ll shave. Please, Em, let me come—”

“Good girl,” Emily praised, kissing him fiercely. She grabbed the wand vibrator from her nightstand drawer—a powerful, rounded head on a long handle—and pressed it firmly against his clit. She turned it on high.

“Come for me, sissy. Come like the pretty shaved slut you’re going to be.”

The orgasm ripped through him like lightning. His back arched, breasts bouncing, as powerful contractions pulsed through the prosthetic vagina. He cried out, a long, feminine wail of release as the wand forced every last tremor from his body. Emily kept it pressed there until he was twitching and oversensitive, then finally pulled it away and held him close.



After a short rest and a shared shower—where Emily insisted on helping him wash his new breasts and pussy with gentle, soapy hands—they moved to the bathroom for the main event.

Emily sat on the counter in a silk robe, watching with hungry eyes as Alex stood naked before the large mirror. She handed him her pink razor and a bottle of soothing shaving cream.

“Everywhere below the neck, baby girl. And make that landing strip nice and neat. A cute little triangle right above your clit.”

Alex’s hands shook as he lathered his legs, chest, arms, and underarms. The prosthetics made everything feel more intimate—the weight of his breasts made bending over awkward, and every brush of the razor near his groin sent sparks through his sensitive folds. Emily guided him patiently, correcting his technique and praising him constantly.

“Look how smooth you are,” she murmured, running her hands over his freshly shaved thighs. “My soft little sissy.”

When he carefully shaped the small, neat landing strip of trimmed hair just above the prosthetic mound, Emily’s eyes darkened with lust. She dropped to her knees and kissed the smooth skin around it, then licked slowly up the landing strip before sucking gently on his clit.

“Perfect,” she declared.

Back in the bedroom, Emily introduced him to the wand vibrator properly.

“When I’m at work and you get horny—and you will get very horny with these prosthetics—you’re going to use this,” she said, placing the powerful toy in his hands. “I want you to practice right now while I watch.”

She positioned him on his back with pillows under his hips, legs spread. His smooth, hairless body felt shockingly feminine against the sheets. The small landing strip drew the eye straight to his puffy, realistic pussy lips.

“Turn it on low first. Press the head right against your clit… yes, like that.”

Alex gasped as the vibrations hit. The sensation was intense—deep, rumbling pleasure radiating through his entire groin.

“Circle it slowly. Feel how it makes your pussy lips tremble?” Emily instructed, her voice husky. “Now slide it up and down your slit. Tease your entrance. That’s my good girl.”

She talked him through it for nearly twenty minutes, making him edge himself twice before finally allowing release. By the time he came again—shaking, moaning, breasts quivering—Alex was utterly spent and deeply embarrassed by how eagerly his body responded.

Emily kissed him tenderly afterward, stroking his smooth skin and playing with the little landing strip.

“You’re going to keep yourself shaved like this the entire time you have these prosthetics,” she whispered lovingly but firmly. “And every time you use the wand, I want a video or at least a very detailed description of how my sissy made herself come. Understood?”

Alex nodded, flushed and overwhelmed, the weight of his breasts and the permanent-feeling smoothness of his body sinking in deeper.

Two weeks minimum suddenly felt like an eternity… and a strangely thrilling one.

Chapter 8: Kept

Later that afternoon, Alex lay sprawled on the couch in a state of boneless exhaustion, still wearing nothing but a loose silk slip Emily had dressed him in after their shower. The thin fabric clung to his smooth, hairless skin and did nothing to hide the weight of his C-cup breasts or the soft mound of his prosthetic pussy. Every shift made the material whisper against his sensitive nipples and the landing strip above his clit.

He was half-dozing when Emily walked back into the living room, phone in hand, a satisfied little smile playing on her lips.

“Who were you talking to?” he asked sleepily, adjusting the slip as one breast threatened to spill out.

Emily settled beside him, pulling his head gently into her lap. Her fingers immediately began stroking his smooth chest, circling one nipple through the silk until it stiffened.

“I just called your work,” she said casually.

Alex’s eyes snapped open. “You… what?”

“I told them you’d suffered a devastating personal loss in the family and needed extended leave. At least a month, possibly two or three. I was very convincing. They were extremely understanding—human resources is sending over the paperwork for short-term leave. You’re officially off the hook, baby girl. No Zoom calls, no deadlines, nothing.”

A cold jolt of panic cut through the lingering haze of pleasure. Alex tried to sit up, but Emily’s hand on his breast—now squeezing with more authority—held him in place.

“Emily, you can’t just—”

“I already did,” she interrupted softly, her voice warm but firm. “You have those prosthetics for at least two weeks, probably longer if Vivienne decides. There’s no way you could focus on coding or sit through meetings like this.” Her other hand slid down between his legs, cupping his smooth pussy possessively. “Not when you’re this sensitive. Not when you’re dripping just from me playing with your pretty tits.”

Alex’s breath hitched as her fingers began slow, lazy strokes along his outer lips. The landing strip tickled slightly under her palm.

“I’m going to take care of everything,” she continued, leaning down to kiss his forehead. “Rent, bills, groceries— all of it. You’re going to be my kept little sissy wife for the next few months. No more pretending to be the serious software engineer. Just my soft, smooth, obedient girl who stays home, keeps her body hairless, wears pretty things, and learns how to please me.”

The words sank in deep, stirring a confusing storm of emotions: humiliation, fear of losing control, and a shameful throb of arousal between his thighs. His prosthetic pussy clenched involuntarily around nothing.

“Em… this is getting really serious,” he whispered, voice trembling. “I agreed to the prosthetics for one night. Not… not becoming your full-time sissy housewife.”

Emily smiled down at him, affectionate but unmistakably dominant. She slipped two fingers inside his slick channel, curling them slowly while her thumb rested on his clit.

“Yes, you did agree to the prosthetics for one night,” she said sweetly, pumping her fingers in a steady rhythm. “But you also agreed to shave this gorgeous body for me. You came so hard when I called you my sissy. You let me edge you for hours until you begged. And now you’re going to let me take care of you while you adjust.”

She increased the pace, fucking him with her fingers while the heavy breasts jiggled under the silk slip. Alex moaned, hips rolling helplessly to meet her hand.

“You don’t have to worry about anything anymore, princess,” she whispered hotly against his ear. “No work stress. No pretending to be big strong Alex. Just pretty lingerie, smooth skin, that cute landing strip, and learning how to take care of your needy little pussy with the wand when I’m gone. You’re mine to spoil and train. My kept sissy wife.”

The combination of her words, the relentless fingering, and the weight of his breasts pushed him over the edge. Alex came with a broken cry, pussy fluttering around her fingers, breasts bouncing as his body shook.

Emily kept fingering him through the aftershocks, then slowly withdrew and brought her glistening fingers to his lips. He sucked them clean without being told, dazed and compliant.

“Good girl,” she praised. “I already ordered some new things for you—more lingerie, a few dresses that will fit over those beautiful tits, some heels for practice. Nothing too extreme yet. We’ll go slow… but you’re going to live like this. Fully.”

Alex lay there panting, silk slip twisted around his waist, breasts exposed, smooth pussy still tingling. The reality of weeks—possibly months—without work, without his normal life, settled over him like a heavy, perfumed blanket.

Part of him wanted to protest. Part of him was already wondering what the new dresses would feel like against his shaved skin.

Emily kissed him tenderly, then stood up. “Why don’t you take a nice bubble bath, baby girl? Shave again if you need to touch up that landing strip. When I get back from picking up dinner, I want to see you in that pink robe from The Veil, fully made up with the lipstick I left on the counter. We’ll celebrate your new status as my kept sissy wife.”

She winked and grabbed her keys, leaving Alex alone in the apartment with his racing thoughts and hyper-sensitive body.

He stared down at his transformed figure—full breasts, smooth shaved skin, delicate landing strip above a realistic pussy—and felt the first stirrings of a strange, frightening acceptance.

This was no longer just an adventure for one exclusive shopping night.

This was becoming his new normal.

Chapter 9: Caught on Camera

Alex lingered in the bubble bath longer than necessary, the warm, scented water lapping at his smooth, hairless skin and the heavy curves of his breasts. The prosthetics felt even more real in the heat—soft and buoyant, floating slightly and tugging at his chest with every breath. Between his legs, the warm water kissed his sensitive pussy lips and made the little landing strip cling wetly to his mound.

He shaved carefully again, just as Emily had taught him, keeping that neat, feminine triangle of hair perfectly trimmed above his clit. Drying off was its own torment; the soft towel dragged across his nipples and teased his folds until he was half-hard inside the tucked pouch and aching with need.

He followed her instructions to the letter.

The powder-pink robe from The Veil slipped over his shoulders like a caress. The sheer fabric did almost nothing to hide his breasts or the smooth lines of his body. He sat at Emily’s vanity and applied the lipstick she’d left out—a soft, glossy rose pink that made his lips look plump and inviting. Staring at his reflection, he barely recognized himself: flushed cheeks, heavy tits straining the robe, smooth legs crossed demurely, and that unmistakable feminine mound visible where the robe fell open.

The ache between his thighs grew unbearable.

“Just a quick session,” he whispered to himself, cheeks burning. “To take the edge off before she gets back…”

He retrieved the powerful wand vibrator from the nightstand and settled on the bed, propping himself up against the pillows the way Emily had shown him. Legs spread, robe parted to expose his breasts and pussy, he turned the wand on low and pressed the thick, rounded head firmly against his clit.

“Ohhh…” The deep, rumbling vibrations hit instantly. His smooth thighs trembled as he circled the toy slowly over his slick folds, teasing his entrance before returning to the sensitive nub. The sensory prosthetics translated every sensation perfectly—wet heat, throbbing need, that delicious building pressure deep inside.

He grew bolder. One hand cupped and squeezed his left breast, pinching the nipple while the wand buzzed harder against his pussy. His hips rocked shamelessly, breasts jiggling with every movement. Soft, feminine moans filled the bedroom as he lost himself in the pleasure.

He didn’t hear the front door open.

Emily slipped inside quietly, grocery bags set down silently in the kitchen. She moved toward the bedroom doorway like a shadow, drawn by the unmistakable sounds of her sissy moaning. What she saw made her bite her lip with dark delight.

Alex was lost in his own world—head thrown back, pink robe wide open, one hand mauling his realistic tit while the other pressed the wand desperately against his dripping cunt. His landing strip glistened with arousal. The realistic pussy lips quivered around the vibrating head as he edged closer and closer.

Emily leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching with hungry, possessive eyes. She stayed perfectly silent.

Alex’s moans grew higher and more desperate. He was close. Very close.

Remembering her rule, he fumbled for his phone with his free hand, started recording a shaky video—capturing his spread legs, bouncing breasts, and the wand working his pussy—while gasping, “I’m… I’m being a good girl… using the wand like you told me…”

He sent the video to Emily through their private chat, then tossed the phone aside and cranked the wand to full power.

The orgasm hit him like a freight train. His back arched, breasts thrusting upward as his pussy clenched and fluttered violently. A long, broken feminine cry tore from his throat as he came hard, thighs shaking, hips grinding against the buzzing head.

He was still riding the aftershocks, panting and whimpering, when Emily’s phone dinged loudly from the doorway.

Alex’s eyes flew open.

There she stood—fully dressed, keys still in hand, watching him with a slow, predatory smile.

The realization crashed over him: she had seen everything. The entire desperate, slutty performance. The way he’d squeezed his own tits. The way he’d moaned like a needy lesbian while humping the wand. And now she had the video.

Fresh, mortifying humiliation flooded his system. His pussy—still hypersensitive and pressed against the still-buzzing wand—clenched hard. Before he could stop it, a second, smaller orgasm ripped through him purely from the shame.

“Ahh—fuck—!” His body jerked again, breasts jiggling wildly as another wave of pleasure betrayed him. The wand clattered to the bed as he curled slightly, overwhelmed.

Emily finally stepped into the room, slow and graceful. She picked up the still-vibrating wand and turned it off, then leaned down and kissed his forehead tenderly.

“My sweet, filthy little sissy wife,” she purred, voice thick with arousal. “Look at you. Couldn’t even wait for me to get home. Sending me such a pretty video like an obedient girl… and then coming again just because you realized I watched the whole thing.”

She cupped his flushed face, thumb brushing his pink lipstick. “That second orgasm was adorable. Pure embarrassment, wasn’t it, princess?”

Alex could only nod weakly, mortified and still twitching with aftershocks. The heavy weight of his breasts rose and fell rapidly. His smooth, shaved body glistened with a light sheen of sweat, the little landing strip dark with his own wetness.

Emily smiled lovingly and climbed onto the bed beside him, pulling his head to rest against her chest.

“Don’t be embarrassed, baby girl. This is exactly what I want. My kept sissy using her pretty pussy while I’m gone… sending me videos so I can enjoy it too.” She stroked his hair. “Dinner can wait. Right now, I want to hear every detail about how it felt. And then I’m going to reward my good girl for being so honest.”

Alex whimpered softly into her shirt, the reality of his new life sinking deeper with every passing hour. No work. No escape from the prosthetics. Just weeks—maybe months—of being her smooth, needy, perfectly kept sissy wife.

And the worst part was how right it was starting to feel.

Chapter 10: The Reminder

The next morning, Alex couldn’t take it anymore.

He waited until Emily left for work—after she’d kissed him goodbye, groped his breasts through the silky camisole she’d picked out for him, and reminded him to send a video if he used the wand—then grabbed his phone with trembling fingers.

Vivienne answered on the second ring.

“Vivienne, it’s Alex. From the other night. Please… I need these off. Sooner than two weeks. I’m… I’m scared how this is affecting me. My girlfriend is taking it really far and I’m starting to like things I shouldn’t. I need to be myself again.”

There was a long, thoughtful pause on the other end. Then Vivienne’s smooth, velvety voice replied, “I understand your concern, Alex. Why don’t you come in right now? We can discuss your situation in private.”

Relief flooded him. “Thank you. I’ll be there as fast as I can.”

He dressed quickly—loose sweatpants and an oversized hoodie that still couldn’t fully hide the prominent swell of his C-cup breasts. The prosthetic pussy rubbed against the fabric with every step, and his smooth, shaved skin felt alien under his clothes. The little landing strip itched faintly beneath the panty liner Emily had insisted he wear.

The drive to The Veil felt endless. His heart hammered the entire way.



Vivienne met him at the discreet back entrance and led him straight into a private back office rather than a fitting suite. The room was luxurious but clinical: a large mahogany desk, a velvet chaise, mirrors on two walls, and a locked display cabinet. She closed and locked the door behind them.

“Sit down, sweetheart,” she said, gesturing to the chair in front of her desk.

Alex sat, acutely aware of how his breasts rested on his lap and how the pussy prosthetic pressed against the seat. “Thank you for seeing me so quickly. I really just want them off. I’m losing control over my own life.”

Vivienne leaned back in her elegant chair, crossing her long legs. Her cool gray eyes studied him with calm authority.

“I’m afraid that’s not how this works, Alex. I am personally in charge of when—and if—you get to be a man again. The prosthetics stay on for a minimum of four weeks. Not two. Four. And that timeline is at my discretion.”

Alex’s stomach dropped. “But you said—”

“I said what was necessary at the time,” she interrupted smoothly. “You agreed to the procedure. The bonding is complete. Removal before four weeks risks skin damage and improper nerve recalibration. More importantly…” She smiled, slow and predatory. “I’ve spoken with Emily. She tells me you’re adjusting beautifully. Shaved smooth. Using your wand like a good girl. Becoming her pretty little kept sissy wife. We don’t interrupt progress like that.”

Alex’s face burned. “Please, Vivienne. I’m begging you.”

She stood and walked around the desk, towering over him in her tailored black suit. One manicured finger tilted his chin up.

“You will be nice and obedient from now on. You will not call again asking about removal until the four-week mark. And even then, only if you’ve been a very good girl. Do you understand?”

He swallowed hard and nodded, fear and shameful arousal twisting inside him.

“Good. Now, as a little reminder of who controls your masculinity…” Vivienne opened the locked cabinet and retrieved a smaller, sleek black box. Inside was a realistic anal prosthetic plug—flesh-toned, seamlessly designed, with an internal channel and sensitive nerve-mapping technology similar to his vaginal prosthesis.

“This attaches externally but bonds around and inside your anus. It will make that area just as sensitive as your pretty new pussy. Every touch, every clench, every thrust will feel incredibly real.”

Alex shook his head, but his voice was weak. “No… I can’t—”

“You can and you will,” Vivienne said firmly. “Or I can make it six weeks instead of four. Your choice, princess.”

Ten minutes later, after a thorough cleaning and application of the bonding adhesive, the anal prosthetic was securely in place. It felt thick and full, the internal sleeve hugging him intimately. Even the slightest shift sent sparks of new, humiliating pleasure through his rear.

Vivienne wasn’t finished.

She gestured to a sturdy chair in the corner that Alex hadn’t noticed before. A thick, realistic dildo—veined and glistening with lube—was firmly attached to the seat, pointing straight up.

“Sit,” she commanded. “All the way down. I want you to feel exactly what you now are.”

Alex’s legs shook as he stripped from the waist down and straddled the chair. The dildo pressed against the new prosthetic entrance. He lowered himself slowly, gasping as the thick head breached the sensitive ring. The prosthetics made every inch feel devastatingly real—stretching, filling, rubbing against hyper-sensitive walls.

“Oh god…” he moaned, voice cracking.

“Deeper,” Vivienne ordered, watching with clinical satisfaction. “Ride it properly, like the sissy you’re becoming.”

He sank all the way down until his smooth thighs met the chair. The dual sensations—his pussy throbbing untouched and his ass now stuffed and tingling—overwhelmed him. Vivienne pressed a button on a remote, and the dildo began a low, rhythmic vibration.

Alex’s hips moved involuntarily. His heavy breasts bounced under the hoodie as he rocked on the thick toy, the new anal prosthetic transmitting every ridge and pulse straight into his nerves. Pleasure built rapidly in both openings, his landing strip glistening with fresh arousal.

“Look at yourself in the mirror,” Vivienne said softly. “Watch what a needy little slut you’ve become in just a few days.”

Alex stared at his reflection—flushed face, hooded eyes, breasts heaving—and came hard without touching his clit. His pussy clenched, his newly enhanced ass fluttered around the vibrating dildo, and a broken, feminine cry echoed in the office.

Vivienne let him ride out the orgasm before turning off the vibrations.

“Four weeks minimum,” she reminded him as he trembled on the chair, impaled and panting. “Be a good girl for Emily. Keep yourself smooth. Send me progress updates if I ask. And remember—I decide when you get your manhood back.”

She helped him clean up and dress, then sent him home with the vibrating remote and strict instructions not to remove the new anal prosthetic.

As Alex drove back to the apartment, every bump in the road stimulated both his pussy and his newly sensitive ass. He gripped the wheel tightly, terrified of how easily he was slipping… and how much his body was starting to crave it.

Emily would be home soon.

And he still had to tell her—or show her—what happened.

Chapter 11: Double Pleasure

Alex barely made it back to the apartment before the new anal prosthetic began its torment.

Every step sent subtle ripples of sensation through his rear—warm, full, and far too sensitive. The prosthetic didn’t just fill him; it responded. The slightest clench or shift of his hips translated into realistic, pleasurable pressure along hyper-sensitive inner walls. Combined with the constant weight of his breasts and the soft rubbing of his prosthetic pussy against the smooth landing strip, he was already aching by the time he closed the front door.

He changed into a soft lavender babydoll nightie Emily had ordered for him. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, and the thin fabric did nothing to contain his breasts or hide the smooth, feminine lines of his body.

His phone buzzed on the counter.

Emily: Baby girl, I’m running late—big meeting ran over. Can you make dinner for us? Something light. I’ll be home around 8. Be good for me ❤️ Don’t forget to keep that pretty pussy smooth.

Alex stared at the message, already breathing heavier. He tried to focus. He pulled ingredients out for a simple stir-fry, but as he stood at the counter chopping vegetables, the anal prosthetic made its presence known with every shift of weight. Bending slightly caused the internal sleeve to rub in just the right way. His pussy grew slick. His nipples stiffened against the silky nightie.

Ten minutes later, he was painfully horny.

“Fuck… just a quick one,” he whispered to himself, voice already breathy. “Then I’ll make dinner.”

He retrieved the wand and found one of Emily’s realistic dildos in the nightstand—a medium-thick silicone toy with a suction base. He carried everything to the bedroom, heart pounding with shame and need.

Alex locked the door out of habit, then set up his phone on the tripod Emily had bought “for their videos.” He angled it to capture everything: his heavy breasts in the lavender babydoll, his smooth shaved legs, the cute landing strip above his glistening pussy, and the new secret between his cheeks.

He lubed the dildo generously and stuck it to the wooden chair. Then he straddled it, facing the camera.

Lowering himself slowly, he moaned loudly as the thick head pushed past the sensitive prosthetic ring and slid deep into his ass. The new nerves lit up like fireworks. It felt real—stretching, filling, rubbing every inch of his insides.

“Oh my god…” he whimpered, sinking all the way down until his smooth thighs pressed against the seat. His breasts jiggled heavily inside the babydoll as he adjusted.

With the dildo buried deep in his ass, he turned on the wand and pressed the buzzing head firmly against his clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Every rock of his hips drove the dildo deeper into his sensitive ass while the powerful vibrations attacked his pussy.

Alex rode it shamelessly for the camera.

“That’s it… fuck my ass,” he gasped out loud, voice high and feminine. “My pussy… and my ass… both feel so good…” He pinched one nipple through the nightie, bouncing harder on the dildo while grinding the wand in tight circles over his clit and slick lips.

The sensations built fast. His heavy tits bounced wildly. The anal prosthetic transmitted every ridge of the toy thrusting in and out as he rode it. His pussy drooled down the shaft, making wet sounds that filled the room.

He came hard within minutes—first from his pussy, clenching and fluttering around nothing while the wand buzzed relentlessly. Then a deeper, rolling orgasm bloomed from his ass, making his whole body shake. He cried out loudly, a desperate sissy moan, as both prosthetics pulsed with pleasure.

Even after the first orgasm, he didn’t stop. He kept riding and grinding, chasing a second, messier release while moaning for the camera.

Finally spent and trembling, he stopped recording, cleaned the toys quickly, and sent the full video to Emily with the caption:

Alex: I tried to make dinner… but the new toy from Vivienne made me too horny ?? Here’s what happened.

He then forced himself to start dinner, cheeks burning the entire time.



Emily didn’t text back for nearly forty minutes.

When she finally did, it was a voice message. Her voice was thick with arousal and delight.

“Oh my sweet sissy wife… you have a new toy in your ass? That’s why you’re walking so carefully. God, the way you rode that dildo while buzzing your pretty clit… I’ve watched it three times already. You sounded like such a needy little slut. I love how your tits bounce when you fuck yourself.”

Another text followed immediately.

Emily: I’m leaving work now. When I get home I want you waiting on the bed in that lavender babydoll, legs spread, with both toys ready. I’m going to watch you ride that dildo again in person while I play with your pussy. Then my pretty kept girl is going to tell me exactly what Vivienne said and did to you today.

Alex’s stomach flipped with fresh embarrassment and renewed arousal. The anal prosthetic gave another pleasurable twitch as he read her words.

Dinner would have to wait a little longer.

His new life as Emily’s sissy wife was accelerating faster than he could have imagined—and his body was betraying him more eagerly with every passing hour.

Chapter 12: Barely There

Emily came through the door with purpose, her eyes immediately finding Alex waiting obediently on the bed exactly as instructed. The lavender babydoll was already pushed up around his waist, his smooth legs spread, the wand and glistening dildo ready beside him. His cheeks were flushed deep pink.

She set her bag down slowly, drinking in the sight of him—full breasts heaving, landing strip glistening, the new anal prosthetic clearly making him shift restlessly.

“Such a good sissy wife,” she purred, stripping off her work dress as she approached. “Show me again. I want to see how you fuck both your pretty holes when you’re too horny to cook dinner.”

Alex whimpered with embarrassment but obeyed. He straddled the suction-cup dildo, lowering himself onto it with a long, breathy moan as it stretched his newly sensitive ass. The realistic nerves fired intensely. Emily watched hungrily, now in just her black lace bra and panties, as he began to ride.

She climbed onto the bed, grabbed the wand, and pressed it firmly against his clit on the highest setting. Alex cried out, bouncing harder on the thick toy in his ass while the powerful vibrations attacked his prosthetic pussy.

“Look at yourself,” Emily commanded, turning his head toward the full-length mirror on the closet door. “Watch what a desperate little slut you’ve become.”

Alex locked eyes with his reflection: heavy C-cup breasts bouncing wildly inside the sheer lavender babydoll, smooth shaved body glistening with sweat, thick dildo disappearing between his cheeks while his pussy lips quivered around the buzzing wand head. The sight humiliated and aroused him in equal measure. His prosthetic pussy clenched visibly on camera earlier, but seeing it live made his cock strain uselessly inside its tuck.

Emily didn’t let him look away. She kissed and bit at his neck while fucking him with the wand, occasionally slapping his bouncing tits lightly so he could watch them jiggle.

“You’re going to come like this first,” she whispered hotly. “Ride that cock in your ass while I buzz your pretty clit. Let me hear those sissy moans.”

It didn’t take long. Alex’s hips bucked erratically as the dual stimulation overwhelmed him. He came with a loud, feminine cry—pussy fluttering and squirting lightly against the wand, ass clenching rhythmically around the dildo. His breasts shook violently with every spasm. Emily kept the wand pressed tight, forcing a second, shaking orgasm out of him before she finally pulled it away.

She helped him off the dildo, then laid him on his back and straddled his face.

“Clean me up while I play with my new favorite toy,” she ordered, lowering her soaked pussy onto his mouth.

While Alex licked her eagerly, Emily reached for the remote Vivienne had sent home with him. She turned on the low vibration setting in his anal prosthetic. The sudden buzzing deep inside his ass made him moan loudly into her folds. Emily ground against his tongue, pinching and tugging his sensitive nipples, making his breasts jiggle for her amusement.

After she came hard on his face, she flipped him onto all fours in front of the mirror.

“Watch yourself get fucked, baby girl.”

Emily put on her strap-on harness with a thick, curved dildo. She teased his slick prosthetic pussy first, rubbing the head up and down his folds before sliding in deep. The fullness in his pussy combined with the still-vibrating anal prosthetic created overwhelming pressure. Alex moaned like a whore, unable to stop watching his reflection—tits hanging and swinging, smooth ass rippling with every thrust, face flushed with lipstick smeared from eating her out.

Emily reached around to rub his clit while pounding him. “That’s my kept sissy wife. Taking cock in her pussy and vibrating in her ass. You were made for this.”

She fucked him through two more shattering orgasms before pulling out and removing the strap-on. By then Alex was a trembling, whimpering mess—breasts red from being groped, both holes slick and twitching.



Emily wasn’t done dressing him for the night.

She went to the closet and pulled out the most scandalously sheer lingerie set she had ordered: a delicate black mesh babydoll so transparent it was nearly invisible. The cups were just thin straps that framed his breasts rather than covering them, leaving his realistic nipples completely exposed. The matching crotchless panty had only a tiny decorative bow above his landing strip, leaving his pussy and ass fully on display. A matching sheer robe completed the look—completely see-through.

“Put this on,” she said softly but firmly. “You’re staying in this the rest of the night. No covering up.”

Alex dressed with shaky hands. The mesh whispered against his skin. Every movement in front of the mirrors showed him exactly how exposed he was—breasts bouncing freely, nipples hard and visible, smooth pussy and the jeweled base of the still-vibrating anal plug clearly displayed through the crotchless bottoms.

Emily made him walk around the apartment like that while they finally ate the slightly overcooked stir-fry. Every time he bent over or reached for something, he caught his reflection in the living room mirrors or the dark windows—nothing left to the imagination. The constant sight of his feminized, hyper-sexualized body kept him in a state of deep embarrassed arousal. His exposed clit stayed swollen, his pussy occasionally dripping down his smooth thighs.

After dinner, Emily pulled him onto the couch, spooning him from behind. She played with his exposed breasts and idly fingered his open crotch while they watched a movie, occasionally turning up the vibration in his ass just to hear him whimper.

“You’re going to sleep in this too,” she whispered, kissing the back of his neck. “I want my pretty sissy wife to see herself like this all night long. Breasts out. Pussy on display. That cute landing strip right above your needy cunt. This is who you are now, baby girl.”

Alex stared at their reflection in the bedroom mirror as they lay down—him in the scandalously sheer black mesh, body fully exposed, heavy breasts rising and falling, completely at her mercy.

The embarrassment burned hot in his chest… but so did the undeniable, throbbing arousal.

He was starting to wonder how he would ever go back to being anything else.

Chapter 13: Stepping Out

Over the next several days, Alex fell into a haze of domestic submission and relentless self-pleasure.

Mornings started with Emily dressing him in whatever scandalously sheer lingerie she chose for the day — usually something crotchless or with open cups that left his breasts and pussy exposed. She would edge him with the wand or her fingers before leaving for work, reminding him to stay smooth, keep the anal prosthetic in, and send at least two videos of him using his toys.

He obeyed.

Most of his days were spent in the apartment wearing nothing but the flimsiest babydolls, robes, or garter sets. He cooked, cleaned, and edged himself for hours using the wand on his clit while riding dildos in his ass. The dual prosthetics made every session longer and more intense. By the time Emily came home, he was usually desperate and dripping, ready to be used however she wanted.

But by day six, Emily noticed something.

“You’re getting too comfortable being my little homebound sissy slut,” she said one evening while idly circling his exposed clit with a fingertip. “All you do is play with your pussy and ass while I’m gone. You need to get out of the apartment, baby girl. It’s time to test those new curves in public.”

Alex’s heart raced with anxiety. “Em… I can’t go out like this.”

“You can and you will,” she replied sweetly, kissing his breast. “Tomorrow while I’m at work, you’re going lingerie and heel shopping. Alone. I’ve already picked out the boutique — it’s discreet, women-only clientele, and they cater to girls like you. Here’s the list.”

She handed him her phone. The list was long: several matching bra and panty sets (including push-up and sheer styles), garter belts, stockings, at least two pairs of heels (one 4-inch, one 5-inch), and anything else that made his “pretty pussy and tits look irresistible.”

“I expect photos of you trying everything on. And a full video from the dressing room showing how you look in the heels. Be home by 4. Wear something cute under your clothes.”



The next morning, after Emily left, Alex stood trembling in front of the mirror.

Underneath his baggy hoodie and loose sweatpants, he wore a delicate white lace bra that barely contained his C-cups, a matching crotchless thong that framed his landing strip and left his pussy easily accessible, and the sheerest white garter belt with nude stockings. The anal prosthetic shifted with every nervous movement, sending little sparks through him.

He drove to the boutique in a quiet upscale shopping district, every bump in the road teasing both his pussy and ass. By the time he parked, his nipples were hard and his thighs were slick.

The boutique was elegant and intimate — soft lighting, classical music, racks of exquisite lingerie. A stylish woman in her thirties with a name tag reading “Lila” greeted him at the door.

“Welcome, miss. Do you have an appointment?”

Alex’s voice came out higher than intended. “Um… yes. Under Emily’s name. She said she called ahead.”

Lila’s eyes flicked over his hoodie, then down to the subtle but unmistakable swell of his chest. A knowing smile curved her lips. “Of course. Right this way, sweetheart. Let’s get you measured properly and find some beautiful pieces.”

She led him to a large private dressing room with floor-to-ceiling mirrors on three walls and a velvet bench. “Strip down to your lingerie, please. I need to see how the current set fits so we can size the new ones correctly.”

Alex’s face burned crimson as he removed the hoodie and sweatpants. Lila took in his full transformed body — heavy breasts spilling over the white lace bra, smooth shaved skin, crotchless thong framing his prosthetic pussy and landing strip, stockings clipped to the garter belt, and the subtle glint of the anal plug’s base when he turned.

“Very pretty,” Lila said professionally, though her eyes sparkled with amusement. “Your girlfriend has excellent taste. Now, let’s start trying things on.”

For the next two hours, Alex was put through an endless parade of lingerie.

Lila handed him push-up bras that made his C-cups look even larger and rounder, sheer babydolls that hid nothing, crotchless panties with strategic openings, and delicate lace teddies. Every time he changed, he had to step out of the dressing room to show Lila “for proper fitting.” She adjusted straps, cupped his breasts, ran her hands over his hips, and even lightly traced the edge of his landing strip while commenting on how well certain pieces framed his “adorable pussy.”

The heels were the worst.

Lila brought out multiple pairs. Alex wobbled terribly in the 4-inch black stilettos at first, breasts jiggling with every unsteady step. The 5-inch red ones were even harder. Lila made him walk back and forth in front of the mirrors while wearing nothing but the heels and an open-front babydoll.

“Chin up, shoulders back, small steps,” Lila coached. “Let those hips sway. Good girl. Look how your ass moves in the heels — and how your breasts bounce. Perfect.”

Alex was mortified… and painfully aroused. His exposed clit was swollen and his inner thighs glistened. Every time he caught his reflection — full tits, smooth body, slutty heels, and feminine lingerie — a fresh wave of humiliated heat washed over him.

He sent Emily dozens of photos and the required dressing-room video of him walking and posing in the tallest red heels. His hands were shaking the entire time.

By the time he left the boutique with several elegant bags, his legs were sore, his prosthetics were throbbing with need, and his mind was spinning.

He was no longer just playing sissy at home.

He had just gone out in public as one.

And the worst part was how excited his body felt about doing it again.



Emily’s reply came while he was driving home:

Emily: Such a brave girl. I’m so proud of my sissy wife. When I get home I want you waiting in the new red heels and the sheer black babydoll… nothing else. We’re going to celebrate how well you did today.

Alex squeezed the steering wheel, both holes clenching with nervous anticipation.

Chapter 14: Earning It

Emily came home that evening to find Alex exactly as requested: standing in the living room in the new red 5-inch stilettos and the sheerest black babydoll he’d bought that day. The outfit was obscene. The babydoll’s mesh was nearly transparent, his heavy breasts completely visible, nipples stiff and pressing against the thin fabric. The matching crotchless panty framed his landing strip perfectly while leaving his prosthetic pussy and the base of the anal prosthetic fully exposed.

Emily’s eyes darkened with hunger. She didn’t even bother with dinner first.

“Bedroom. Now,” she ordered.

She pegged him hard and slow for nearly an hour.

Alex was on all fours in front of the mirror again, the tall red heels still strapped to his feet, making his ass arch higher. Emily wore her thickest strap-on, thrusting deep into his slick prosthetic pussy while the anal prosthetic vibrated on medium. Every powerful stroke made his breasts swing heavily beneath him, the babydoll slipping off one shoulder.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Emily groaned, gripping his smooth hips. “Take my cock like the pretty sissy wife you are. Look at yourself getting fucked in your new slutty heels and lingerie.”

Alex moaned loudly, unable to tear his eyes away from the reflection: his flushed face, bouncing tits, and smooth body jiggling with every deep thrust. The dual fullness in his pussy and ass was overwhelming.

Even as she fucked him through two shattering orgasms, Emily kept talking, her voice husky with dominance and affection.

“You’ve been such a good girl lately… but even a kept sissy wife needs to pull her own weight. I’m not supporting a lazy little slut who just plays with her toys all day. From now on, you earn your pleasure. Finish your chores every day — cleaning, laundry, cooking, looking pretty for me — and then you can ride your dildos and use the wand. No chores, no orgasms. Understood?”

“Yes—ahh!—yes, ma’am,” Alex gasped, another orgasm ripping through him as she angled the strap-on against his most sensitive spot.

“Good girl.”



The very next morning, Emily implemented the new rule immediately.

After dressing him in a soft pink lace bra and panty set, a tiny sheer pink robe that barely covered his ass, and matching fuzzy pink slippers (she allowed these instead of heels for “practicality” around the house), she gave him his first chore.

“The security camera installers will be here at 10 AM. Let them in, show them around, and let them install the full system — living room, kitchen, bedroom, even the bathroom. I want to be able to watch my sissy wife whenever I want during the day. Be polite and helpful. And try not to look too obviously like a desperate little fucktoy.”

Alex’s stomach twisted with embarrassment. “Em, can’t I wear something… normal?”

Emily smiled sweetly and adjusted his bra straps so his cleavage looked even more pronounced. “This is your normal now. But you can throw on one of your old hoodies if it makes you feel better.”

At 10 AM sharp, the doorbell rang.

Alex had tried to “butch it up.” He wore the oversized hoodie over the pink lace lingerie, the hem of the sheer robe peeking out below, and loose sweatpants. His breasts still created an obvious, rounded swell under the hoodie. The smooth shaved legs and pink slippers gave him away immediately.

He opened the door to two male installers — a tall, muscular guy in his thirties named Marcus and a younger, lean one named Tyler.

Marcus raised an eyebrow, his gaze flicking from Alex’s flushed face down to the unmistakable chest bulge and the lace trim visible at his neckline. “Uh… we’re here for the security install? Emily’s place?”

“Yes,” Alex said, trying to deepen his voice and failing miserably. It came out soft and breathy. “Come in. She told me to show you around.”

The installers exchanged a quick glance but stayed professional as Alex led them through the apartment. Every movement made his breasts shift noticeably under the hoodie. When he bent over to point out an outlet, the sweatpants rode down slightly, revealing the top of his pink lace panties and the smooth curve of his ass.

Tyler tried to hide a smirk. Marcus remained more composed but kept stealing looks.

While they worked, Alex stayed nearby, bringing them water and answering questions about camera angles. The longer they were there, the more aware he became of his body — the weight on his chest, the constant teasing sensation from the anal prosthetic, the smooth skin rubbing against lace.

As they were finishing up, Marcus pulled Alex aside while Tyler packed tools.

“Hey,” Marcus said quietly, his voice low. He slipped a small piece of paper into Alex’s hand. “If you ever need anything… or want someone to talk to about… all this… here’s my number. No judgment.”

Alex stared at the phone number, cheeks burning crimson. The installer had clearly clocked him as a sissy — the breasts, the lingerie peeking out, the soft mannerisms, the way he moved in the heels he’d practiced in yesterday.

“Thank you,” Alex mumbled, mortified.

Marcus gave him a small, surprisingly kind smile. “You look good, by the way. Own it.”

The installers left shortly after. As soon as the door closed, Alex sank onto the couch, heart pounding. He was fully exposed now. Every room in the apartment would have cameras. Emily would be able to watch him play with himself, do chores, or simply exist as her feminized kept girl.

His phone buzzed. A text from Emily.

Emily: Cameras are online. I just watched you interacting with them on the live feed. You tried so hard to look manly and still looked like the prettiest little sissy. I’m so wet at work right now.

Emily: Good girl for earning your playtime tonight. When I get home I want to watch the full unedited footage of you serving those men in your pretty pink lingerie underneath. Then you can ride your biggest dildo while I tell you how many people might eventually see you on those cameras if I decide to share the feed 😉

Alex looked down at the piece of paper with Marcus’s number still in his hand, then at his reflection in the mirror — hoodie pulled tight over prominent breasts, pink lace visible at the neck and waistband.

His new life was becoming more public by the day.

And his body was responding with shameful, throbbing heat.

Chapter 15: Earned Desperation

The next morning, Emily woke Alex with gentle kisses along his neck while her hand idly played with his exposed breasts. She had dressed him overnight in a tiny white sheer babydoll with matching open-crotch panties — the kind that framed his landing strip and left both his pussy and the base of the anal prosthetic completely accessible.

“Big cleaning day for my sissy wife,” she announced cheerfully. “The entire apartment needs to be spotless. Bathroom, kitchen, floors, dusting, laundry — everything. After each completed chore, you get exactly five minutes with your toys. No more, no less. If you finish all your chores like a good girl, you’ll get a proper reward tonight.”

Alex nodded, already aching. “Yes, ma’am.”

Emily left for work with a final warning and a slap on his ass. “Cameras are on. I’ll be checking the footage. Stay pretty.”



The day became a cycle of aching frustration.

Chore 1: Deep clean the bathroom.

Alex scrubbed the tub, toilet, and floors on his hands and knees, breasts swaying heavily in the sheer babydoll. When he finished, he set a timer and grabbed the wand and a medium dildo. He rode the dildo in his ass while pressing the wand hard against his clit. The sensations were intense — both holes stimulated, breasts bouncing — but five minutes wasn’t nearly enough. He was right on the edge when the timer beeped. He whimpered pathetically as he forced himself to stop, pussy dripping and ass clenching around nothing.

Chore 2: Kitchen deep clean.

Wiping counters and mopping the floor left him sweaty. His five minutes were spent bent over the kitchen table, fucking himself with a thicker dildo in his pussy while the anal prosthetic vibrated on high. He moaned loudly, hips slamming back, but again — the timer cut him off right as the pressure started to crest. His legs shook with denied need.

By the third chore (vacuuming and dusting the living room), the desperation was becoming unbearable. Each short session left him more sensitive, more edged, more frantic. His smooth body glistened with sweat. His landing strip was soaked. The prosthetics felt swollen and throbbing. He couldn’t cum in those tiny windows no matter how desperately he rode or ground against the toys.

By late afternoon, after finishing the laundry, Alex was a whimpering mess. He had been edged eight separate times. His pussy was puffy and leaking down his thighs. His ass kept clenching rhythmically around the prosthetic, begging for more. He couldn’t think straight.

When Emily came home, she found him on his knees in the entryway, naked except for the sheer babydoll pulled up over his breasts, desperately humping a pillow with the wand buzzing between his legs.

Emily watched for a long moment, clearly delighted, before pulling the wand away.

“Poor desperate sissy,” she cooed, stripping slowly. “All that cleaning and you still couldn’t cum? How frustrating.”

She pulled him to the bedroom, laid him on his back, and spent the next forty minutes mercilessly edging him. She fucked his pussy with her strap-on while using the wand on his clit, bringing him right to the brink over and over. Every time he got close, she slowed down or pulled out completely, leaving him crying and begging.

“Please, Emily… I need to cum so bad… I’ve been good all day…”

Emily smiled down at him, thrusting slowly and shallowly while circling his clit with her thumb. His heavy breasts jiggled with every movement. His smooth, shaved body trembled beneath her.

“I’ll let you cum, baby girl,” she said sweetly, “but you have to agree to something first. You’re getting your belly button pierced. A cute little diamond stud. Something pretty to show off when you wear crop tops and lingerie for me.”

Alex’s eyes widened in humiliated shock. “A piercing…? Em, that’s permanent—”

She drove the strap-on deep and turned the anal vibrator up higher, grinding the wand firmly against his swollen clit. “So is that pretty landing strip you keep for me. So are these gorgeous tits and this perfect pussy. Say yes, princess. Agree to get your belly button pierced like a good sissy wife, and I’ll let you cum so hard you see stars.”

She edged him twice more, keeping him dangling on the precipice while whispering filthy encouragement.

“Look how desperate you are… you’d do anything to cum, wouldn’t you? My pretty kept girl with a sparkly piercing right above her smooth mound…”

Finally, broken and sobbing with need, Alex cracked.

“Okay—yes! I’ll do it! I’ll get the piercing! Please let me cum!”

Emily’s smile was radiant and triumphant. She fucked him hard and fast, slamming into his pussy while the wand buzzed mercilessly on his clit and the anal prosthetic vibrated deep inside him.

Alex came with a shattered, high-pitched scream. His entire body convulsed — breasts bouncing wildly, pussy gushing around the strap-on, ass pulsing rhythmically. The orgasm rolled through him in long, devastating waves. Emily didn’t stop, forcing a second, even stronger orgasm out of him before he finally collapsed, twitching and whimpering.

She held him close afterward, stroking his hair and kissing his tear-streaked cheeks.

“Good girl. We’ll book the piercing appointment for this weekend. Something nice and feminine to match the rest of my pretty sissy wife.”

Alex lay there exhausted, breasts heaving, body still tingling, the reality of his newest permanent change sinking in through the post-orgasm haze.

He had just agreed to more feminization… and part of him was already wondering what it would look like.

Chapter 16: No Going Back

The day of the belly button piercing arrived far too quickly.

Alex had barely slept the night before. He woke up already dressed by Emily in a soft baby-blue babydoll with matching crotchless panties. His heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly as he watched Emily get ready for the appointment.

“Em… baby, can we talk about this?” he said nervously as she finished her coffee. “I only have these prosthetics for a few more weeks. Once they come off and I get my dick back, a belly button piercing is going to look really weird on a guy. People will notice. It’s permanent. Please, can we just skip it?”

Emily turned to him slowly, one perfectly shaped eyebrow raised. A dangerous little smile played on her lips.

“Oh sweetheart,” she said softly, stepping closer. “We had a deal. You agreed to this so you could cum after all your chores. Are you trying to go back on your word?”

Alex shifted uncomfortably, the anal prosthetic giving a teasing throb. “I was desperate… I wasn’t thinking clearly. It’ll look ridiculous once I’m normal again.”

Emily’s eyes darkened with that familiar mix of affection and dominance. She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom without another word.

“On the bed, princess. Legs spread.”

She spent the next forty-five minutes edging him mercilessly.

First with her mouth on his sensitive nipples while slowly fingering his slick prosthetic pussy. Then with the thickest dildo buried deep in his ass while she worked the wand in slow, torturous circles around his swollen clit — always stopping the moment his moans grew too desperate and his hips started bucking frantically.

Every time he got close, she pulled away completely, leaving him whimpering and empty.

“You don’t get to back out of deals, baby girl,” she murmured, sucking hard on one nipple while lazily pumping two fingers in and out of his dripping cunt. “Sissy wives keep their promises. Especially the ones they make when they’re shaking and begging to cum.”

Alex was a sobbing, desperate mess after the sixth denial. His smooth body glistened with sweat. His breasts were red from being groped and sucked. His pussy was puffy and leaking steadily onto the sheets. The landing strip above his clit was soaked.

“Please… Emily, I’m sorry,” he begged, voice high and broken. “I’ll keep the belly button piercing, I swear. Just let me cum—”

“Not good enough anymore,” she said sweetly, sliding the strap-on deep into his pussy in one smooth thrust. She began fucking him with long, powerful strokes while pressing the wand firmly against his clit. “You tried to go back on our deal. So now you’re going to agree to something extra.”

She brought him right to the edge again, then slowed to shallow, teasing thrusts.

“Say you’ll get your ears pierced too. Cute little studs. Something feminine you can’t hide.”

Alex’s eyes widened in panic even as his body betrayed him, hips trying desperately to chase the pleasure. “Ears too? Em, that’s—”

She turned the anal prosthetic vibration up higher and slammed into him harder, angling perfectly against his most sensitive spot.

“Say it,” she demanded, grinding the wand in tight circles. “Or I’ll keep you like this all day and cancel the appointment. No piercing… and no orgasm for a week.”

The threat combined with the overwhelming stimulation finally broke him.

“Okay! Yes! I’ll get my ears pierced too!” he cried out, tears of desperate need slipping down his cheeks. “I’ll do both! Just please let me cum!”

Emily’s smile was radiant. “Good girl. That’s what I wanted to hear.”

She fucked him hard and fast, pounding his prosthetic pussy while the wand buzzed relentlessly and the anal prosthetic vibrated deep inside him. Alex came with a shattered scream — his whole body convulsing, breasts bouncing wildly, pussy gushing around the strap-on as powerful waves of pleasure crashed through both holes. Emily rode him through it, drawing out every last tremor until he was a twitching, whimpering wreck.

She held him gently afterward, stroking his hair and kissing his tear-streaked face.

“See? That wasn’t so hard,” she whispered lovingly. “You’re learning not to go back on deals with me, aren’t you, sissy wife?”

Alex could only nod weakly, utterly spent.



Two hours later, they walked into the upscale piercing studio Emily had chosen. Alex wore a cropped pink hoodie that showed off his smooth midriff and the waistband of his high-waisted lace panties, paired with tight yoga pants that hugged his feminine curves. The prosthetics made every step a reminder of his situation.

The piercer — a friendly woman with colorful tattoos — was professional and kind. She did the belly button piercing first. Alex winced as the needle went through, but the pain was surprisingly mild. A small, sparkling diamond stud now adorned his navel, twinkling every time he breathed.

Then came the ears.

Two quick piercings per ear — simple, elegant diamond studs that matched the one in his belly button.

When it was done, Emily made him look in the mirror. The combination of the belly button piercing peeking out from under his cropped top and the new sparkles in his ears made him look undeniably feminine.

“Beautiful,” Emily breathed, clearly thrilled. “My pretty pierced sissy.”

On the drive home, Alex kept touching his new earrings self-consciously. The belly button piercing tugged slightly with every movement, a constant reminder.

Emily reached over and squeezed his thigh. “No more trying to back out of deals, baby girl. You agreed to the piercings. Now you’re going to keep them. Even after the prosthetics come off.”

Alex swallowed hard, the weight of her words — and the permanent changes — settling deep in his chest.

He was starting to understand just how far this was going… and how little control he had left.

Chapter 17: Curves and Humiliation

A few days after the piercings had settled, Emily sat across from Alex at breakfast with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. He was wearing a tiny white crop top that proudly displayed his new sparkling belly button piercing and a pair of pink micro booty shorts that barely covered the bottom of his ass cheeks. The sheer fabric of the top did nothing to hide his C-cup breasts or hard nipples.

“I’ve been thinking,” Emily said, sliding her phone across the table. “You’ve been doing your chores so well, but your body needs more work. I want my sissy wife to look her absolute best — rounder hips, a perky ass, a tiny waist, and perfect posture. So I signed you up for a membership and private classes at Blush & Bloom.”

Alex’s stomach dropped as he looked at the website. Blush & Bloom was a trendy, women-only fitness studio known for its hyper-feminine aesthetic: blush-pink walls, mirrored ceilings, soft lighting, and classes focused on “feminine sculpting” — lots of glute and hip work, yoga, and sensual movement. The photos showed women in tiny workout sets doing hip thrusts and deep squats.

“Em… I can’t go to a public gym like this,” he protested weakly, touching his new earrings nervously.

“You can and you will, princess. Your first private session with Trainer Kai is tomorrow morning. She’s the best. She specifically loves working with girls like you.”



The next morning, Emily dressed him carefully for his first session.

A pale pink sports bra that pushed his prosthetic breasts up into dramatic cleavage, paired with high-waisted, sheer-panel leggings that hugged every curve and clearly showed the outline of his landing strip and the subtle bulge of his prosthetic mound. A tiny cropped hoodie completed the look, stopping just below his breasts to show off his pierced navel.

“You look delicious,” Emily said, kissing him deeply before sending him out the door. “Send me videos. I want to see you working up a sweat.”



Blush & Bloom smelled like vanilla and jasmine. The lobby was all rose gold and mirrors. The receptionist gave Alex a knowing smile and led him straight to a private studio.

Trainer Kai was waiting inside — tall, athletic, early thirties, with sharp cheekbones, a sleek ponytail, and a wicked smile. She wore tight black leggings and a cropped tank that showed off her toned midriff. Her eyes lit up the moment she saw Alex.

“Well, well… you must be Emily’s special girl,” Kai purred, circling him slowly. “Look at those pretty tits and that sparkly little piercing. Adorable. We’re going to have so much fun building you proper feminine curves.”

The session began innocently enough — warm-up stretches and light yoga. But Kai quickly moved into targeted “feminine sculpting” exercises.

First came deep hip thrusts. Kai had him lie on his back with a resistance band around his thighs and a small Pilates ball placed directly against his prosthetic pussy.

“Thrust up hard, princess. Squeeze those glutes at the top,” Kai instructed, her voice teasing. Every upward thrust pressed the ball firmly against his clit. The anal prosthetic shifted deliciously with the movement. Within minutes, Alex was breathing heavily, trying not to moan as pleasure sparked through both holes.

Kai noticed immediately. “Mmm, sensitive down there, aren’t we? Good. That means you’re activating the right muscles for a round, fuckable ass.”

Next were wide-stance squats. Kai made him hold a deep squat position while pulsing up and down, breasts bouncing heavily in the sports bra. The tight leggings rubbed constantly against his swollen clit and sensitive lips. Every time he dipped low, the anal prosthetic pressed inward, sending deep, humiliating waves of pleasure through him.

“Look at yourself in the mirror,” Kai commanded, standing behind him and correcting his form by gripping his hips. “See how your ass is already getting rounder? Imagine how good it’s going to look when I’m done with you — thick thighs, wide hips, and a bouncy bubble butt that jiggles when you walk in heels.”

Alex was painfully aroused. His face was flushed, nipples visibly hard, and a visible wet spot was forming on the crotch of his sheer leggings. Kai pretended not to notice at first, then smirked.

“Getting excited during your workout? That’s perfectly normal for special girls like you. Don’t be shy — I’ve trained plenty of sissies. The more you throb, the better your curves will be.”

The final twenty minutes were pure torture: pelvic tilts and bridges combined with kegel exercises. Kai had him hold bridges while rhythmically squeezing around the anal prosthetic. Then she added a small vibrating egg against his clit on low setting “to help with muscle activation.”

By the end of the hour, Alex was a trembling, desperate mess. His legs shook. His breasts heaved. His pussy was soaked and his ass kept fluttering around the prosthetic with every aftershock of denied pleasure. He hadn’t been allowed to cum.

Kai handed him a towel and a bottle of water, then leaned in close.

“Excellent first session. Same time three times a week. I expect you to wear even sluttier outfits next time — maybe a micro skirt and thigh-highs. And don’t you dare cum before your next class. Save that desperation for me. It makes the glutes work harder.”

She gave his ass a firm, possessive squeeze as he left.



When Alex got home, he was still throbbing with need. Emily was waiting with a wicked smile.

“How was your workout, baby girl?”

Alex could barely speak. His new piercings sparkled as he breathed heavily, and his body already felt different — sore in all the right places.

Emily pulled him close, sliding her hand down the front of his soaked leggings.

“Good. Because Kai sent me the session footage. We’re going to watch it together while you ride your dildo tonight… and you’re only allowed to cum if you thank her properly in your next class.”

Alex whimpered, knowing his transformation was accelerating once again.

Chapter 18: Perfect Form

Emily dressed him with extra care before the second session.

A tiny lavender micro sports bra that barely contained his C-cup breasts, pushing them up into obscene, jiggling cleavage. The matching high-waisted micro skirt was so short it barely covered the bottom curve of his ass, revealing the tops of sheer white thigh-high stockings clipped to a delicate garter belt. Underneath, she chose a crotchless lavender thong that framed his landing strip perfectly while leaving his prosthetic pussy and the jeweled base of the anal prosthetic completely exposed. A thin layer of glossy lip gloss and fresh touches of perfume completed the look.

“You look like the perfect little fuckdoll,” Emily praised, slapping his ass. “Kai sent me a message. She said if you perform perfectly today and show maximum effort, she might consider letting you have a release at the end of the session. impress her, baby girl.”

Alex’s desperation from days of denied orgasms and short chore-based play sessions had reached a fever pitch. He would do anything.



He arrived at Blush & Bloom flushed and already aching. The short skirt fluttered with every step, threatening to flash his bare pussy. His breasts bounced noticeably despite the sports bra, and the new belly button piercing sparkled under the studio lights.

Kai was waiting in the private studio, arms crossed, wearing tight black leggings and a cropped top. Her eyes widened with delight as she took in Alex’s slutty outfit.

“Fuck, princess. You really went all out. Look at that pretty sparkly piercing and those thick thighs already. Someone’s motivated today.” She smirked. “Heard you want to earn a reward. Then you’d better be the best, most obedient, most perfect sissy client I’ve ever had. Understood?”

“Yes, Trainer Kai,” Alex replied breathily, voice soft and feminine. “I’ll do everything perfectly.”

The workout began.

Kai pushed him harder than last time, clearly enjoying his desperation.

Deep Squats with Pulse

Kai made him hold a wide stance, ass pushed back, chest up. Every time he dropped into a deep squat, the movement caused the anal prosthetic to shift and press deliciously inside him while the crotchless thong rubbed directly against his swollen clit. Alex kept his form flawless — back straight, core tight, hips rolling seductively at the bottom of each rep just like Kai had taught him. His breasts bounced heavily. Sweat made the thin bra nearly transparent.

“Good girl,” Kai purred, pressing a vibrating pad firmly against his clit between sets. “Keep that pussy nice and wet. The more you throb, the rounder your ass gets.”

Glute Bridges with Hip Abduction

Lying on his back, knees bent, Alex thrust his hips upward into perfect bridges while spreading his thighs against resistance bands. Each upward thrust made his breasts jiggle wildly and drove the anal prosthetic deeper. Kai placed the vibrating egg directly on his clit on a low setting and made him hold the bridge longer.

“Hold it… squeeze that pretty ass around the plug. Perfect form, princess. I can see your cunt dripping down your thighs. You’re doing so well.”

Alex whimpered but held every position exactly as instructed, trembling with need.

Sensual Hip Rolls and Pelvic Tilts on All Fours

On hands and knees in front of the mirror, Alex performed slow, exaggerated hip circles and pelvic tilts. The short skirt flipped up completely, exposing his bare ass and dripping pussy to Kai. He watched himself in the mirror — heavy tits hanging and swinging, sparkly piercings catching the light, smooth body glistening with sweat as he rolled his hips like a desperate slut in heat.

Kai stood beside him, correcting his form by gripping his hips and guiding the motion. “Faster rolls. Make that ass bounce. That’s it… fuck, you’re such a natural sissy. Look how perfectly you’re moving. Your girlfriend is going to love these new curves.”

By the final circuit of exercises, Alex was shaking with desperation. He had performed every single rep with flawless, eager form — pushing himself harder than ever before. His pussy was swollen and dripping. His ass clenched rhythmically around the prosthetic. His nipples were painfully hard against the soaked sports bra.

Kai finally had him lie on his back for the cooldown stretches, legs spread wide in a butterfly position. She pressed the powerful wand vibrator directly against his clit on medium speed.

“You did exceptionally well today, princess,” Kai said, voice low and teasing. “Perfect form the entire session. Such a desperate, well-behaved little sissy.”

Alex moaned loudly, hips bucking shamelessly against the wand. “Please… Trainer Kai… I was so good… can I cum? Please let me cum…”

Kai smiled wickedly and pressed the wand harder for a few blissful seconds, bringing him right to the edge… then pulled it away completely.

“Not today, sweetheart. You earned the right to stay desperate. That level of need is what builds the best feminine curves. But you did impress me.” She leaned down and kissed his quivering inner thigh. “Tell Emily you get double playtime tonight as your reward. And next session, I expect even sluttier outfits and even better form.”

Alex whimpered in frustration, tears of denied pleasure pricking his eyes as Kai helped him to his feet on shaky legs. His micro skirt was ruined with wetness. His breasts heaved with every breath.

He drove home in a haze of desperate arousal, knowing Emily would be very pleased with his performance… and that she would almost certainly edge him even more when he told her what happened.

His body was changing. His submission was deepening. And the worst, most thrilling part was how badly he was starting to crave the next session.

Chapter 19: Edged and Planned

Alex barely made it through the front door before his legs started shaking. The micro skirt was ruined, his thighs slick with arousal, and both prosthetics throbbed with hours of built-up, denied need. His breasts heaved inside the sweat-soaked sports bra, the sparkly belly button piercing catching the light with every ragged breath.

Emily was waiting on the couch, legs crossed, a glass of wine in her hand and a wicked smile on her face. She had clearly been watching the live camera feed from the gym.

“Come here, my perfect little workout slut,” she purred.

She pulled him down onto the couch and immediately began the edging session.

Emily stripped him slowly, savoring every reveal — first the sports bra, freeing his heavy, bouncing breasts, then the tiny skirt and soaked crotchless thong. She left the thigh-high stockings and garter belt on. Within minutes, Alex was on his back with his legs spread wide, whimpering as Emily worked him expertly.

She started with her mouth on his nipples, sucking and biting them while two fingers pumped slowly in and out of his slick prosthetic pussy. Every time his moans grew louder and his hips started chasing her hand, she slowed down or stopped completely.

“You were so good for Kai today,” she murmured against his breast, curling her fingers perfectly inside him. “Perfect form. Desperate little sissy trying so hard to earn an orgasm. I watched you rolling those hips like a whore in heat.”

Alex gasped, back arching. “Please, Em… I was so good… I need to cum so badly…”

“Not yet, princess.”

She brought out the wand and the thickest dildo. For nearly an hour she edged him relentlessly — fucking his pussy with long, deep strokes while pressing the buzzing wand against his clit, then switching to riding his face while she played with his breasts and teased the anal prosthetic with vibrations. She brought him right to the edge five, six, seven times, always pulling back at the last second.

By the time she had him on all fours in front of the big mirror, strap-on buried deep in his dripping cunt, Alex was crying with desperation.

“Look at yourself,” Emily commanded, thrusting steadily while reaching around to rub his swollen clit. “Look at what a pretty, pierced, desperate sissy wife you’ve become. Tits swinging, belly button piercing sparkling, ears twinkling, that cute landing strip above your soaked pussy…”

Alex stared at his reflection, broken and trembling. The feminine body staring back — smooth, curvy, decorated with sparkly piercings — only made him more desperate.

Emily slowed her thrusts to a torturous grind.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said casually, as if she wasn’t balls-deep inside him. “We need to take you shopping properly. Just the two of us. You need a whole new wardrobe of slutty girl clothes. Micro skirts, crop tops that show off your piercing, sheer dresses, sexy heels, lingerie that barely covers anything… maybe even some plugs with pretty jewels that match your new piercings.”

She thrust deep and held there, grinding against his ass while circling his clit with her fingers.

“You’re going to try everything on for me in the stores. You’re going to walk around in public dressed like the slutty sissy wife you are. And you’re going to thank me for every single piece I buy you.”

Alex moaned brokenly, pushing back against her strap-on. “Yes… okay… I’ll do it… please just let me cum…”

Emily smiled and started fucking him harder, the wet sounds of his prosthetic pussy filling the room.

“Good girl. We’re going this weekend. I already made reservations at that high-end feminine boutique downtown — the one with the private suites. You’re going to walk in there on my arm wearing something short and revealing, and you’re going to leave with bags full of clothes that scream ‘kept sissy slut.’”

She reached down and turned the anal prosthetic to its highest setting.

Alex shattered.

Emily finally granted permission right as she pounded him through the most intense orgasm yet. His whole body convulsed — breasts bouncing wildly, pussy gushing around her strap-on, ass pulsing violently around the vibrating prosthetic. The scream that tore from his throat was high, feminine, and completely broken.

Even after the first orgasm, Emily kept going, fucking him through a second, smaller one before finally pulling out and holding his trembling body against her.

She stroked his hair tenderly as he came down, still twitching.

“Such a good girl,” she whispered. “This weekend is going to be life-changing for you, baby. My pretty sissy wife is finally going to start dressing like one… all the time.”

Alex could only whimper softly, utterly spent, his new piercings sparkling as his chest rose and fell.

The shopping trip was coming.

And he already knew he wouldn’t be able to say no to anything she wanted to dress him in.

Chapter 20: Slutty Shopping Spree

Saturday morning arrived, and Emily was buzzing with excitement. She spent nearly an hour dressing Alex before they left.

She chose a scandalously short white pleated micro skirt that barely covered the bottom of his ass cheeks, paired with a tight baby-pink crop top that ended just below his breasts, fully exposing his sparkly belly button piercing and toned midriff. Underneath, she made him wear a sheer white lace bra that showed his nipples clearly and a matching crotchless thong. The outfit was completed with 5-inch strappy pink heels, thigh-high white stockings with little bows, and subtle makeup — glossy pink lips, mascara, and a touch of blush.

“You look like the perfect slutty trophy wife,” Emily said proudly, turning him in front of the mirror. “Everyone’s going to know exactly what you are today.”

Alex’s face burned with humiliation as he stared at his reflection. The prosthetics made his breasts look especially prominent under the tight crop top, jiggling with every small movement. The short skirt threatened to flash his bare pussy and jeweled anal plug with every step.



The boutique Emily chose was called Velvet Sin — an upscale, invitation-only store specializing in ultra-feminine and provocative clothing. Soft pink lighting, mirrored walls everywhere, and racks filled with the sluttiest designs Alex had ever seen.

A elegant sales associate named Cassandra greeted them personally. She was tall, confident, and clearly experienced with couples like theirs.

“Emily! And this must be your beautiful girl. My, what a stunning figure already. Those breasts are divine. Shall we start with lingerie?”

Emily nodded. “Everything super slutty today. She needs a full new wardrobe.”



The next three hours were pure, overwhelming feminization.

Lingerie Section

They started in the private VIP suite with floor-to-ceiling mirrors. Cassandra brought armfuls of the most revealing pieces.

Alex was stripped down to just his heels and stockings. He tried on dozens of sets:

​●​       A sheer black babydoll so transparent it might as well have been nothing, with open cups that left his breasts completely exposed and a slit down the front for easy access.

​●​       Crotchless red lace teddies that framed his landing strip and left both holes available.

​●​       A baby-pink micro bikini lingerie set with tiny triangles that barely covered his nipples and a thong back that nestled between his cheeks, highlighting the jeweled anal plug.

​●​       A white micro skirt lingerie set with a built-in garter belt and cupless bra that made his tits look obscene.

Emily made him model each one, posing in front of the mirrors while Cassandra adjusted straps and commented professionally.

“Turn around, princess. Bend over slightly… yes, perfect. That ass is coming along nicely.”

Every time Alex caught his reflection — heavy breasts, sparkly piercings, smooth shaved body, and dripping prosthetic pussy — fresh waves of humiliated arousal washed over him.

Clothing Section

They moved to the main floor for outerwear (though “outerwear” was a generous term).

Emily selected:

​●​       Multiple micro skirts in shiny vinyl, leather, and sheer fabrics — most so short they didn’t even cover the bottom of his ass when he stood straight.

​●​       Crop tops in every color, many with obscene slogans like “Daddy’s Girl” or “Free Use” written in sparkly letters across the chest.

​●​       Sheer mesh dresses that were completely see-through.

​●​       A tiny pink plaid schoolgirl skirt set with a tied white blouse that barely closed over his breasts.

​●​       Bodycon dresses so tight and short they looked painted on.

​●​       Platform heels and strappy stilettos in shiny patent leather.

Alex modeled everything. Emily and Cassandra made him walk back and forth, twirl, bend over, and pose provocatively. His breasts bounced heavily with every step. The short skirts constantly rode up, flashing his bare pussy and plugged ass to anyone who might glance over. Several other customers watched openly.

At one point, Emily made him try on a particularly slutty outfit in the main floor’s semi-private area: a shiny black micro skirt paired with a sheer white crop top that said “Sissy Slut” in pink glitter across his chest, and 6-inch black platform heels.

“Walk for me, baby girl,” Emily commanded softly.

Alex obeyed, cheeks burning crimson as the heels forced an exaggerated feminine sway to his hips. His breasts jiggled noticeably. The skirt flipped up with every step, showing everything. He could feel eyes on him from across the store.



By the end, they had accumulated an enormous pile. Emily bought everything Alex had tried on — over twenty ultra-slutty outfits, dozens of lingerie pieces, multiple pairs of extreme heels, and several jeweled butt plugs that matched his piercings.

As they were checking out, Emily leaned in and whispered, “You’re going to wear one of these home. Pick your favorite slutty outfit.”

Blushing furiously, Alex chose the shiny black micro skirt, the “Sissy Slut” sheer crop top, and the tallest platform heels. Cassandra helped him change right there in the semi-open area, smiling knowingly the entire time.

When they finally left the store, Alex was dressed like an expensive prostitute. The micro skirt barely existed. His tits were clearly visible through the sheer top. His belly button and ear piercings sparkled. Every step in the tall heels made his ass and breasts bounce obscenely.

Emily kept her arm around his waist possessively as they walked to the car, occasionally sliding her hand under the tiny skirt to tease his dripping pussy.

“You did so well today, my pretty sissy wife,” she murmured. “This is how you’re going to dress from now on. At home. At the gym. Everywhere. My perfect little kept slut.”

Alex’s heart pounded with deep embarrassment and overwhelming arousal as they drove home, the shiny black skirt riding all the way up his thighs, his new slutty wardrobe filling the backseat.

He was no longer just wearing women’s clothes in private.

He was becoming the slutty girl Emily wanted him to be — in public.

Chapter 21: Denied Progress

The next gym session came two days after the massive shopping trip. Alex was still floating in a haze of constant, low-level arousal from wearing his new ultra-slutty wardrobe around the house. Emily had chosen his gym outfit with particular care: a tiny white micro sports bra that struggled to contain his C-cups, leaving deep cleavage and underboob on full display, paired with the shortest pink pleated workout skirt imaginable. Underneath was a crotchless white thong and a new sparkling jeweled butt plug that matched his belly button piercing. White thigh-high socks with little pink bows completed the look.

Emily kissed him deeply before he left. “Kai messaged me this morning. She wants to speak with both of us after the session. Be extra good for her, baby girl.”



Kai was waiting in the private studio, arms crossed, looking noticeably displeased. The moment Alex walked in — skirt swishing, breasts bouncing, new plug shifting with every step — her sharp eyes narrowed.

“Emily’s on video call,” Kai said curtly, gesturing to a large tablet set up on a stand. Emily’s face appeared on screen, sitting at her desk at work.

Kai didn’t waste time with warm-ups.

“You let her cum?” she asked Emily directly, voice sharp with disapproval. “After I specifically told you that sustained desperation is what builds the best feminine curves? After I watched her perform perfectly last session because she was so fucking needy?”

Emily looked slightly sheepish on the screen but still smiled. “She earned it after the shopping trip. She was so desperate and well-behaved—”

Kai cut her off. “That was a mistake. Look at her.” She grabbed Alex by the hips and turned him toward the mirror and camera. “She’s still soft and smooth, yes, but that edge is already dulling. The best glute and hip development happens when a sissy is kept dripping and denied for days. The hormones and muscle response are completely different when they’re that frustrated.”

Alex stood there blushing furiously as Kai lectured his girlfriend about his body like he wasn’t even present.

Kai turned back to him, her tone shifting to strict trainer mode. “From now on, princess, you are on strict edging protocol during our sessions. No orgasms. Not even ruined ones. You will train right at the edge, leaking and desperate, because that’s what’s going to give you the roundest ass and widest hips for your wife.”

She stepped closer and cupped one of his breasts possessively. “These are coming along nicely, but your lower body needs serious work. Today we’re doing extra glute activation… while you stay denied.”



The session was brutal.

Kai pushed him through an intensified version of the previous workout, clearly punishing both of them for the unauthorized orgasm:

​●​       Deep squats with a thick resistance band and a strong vibrating pad pressed directly against his clit. Every time he dropped low, the pad buzzed harder. Kai made him hold the bottom position longer and longer while scolding him.

​●​       Hip thrusts with the new jeweled plug vibrating on a teasing low setting. His breasts bounced wildly in the tiny sports bra as he thrust upward. Kai kept one hand on his lower belly, right above the sparkling piercing, pressing down to increase the pressure on both prosthetics.

​●​       Extended all-fours hip rolls and donkey kicks. The short skirt flipped up completely, exposing his dripping pussy and plugged ass to the mirrors and the camera where Emily was watching live.

Every single exercise brought him right to the edge of orgasm. Kai was an expert at reading his body — she would press the vibrator harder or increase the plug’s intensity exactly when he was about to tip over, then pull it away at the last second, leaving him whimpering and shaking.

“See this?” Kai said to Emily on the call while Alex trembled in a deep squat, thighs quivering, pussy visibly dripping down his legs. “This is the state she needs to stay in. Desperate. Leaking. Frustrated. This is how we make her into the perfect curvy sissy wife.”

Emily nodded on the screen, clearly turned on. “You’re right. I got carried away. She stays denied until you say otherwise.”

Kai smiled, satisfied. “Good. As punishment for ruining her progress, she gets no release today — not even at home. And I want her back in three days for another edging session. She’ll wear even less next time.”

By the end of the hour, Alex was a broken, desperate mess. Tears of frustration pricked his eyes. His legs could barely hold him. His prosthetic pussy was swollen and drooling, his ass clenched desperately around the vibrating plug, and his nipples were rock hard against the soaked micro bra.

Kai finally turned off all the toys and patted his flushed cheek.

“Good girl for taking your punishment so well,” she said, almost kindly. Then, more sternly: “Tell your wife thank you for letting me correct her mistake.”

Alex looked at the camera, voice shaky and feminine. “Thank you, Emily… for letting Trainer Kai fix my progress.”

Emily smiled warmly on the screen. “You’re welcome, baby girl. Now go home and do your chores. No touching that pretty pussy until I say so.”

Kai gave Alex’s plugged ass one last firm squeeze as he gathered his things.

“See you in three days, princess. Stay desperate for me.”



Alex drove home trembling with need, the tiny skirt barely covering anything, his new slutty body on full display to anyone who glanced into the car.

The rules had just gotten stricter.

And his transformation was only speeding up.

Chapter 22: The Secret Hope

Alex had reached his breaking point.

Every day blurred into a cycle of hyper-feminine humiliation: waking up in tiny sheer lingerie, performing chores while plugged and edged, training at the gym in increasingly slutty outfits while Kai pushed him to the brink of orgasm without release, and spending his nights serving Emily in whatever obscene outfit she chose. His body was changing — his ass and hips were becoming rounder and softer from the targeted workouts, his movements naturally more feminine in the tall heels, and the constant denial kept him in a foggy, submissive headspace.

But deep down, a small, desperate spark of resistance remained.

Four weeks.

That was the original promise. Vivienne had said four weeks at the earliest. If he could just make it to that appointment and convince her to take the prosthetics off, he could reclaim his life. He could go back to being Alex. The piercings could eventually be removed. The clothes could be hidden. He just had to survive a little longer.

So he became the perfect sissy.

He woke up every morning with a bright smile and a soft “Good morning, Mistress.” He cooked Emily’s favorite meals, kept the apartment spotless, sent her multiple videos of himself riding dildos and using the wand (always stopping before orgasm), and performed flawlessly at the gym. He thanked Kai for every denial, called himself her “desperate little sissy project,” and begged Emily sweetly for the privilege of licking her to orgasm every night.

Inside, he was counting the days.



Three days before the four-week mark, while Emily was at work and the cameras were recording him “cleaning,” Alex quietly slipped into the bathroom, turned on the shower for cover noise, and called The Veil.

Vivienne answered personally.

“Alex. Or should I say… our favorite little sissy?” Her voice was smooth and amused. “I’ve been getting excellent reports from Emily and Kai. You’ve been such a good girl.”

He kept his voice low and feminine, just in case. “Thank you… I’ve been trying really hard. I was hoping… the four weeks are almost up. I’d like to schedule the removal appointment as soon as possible.”

There was a pause. Then Vivienne chuckled softly.

“I see. Well, you have reached the minimum time. Come in next Tuesday at 11 AM. I’ll evaluate you personally and we’ll see about removal.”

Alex’s heart soared with secret hope. “Thank you, Vivienne. I’ll be there.”

He quickly deleted the call from his history and went back to his chores, heart pounding.

For the remaining days, he was flawless. He wore the sluttiest outfits Emily picked. He rode the biggest dildo in his ass while buzzing his clit for her on video, moaning like a perfect whore. At the gym, he thanked Kai profusely for every edge, even as tears of frustration ran down his cheeks. At night, he worshipped Emily’s body with total devotion.

He played the role so convincingly that Emily began praising him constantly.

“My perfect kept sissy wife,” she’d whisper while fucking him senseless. “You’re finally accepting who you are.”

Alex would moan and agree… while secretly counting down the hours until Tuesday.



Tuesday morning arrived.

Emily had already left for work after dressing him in a tiny baby-pink sundress that barely reached mid-thigh, with a built-in shelf bra that lifted his breasts obscenely and no panties underneath. The jeweled plug sparkled between his cheeks, and his belly button piercing peeked out whenever he moved.

“I have an appointment today,” he told her casually over breakfast. “Just a check-up for the prosthetics. Vivienne wants to see how they’re settling.”

Emily kissed him deeply, squeezing his ass. “Good girl. Tell her how happy you are. Maybe she’ll say you can keep them even longer.”

Alex smiled sweetly. “Yes, Mistress.”

As soon as she left, he changed into something slightly less obscene — a tight white crop top and a pleated micro skirt with heels — and drove to The Veil with his heart hammering in his chest.

This was it.

His only chance to escape.

He parked in the discreet back lot, took a deep breath, and walked through the private entrance. The familiar scent of jasmine and sandalwood hit him immediately. His breasts bounced with every step, his plug shifted inside him, and his smooth, shaved legs felt the cool air under the tiny skirt.

Vivienne was waiting for him in the elegant reception area, looking as sharp and commanding as ever in a tailored black dress.

“Alex,” she said with a slow, knowing smile. “Right on time. Let’s go to the back office. We have a lot to discuss about your progress… and your future.”

Alex followed her down the hallway, stomach twisting with nervous hope.

This appointment would decide everything.

Chapter 23: The Trap

Vivienne led Alex into the same luxurious back office where his journey had begun. The mirrors, the velvet chaise, the soft lighting — everything felt hauntingly familiar. His heart raced with desperate hope as he sat down, the tiny pleated skirt riding up his smooth thighs.

“Thank you for seeing me,” Alex said, trying to keep his voice steady. “The four weeks are up. I’ve… I’ve done everything asked of me. I’d really like the prosthetics removed today.”

Vivienne smiled warmly, almost maternally, as she locked the door behind them. “Of course, sweetheart. You’ve been such a well-behaved girl. Let’s start by removing the vaginal prosthesis. We’ll check on your natural equipment afterward and decide the best path forward.”

Alex’s relief was overwhelming. He stripped quickly, folding the slutty outfit neatly as he’d been trained. Naked except for the anal prosthetic and his sparkling piercings, he lay back on the chaise, legs spread.

Vivienne worked with clinical precision. She applied a specialized solvent around the edges of the current vaginal prosthetic and carefully peeled it away. Alex gasped as cool air hit his long-hidden cock and balls for the first time in weeks. His penis — soft, pale, and slightly shrunken from prolonged tucking — twitched in the open air. His balls felt strangely heavy and sensitive.

Vivienne examined him thoroughly, gloved fingers gently lifting his shaft and cupping his testicles.

“Hmm… some minor atrophy from being tucked so long, but everything looks healthy,” she murmured, stroking his balls lightly with her fingertips. Alex shuddered at the unfamiliar direct sensation. “Good blood flow. Responsive. You’re lucky we caught it at four weeks.”

Alex let out a shaky breath, tears of relief pricking his eyes. “So… you can take the rest off too? The breasts and the anal one?”

Vivienne continued gently massaging his balls, rolling them in her palm as if performing a routine check. “Not so fast, princess. Your penis and testicles have been protected, but they’ve changed. They’re softer. More delicate.” Her fingers traced the sensitive skin of his scrotum. “We have a new, cutting-edge prosthetic system I think would suit you much better. It’s a significant upgrade.”

She walked to the cabinet and returned with an elegant silver case. Inside was a new vaginal prosthetic — incredibly lifelike, with delicate, natural-looking outer lips.

“This version is revolutionary,” she explained, her voice smooth and persuasive. “Instead of a full silicone overlay, we use your own scrotal skin to form the outer labia. We carefully stretch and reshape the skin of your balls into beautiful, puffy pussy lips. The inner channel is still sensory-enhanced silicone, but the exterior feels completely natural because it is your skin. Sensitivity is dramatically higher. Many clients describe it as life-changing.”

Alex’s eyes widened in horror. “You want to use my… my balls to make pussy lips? That’s permanent, isn’t it?”

Vivienne smiled patiently while still lightly fondling his balls. “Not entirely irreversible, but far more natural and convincing than what you had before. The skin becomes the labia permanently. Your testicles would be tucked safely inside, still functional but hidden. Your penis stays tucked flat. The result is a beautiful, realistic vulva that looks and feels like the real thing — especially when wet or aroused.”

She leaned closer, her fingers now stroking the sensitive seam of his scrotum.

“Think about it, Alex. You’ve already come so far. Emily loves her pretty sissy wife. Your body is responding beautifully to the hormones in the prosthetics and the training. This would make everything feel so much more real for both of you. No more obvious prosthetic edges. Just soft, puffy, sensitive pussy lips that get wet when you’re excited… made from your own body.”

Alex tried to protest, but Vivienne activated a small vibrating pad against the head of his soft cock while continuing to massage his balls.

“You’ve been such a perfect girl these past weeks,” she whispered, edging his slowly hardening penis with expert skill. “Wouldn’t it be a shame to throw all that progress away? One little upgrade and you’ll have the most realistic pussy possible. Emily will lose her mind when she sees it.”

She brought him right to the edge, then stopped.

Alex whimpered, hips twitching. His mind spun — fear, shame, and four weeks of deep conditioning fighting against his desire to escape.

“I… I don’t know…”

Vivienne smiled and pressed the vibrator against him again, stroking his balls more firmly.

“Many girls resist at first. But once they feel how sensitive and natural it is… they never want to go back. This is the next step, sweetheart. Say yes, and I’ll give you the most realistic pussy a sissy could dream of.”

She edged him twice more, stopping each time he got close, until Alex was trembling and leaking.

Finally, broken and overwhelmed, he whispered the words she wanted to hear.

“…Okay. Let’s do it.”

Vivienne’s smile was triumphant.

“Excellent choice, princess. Let’s get you fitted with your new, permanent pussy.”

Chapter 24: The New Pussy

The procedure took just under two hours.

Vivienne worked with calm precision. After thorough numbing and careful preparation, she reshaped the sensitive skin of Alex’s scrotum, stretching and molding it into plump, realistic outer labia. His testicles were tucked neatly inside the new mound, still present but hidden. The inner vaginal canal was carefully attached with advanced sensory bonding. When she was finished, the result looked and felt shockingly natural — soft, puffy pink lips with a delicate clit hood at the top, and a smooth, inviting entrance.

“There,” Vivienne said proudly, holding up a mirror so Alex could see. “Your very own permanent pussy, sweetheart. Made from your own body. Much more realistic than the old prosthetic.”

Alex stared in stunned silence. The new vulva looked completely real. When Vivienne gently traced a finger along the outer lips, intense, natural-feeling pleasure shot through him. He gasped sharply.

“Very responsive already,” Vivienne noted with satisfaction. “The sensitivity will only increase over the next few days as it fully settles. No more fake edges. This is you now.”

She gave him aftercare instructions, a special soothing cream, and a warning not to remove the anal prosthetic yet. Then she sent him home with a knowing smile.

“Emily is going to love her upgraded sissy wife.”



Alex drove home in a daze, the new pussy throbbing gently between his legs with every bump in the road. Even the soft fabric of his panties felt overwhelming against the fresh, hypersensitive lips.

The second he stepped inside the apartment, the overwhelming need took over.

He didn’t even make it to the bedroom. He dropped his tiny skirt and panties in the living room, right in full view of multiple cameras, and collapsed onto the couch with his legs spread wide.

“Oh my god…” he whispered.

He touched it tentatively at first. The outer lips — made from his own skin — were incredibly soft and warm. When he parted them with two fingers, he found the slick, sensitive inner folds and the new vaginal entrance. The sensations were dramatically stronger and more natural than the old prosthetic. Every brush of his fingertips sent electric sparks of pleasure through his core.

He grabbed the wand from the side table, turned it on low, and pressed the head directly against his new clit.

The moan that escaped him was loud and shameless.

“Fuck… it feels so much better…”

He rubbed the wand in slow circles, then dipped it lower to tease his new entrance. The realistic lips quivered around the toy. When he pushed the thick head inside himself, the stretch and fullness felt raw and authentic. His own skin stretched and gripped the toy naturally.

Alex lost control.

He fucked himself harder with the wand, hips bucking, breasts bouncing wildly in the crop top. The improved sensitivity made every sensation sharper, deeper, and more overwhelming. His new pussy got wetter and wetter, realistic arousal coating the toy and dripping down to his ass.

It didn’t take long.

Within minutes, a powerful, rolling orgasm crashed through him. His new pussy clenched hard around the wand, rhythmic contractions pulsing as waves of intense pleasure radiated from his core. His eyes rolled back, mouth open in a high, feminine cry as he came harder than he had in weeks. The orgasm seemed to last forever, drawn out by the hyper-sensitive new nerves.

He kept the wand pressed against his clit through the aftershocks, whimpering and twitching, riding out every last tremor.

Only when he finally pulled the toy away did the reality hit him.

He was still lying on the couch, legs spread obscenely, new pussy glistening and slightly puffy from use, breasts heaving. And every second of it had been captured on the high-definition security cameras.

His phone buzzed almost immediately.

Emily: Holy fuck, baby girl…

Emily: What did Vivienne do to you?

Emily: That pussy looks so fucking real. I just watched you fuck yourself senseless on the couch like a desperate little slut.

Emily: I’m leaving work early. Stay right there. Don’t clean up. I want to see my upgraded sissy wife in person.

Alex stared at the messages, chest still rising and falling rapidly, his brand-new realistic pussy still tingling and leaking.

There was no going back now.

The trap had closed even tighter.

Chapter 25: Worshipping the New Pussy

Emily burst through the door less than thirty minutes later, still in her work clothes, eyes wild with lust. The moment she saw Alex sprawled on the couch — legs spread, tiny skirt bunched around his waist, brand-new realistic pussy glistening and slightly swollen from his earlier orgasm — she let out a low, hungry moan.

“Oh my sweet girl… look at you.”

She dropped her bag and practically pounced, kneeling between his spread thighs. Her hands gently but possessively cupped his new mound, thumbs stroking the soft, puffy outer lips made from his own skin.

“Vivienne outdid herself,” Emily breathed in awe. “It looks so fucking real. These pretty lips… so soft and plump.” She leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly up the entire length of his new slit, savoring the taste. “And you taste like a real pussy. My perfect sissy cunt.”

Alex cried out at the first long lick. The sensitivity was overwhelming — every ridge and texture of Emily’s tongue felt a hundred times more intense than before. His hips bucked involuntarily.

“Em— oh fuck— it’s so sensitive!”

“I know, baby girl,” Emily purred, spreading his new lips with her fingers. “Look at this cute little clit… already peeking out and begging.” She sealed her mouth around it and sucked gently, flicking her tongue rapidly.

Alex’s back arched hard, a loud feminine moan tearing from his throat. His heavy breasts heaved as Emily devoured his new pussy with ravenous hunger. She licked, sucked, and tongue-fucked him with pure obsession, moaning praises the entire time.

“Best upgrade ever,” she gasped between licks. “This is your pussy now. My wife’s perfect cunt. So warm… so wet… so fucking responsive.”

She slid two fingers deep inside him while sucking on his clit. The new inner walls gripped her tightly, every stroke sending devastating pleasure through his core. Within minutes, Alex was shaking.

“I’m gonna— Em, I’m gonna cum—!”

“Come for me, princess,” Emily commanded, curling her fingers against his g-spot and sucking harder on his clit.

The orgasm hit him like a tidal wave. His new pussy clenched rhythmically around her fingers, fresh wetness flooding her hand as powerful contractions rippled through him. He screamed her name, thighs clamping around her head while his breasts bounced wildly.

But Emily didn’t stop.

She kept licking and fingering him through the orgasm, then immediately pushed him toward another. She added a third finger, stretching him beautifully while her tongue worked his swollen clit in tight circles.

“You’re going to give me as many as you can,” she growled against his pussy. “I love how this new cunt tastes when you cum.”

The second orgasm crashed over him even harder than the first. Alex’s eyes rolled back, toes curling in his heels as he gushed against Emily’s tongue. His whole body shook violently.

Emily finally pulled back, her face shiny with his juices, and stripped quickly. She climbed onto the couch, positioned herself in a scissoring position, and pressed her own dripping wet pussy directly against his new one.

The slick, hot contact made them both moan loudly.

Emily started grinding, their clits rubbing together with every roll of her hips. The sensation was electric. Alex could feel every fold of her real pussy sliding against his new, hyper-sensitive lips. Their combined wetness made obscene wet sounds as Emily picked up speed.

“Look at us, baby girl,” she panted, holding one of his legs up. “Two pretty pussies grinding together. My perfect lesbian sissy wife.”

The grinding grew faster and more desperate. Emily reached down and rubbed his clit while continuing to fuck their pussies together. Alex came for the third time — a long, shuddering, squirting orgasm that left him sobbing with pleasure. Emily followed right after, grinding hard through her own climax, their mixed juices soaking the couch.

She collapsed on top of him afterward, kissing him deeply, her hand gently cupping and protectively covering his new pussy.

“I love it so much,” she whispered against his lips, still breathless. “This is staying forever, baby. No more talk about going back. You’re my beautiful, multi-orgasmic sissy wife now. This perfect pussy was made for me.”

Alex could only whimper softly, utterly spent, his new realistic pussy still twitching and leaking from the multiple intense orgasms. The sparkling piercings on his body glittered as he trembled in Emily’s arms.

He had never felt more owned.

Chapter 26: The Sissy Council

Emily had never looked more radiant than she did that evening.

She sat at the head of their dining table like a queen, wearing a sleek black dress, while Alex knelt beside her in nothing but a sheer white baby-doll lingerie set and tall clear platform heels. His new realistic pussy still felt tender and sensitive from the thorough fucking she had given him that afternoon. The jeweled plug sparkled between his smooth cheeks, and his sparkly piercings caught the light every time he moved.

“I’ve decided we need structure, baby girl,” Emily announced, gently stroking his hair. “You’ve come so far, but there’s still so much more to explore. That’s why I’ve formed the Sissy Council.”

Alex looked up at her, curious and nervous.

“It’s just the three of us who know you best,” she continued with a satisfied smile. “Me, Vivienne, and Trainer Kai. We’ll be meeting regularly to discuss your training, your body, your wardrobe, your rules, and your future. Your only purpose from now on is to become the perfect, beautiful, obedient sissy wife. And we’re going to make sure it happens.”



Two nights later, the first official meeting of the Sissy Council took place in their living room.

Vivienne arrived in an elegant black suit, cool and commanding as ever. Kai showed up in tight workout leggings and a cropped top, carrying a tablet full of Alex’s training stats and progress photos. Emily greeted them both with warm hugs, while Alex served them wine and hors d’oeuvres wearing a tiny French maid outfit that left his new pussy and plugged ass completely exposed.

The three women sat on the couch while Alex knelt in the center of the room on a pink cushion, hands behind his back, breasts pushed forward.

“First order of business,” Emily began, “is confirming Alex’s new pussy as permanent. Vivienne?”

“Completely successful,” Vivienne said, sipping her wine. “The scrotal tissue has integrated beautifully. Sensitivity is excellent. He’ll never have a convincing male presentation again. I recommend we leave the breast prosthetics on for at least another eight weeks, then evaluate for permanent options.”

Kai nodded, scrolling through her tablet. “His ass and hips are responding well to the denial training. We keep him edged and denied at the gym for the next three months minimum. I want measurable curve gains before we allow regular orgasms again.”

Emily smiled down at Alex, whose face was burning with humiliation.

“Perfect. We’ll also begin gradual public exposure. Starting with short trips to feminine stores, then brunch as my girlfriend, then… whatever we decide together.”

The three women spent the next hour discussing his future in detail:

​●​       Full hormonal evaluation and potential low-dose estrogen

​●​       Advanced voice training and mannerism coaching

​●​       A new name (they settled on “Alexa” for now, with final approval later)

​●​       Possible lip fillers and laser hair removal

​●​       Rules for when and how he would be allowed to cum (only with Council approval)

​●​       Plans to slowly introduce him to select friends of Emily’s as her live-in sissy

Alex knelt silently, listening to them plan every aspect of his life. His new pussy grew wet despite the humiliation. His cock — safely tucked behind the new realistic lips — strained helplessly.

At the end of the meeting, Emily beckoned him forward.

“Come here, Alexa. Show the Council how grateful you are for all their hard work.”

Alex crawled between the three women. For the next hour, he worshipped them — first eating Emily while Vivienne and Kai watched and commented, then pleasuring each Council member in turn with his mouth and fingers. They praised his improved technique and how pretty his new pussy looked when it dripped with arousal.

When they finally allowed him to cum, it was under strict supervision. Emily fucked his new pussy with her strap-on while Vivienne played with his breasts and Kai pressed the wand against his clit. He came hard, sobbing with pleasure, while the three women watched approvingly.



Later that night, after Vivienne and Kai had left, Emily held him close in bed, gently cupping his new pussy possessively.

“This is just the beginning, baby,” she whispered lovingly, kissing his forehead. “The Sissy Council is going to turn you into everything I’ve ever dreamed of. There’s no going back now. You’re mine completely.”

Alex — soon to be Alexa — lay there surrounded by the soft weight of his breasts, the constant presence of the plug in his ass, and the warm, throbbing reality of his new permanent pussy.

A small part of him still whispered that he should resist.

But as Emily drifted off to sleep with her hand protectively between his legs, that voice grew quieter than ever.
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